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MEMOIR OF .THOMAS MOORE.* • 

• ft 

Thomas Moojre was born in Aungier Street,^Dublin, May 28, 1/79. His father 
was a respectable grocer and spirit dealer. Both his parents were Roman 
Catholics. 

As early as his fourteenth year, Moore wrote verses, contributing to a 
Dublin magazine, called the Antkologia Hiknica. He was educated first, by 
Mr. Samuel Whyte (the schoolmaster also of Richard Brinsley Sheridan), 
and completed his studies at Dublin University; which fras opened to Roman * p 
Catholic students only the year previous to his,entrance at Trinity College- 
1794. While studying the classics he also learned Italian from a priest, 
and Trench from a Trench emigrant. He likewise became a proficient in 
music. • 

In 1799 Moore left his own country for England, bringing with him liis 
1 Odes to Anacreon,’ The Poet was not rich, but he found a kind and powerful 
friend in Lord Moira, who obtained permission from the Prince Regent for 
Moore to dedicate his Odes to His Loyal Highness, and also raised a profitable 
subscription for their publication. Moore had entered himself a student of tho 
Middle Temple on his arrival in England, but the success of his ‘Odes’ 
induced him to abandon the study of the law, and to adopt literature as his profes¬ 
sion. In 1801 he published a volume of Poems under the cognomen of ‘ Thomas 
Little’—alluding to his own diminutive stature, They were very immoral and 
indelicate, and he felt ashamed of them in after years. 

In 1808 he obtained an appointment at Bermuda, as Registrar to the Court 
of Admiralty. He proceeded thither the next year, but finding the duties of 
the post uncongenial, he appointed a deputy to do the work in his stead; and, 
after travelling over part If America, returned to England, greatly disabused of 
the Republican visions which had haunted his boyhood and youth. In 1800 
Moore published his ‘Odes and Epistles,’ which contain Poetical Satires on 
America, and Poems relating to the same country, Jeffrey criticised them with 
great severity in the Edinburgh Review, and Moore, much enraged, challenged 
Him. The critic andihe poet met at Chalk Farm, but the duel was prevented by 
the intervention of the police, when it was found that one of the pistols was 
without a bullet! The intended combatants ended by becoming great friends, 
and the circumstance is only memorable as originating the friendship between 
Byron and Moore—Byron, mentioning the duel with ridicule in “ English 
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Bards and Scotch Reviewers,’’ revived, in his turn, a challenge from the high- 
spirited little poet ; but the letter was long in reaching its destination, and the 
affair terminated in a good-natured explanation fron^ Byron, whiofe led to a 
lifelong friendship, 

Moore became the fashion in Loudon, and wa! a welcome guest at the 
tables of the aristocracy. In l(}07he entered into an arrangement with Mr. 
Power, a musical publisher, to write poems'for a collection of Irish Melodies, 
which were to be arranged, etc., by Sir J. Stevenson. These Melodies osta 
blished the author's fame by the immenso popularity they obtained r 
In 1811 Moore married Miss Bessie Dynes, a young Irish actress of groat 
beauty, who proved a tender anc^ devoted wife. In 1814 lie agreed to writo 
‘ Lalla Rookh* for Messrs. Longmans, who were to pay him <£3000 for the 
work when completed, which was in 1817. His other works— 1 Sacred and 
National Melodies,’ ‘Loves of the Angels,’ etc,, etc., # followcd in rapid suc¬ 
cession * 

,In 1818, Moore's deputy in Bermuda fled with the proceeds of a ship and 
cargo, leaving Moore answerable for £0000. This circumstance obliged him to 
leave England for a tifhe, and to these enforced travels we o?ve “Rhyme? ou the 
Road,” etc. When his affairs were settled, Moore returned to England. 

Moore had three children; they all died before him. The close of his 
life was as sad as that of the lives of Southey and Scott; for, three years before 
his death he was reduced to a state of sadunental infirmity, requiring all the 
self-devotion of his excellent wife. He died at Slopertou Cottage, in February, 
1852, at the age of seventy-three. f 

Moore was an excellent son and husband, and a warm and faithful friend. 
His social accomplishments were of a high order; his poetry is graceful and 
Ml of fancy and sentiment. 
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1800 . 

• s 

DEDICATION, 

ft 

ft _ _ 

* « TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS * 

THE PMNCE OE 'WALES, 

Sir, —In allowing mo to dedicate this work to your Royal Highness, you have 
conferred upoh mean honour which I feel very sensibly; and I have only to 
regret that the pages which you have thus distinguished are not more deserving 
of such illustrious patronage. 

Believe me, 

Sir, 

With ovary sentiment of respect, 

Your Royal Highness’s 

Tory grateful and devoted Servant, 

THOMAS MOORE, 




. (f 

tt 

It may be necessary to mention tnat, in arranging jdte Odes, the Translate 
has adopted the order of the Vatican MS. For those who wish to refer to the 
original, he has prefixed an Iudex wmcn mai'KS the number of each ode in 
Barney and the other editions. * 
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Eirt l>othpots rain)ert, 

Tytos 7ror’ 6 peXitmjs 
TXapos yeAwr craro, 

UeBvup re teat \vpiiw 
Aptjii avrop ol 5’ e/iwres 
'AwciAoi mipexopevcrap' 

'() /SeXij ra rys Keflypys 
Eirotet, fvxys oi’«rous' 

0 oe Xei/xa iropfvpom 
Kpiva. <rvv poSoton 7rXei;as, 
J5r/>tXet OTetpuv ye/iorra' 

8e Geawiejjtrarrtra, 

2 OF III 7ror' e£ Qhipvav 
Eaopua' AptucpeovTa, 

Etropwtra roes epwras, 
'TiropetStaavras wire' 

Sor/ie, 5’ ws A pupeopra 0 

Tor iroi/iwraror mvruv, 
KaXcoiKrir ol tror/fterrae, 

Tt, ye/iwr, rcon ^tor pen „ 
Tots epwtrt, rip Aeaty, 


K’ ovk e/rot Kpareip eSuxa 55 
Tt ipiKripa rys Keflypys, . 
Tt w 7 reXXa roe Auatoe, 

Atet y’ erpuipiiffue ifbup, 

8 0 uk e/tous popous SibwKUp, 
0 ok shop Xaxwr awror; 

'0 5e Tytos /teXtorys 
Myre Sotrxepatre, 0 yiri, 
'Ort, flea, trou 7 ’ areu /ter, 
'0 (TQipuTans airaPTUP 
Ilapa tup <TQ(j)UP Ku\pvpUi 
‘Mew, irtw, iwptfw, 

Mera rwr ttaXwr ynraitfwr 
Ai/j«Xws 5e repirra 7 ratfw, 
fls Xopy yap, e/tor yrop 
Avarvci pmm epmus' 

'Qbe fhorov yaXyi'yr 
‘I’tXewr /taXorra irarrwft 
On aoi/ioj /teXtpoos ei/tt; 

Tts tror/;wrepos pep mi 


REMARKS ON ANACREON. 


Phbbk is very little known with certainty of the lifo of Anacreon. Cliamatleon 
Heraclcotos, who wrote upon the subject, has been lost in the general wreck 
of ancient literature. The editors of the poet have collected the few trillina 
anecdotes which are scattered through the extant authors of antiquity; and 
supplying the deficiency of materials by fictions of their own imagination, 
they have arranged what they call a life of Anacreon. These specious 
fabrications are intended if, indulge that interest which wo naturally feel in 
the biography of illustrious men; but it is rather a dangerous kind of illusion, 
as it confounds the limits of history and romance, 1 and is too often supported 
by unfaithful citation,’ 1 


i The History of Anacreon by Goran (lepcte 
tarn firil) is iiroicwlly «.romance! mfr does 
Mademoiselle Suuderi, from whom lie borrowed 
the idea, prjtend to historical veracity in her 
account of Anacreon and Sappho, These, thou, 
are allowable! but how can Barnes lie forgiven, 
who, with nil tliu confidence of ti biographer, 
traces every wandering of the poet, and settles 


him in bis old age at a country villa near 
Tiles? 

* The learned Bayle has detected some infideli¬ 
ties of quotation in Le Fevrc. Bidionnairt 
Histmque, etc. Madame Baeior is not more 
accurate than her father; they have almost, made 
Anaorcon prime minister to the monarch ol 
Samos, 
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ODES OF ANACREON 

9 

Our poet was bom in the city of Tiios, in the delicious region of Ionia, 
where everything respired voluptuousness, 1 The time of his birth appears to 
have keen in the sixth century before Christ ,2 and he flourished at that remark¬ 
able period when, under the polished tyrants Hipparchus and Polycrata, 
Athens and Samos were the rival asylums of genius. The name of his father 
is doubtful, and therefore cannot be very interesting. His family was perhaps 
illustrious; but those who discover in Plato that he was a descendant of the 
tnoiiaPch Codrus, exhibit, as usual, more ml than accuracy. 8 

The disposition and talents of Anacreon recommended him to the monarch 
of Samos, and he wasformed to be the friend of such a prince as Polycrates. 
Susceptible only to the pleasures, he felt not the corruptions of the court • and 
while Pythagoras fled from the tyrant, Anacreon was celebrating his praises 
on the lyre. We are told, too, by Maximus Tyrius, that by the influence of 
his amatory songs lie softened the mind of Polycrates into a spirit of bene¬ 
volence towards his subjects. 

The amours of the poet and the rivalship of the tyrant 4 1 shall; pass over 
in silence; and there are Jew, I presume, who will regret the omission of most 
uf those anecdotes, which the industry of some editors has not only promulged, 
hut discussed. Whatever,is repugnant to modesty and virtue is-considered in 
ethical science, by a supposition very favourable to humanity, as impossible:' 
and this amiable persuasion should be much more strongly eutertaiimd where 
the transgression wars with nature as well as virtue. Put why are wo not 
allowed to indulge in the presumption 1 Why are we officiously reminded that, 
there have been such instances of depravity ? ® 

Hipparchus, who now maintained at Athens the power which his father 
Pisistratus had usurped, was one of those •elegant princes who have polished 
1 he fetters of their subjects, He was the first, according to Plato, who edited 
the poems of Homer, and commanded them to be sung by the rhapsodisfcs at 
Ihe celebration of the Panathenma, As his # court was the galaxy of genius, 
Anacreon should not be absent, Hipparchus sent a -barge,for him; the poet 
embraced the invitation, and the muses and the loves were wafted with him 
to Athens. 8 

The manner of Anacreon's death was singular. We are told that in the 
eighty-fifth year of his age lie was choked by a grape-stone; 8 and however we 
may smile at their enthusiastic partiality, who pretend that it was a peculiar 
indulgence of Heaven, which stole him from the world by this easy and 
characteristic death, we cannot help admiring that his fate should be so 
emblematic of his disposition, Cmlius Calcagninus alludes to this catastrophe 
in the following epitaph on our poet: 

1 The Asiatics wore as remarkable for genius 4 In the romance of t’lelin, the anecdote to 
as for luxury. ' Inqoni a A siatiea indy ta per gentes which I allude is told ofayoung girl, with whom 
fecere poetic, Anacreon, indo Mimncrmus et Anacreon tel^in love while she personated the 
AiUitnachus,’ etc.— Solium. (rod Apollo in a mask. Hut here Mademoiselle 

'> I have not attempted to define the particular Sendcri consulted nature more 1 ban truth. 
Olympiad, but have adopted the idea of liayle, s There is a very interesting french" poem 
who says, - Jo n'ai point marqud d'Olympiade; founded upon this nnoedoto, imputed to Desyvo- 
car, pour un hommo qul a vc'cit 85 ana, il me taux, and called Ammon Ci/ 01 /eii, 
semble que To* nc doit point s'enfenner daus « Pabrieiue anpeap not to triwtvery implicitly 
dec homes si dtroltes.' in this story. It must be confessed that Lucian 

s This mistake is founded on a false interpre- who tolls us that Sophocles was choked by a 
tntlon of a very obvious passage in Plato a Dia- grape-stone, in the very same treatise mentions 
I ngue on Temperance; It originated with Madame the longevity of-Anacreon, and yw is silent on 
Under, and has been received implicitly by the manner of lus death. Could ho have been 
many, (tail, a late editor of Anacreon, seems ignorant of such a remarkable coincidence, or 
tii claim to himself the merit of detecting this knowing, could he have neglected to remark it? 
error; but liayle had observed it before him, See Regnior’s Introduotiort to his Anacreon. 
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' Then, hallowed sage, those lips^vhich poured along 
The sweetest lapses of the cygnet’s song, 

• A grape has dosed for ever! 

1 Hero let the ivy hiss the poet's tomb, * 

lleiv let the rose lie loved with laurels bloom, 

In bands that ne'er shall sever I 

» 

Hut far bo thou, oh! far, unholy vine, - 

By whom lire favourite minstrel of tire Nine , 

Expired his nwy breath: 

Thy find liimscll now blushes to confess, 

Unholy vine I he fools lie loves thee less, 

Since poor Anacreon's death!' 1 ' 

• 

According to some authorities, Anacreon and Sappho were contemporaries; 
and any thought of an 'interchange between hearts so congenial in wflrrath of 
passion and delicacy of genius gives such pfiiy to the imagination, that the 
mind loves to indulge in it. Hut the vision dissolves before historical truth; 
and Cliaimeleon and Hcrmesianax, who are the source of the supposition, are 
considered as having rnegoly indulged in a poetical anachronism. 8 

To infer the nioraMispositions of a poet from the tone of sentiment which 
pervades his works, is sometimes a very fallacious analogy; but tho soul pf 
Anacreon speaks so unequivocally through his odes', that we may consult them 
as thehytliful .mimijs of his heart. 8 Wo find him there the elegant voluptuary, 
diffusing the seductive charm of sentiment over passions and propensities at 
which rigid morality must frown, His heart, devoted to indolence, seems to 
think that there is wealth enough in happiness, but seldom happiness enough 
in wealth; and tho cheerfulness with which ho brightens his old ago is 
interesting and endearing: like his own rose, ho is fragrant oven in decay, 
Hut tho most peculiar feature of his mind is that love oil simplicity which lie 
attribute to himself so very feelingly, and which breathes characteristically 
through all that he has sung. truth, if wo omit those vices in our estimate 
which ethnic.religion not only connived at, but consecrated, we shall say that 
liio disposition of our poet was amiable; his morality was relaxed, but not; 
abandoned; and Virtue with her zone loosened may be an emblem of tho 
character of Anacreon.' 1 


1 At to, finucto nones, nainnssub tartarambit; 
Cygnum clausit <iui tilii vows iter, 

Vos, hoilera.', tunmhuti, tunmlum von, dnglte 
lnuri; 

Hod 1 -iisii porpotno vornct odora loco, 

At vitis proeul iihiu,proeul hinoiKlkwafueessat, 
(jiui. 1 eausam dirni pintulit, nvn, nccla, 
Cmlitnr ipso tuiims vitomjnm Ilnceliiw amarc, 
I 11 valem lanttim ipne l'uit ansa nefus, 

2 Barnes is convinced of the tpi'lirouism of 
Anaorcim mnl Hnppho, hut very gratuitously, In 
citing his authorities, it is strange that he neg¬ 
lected tho lino which Fulvitw llrsiims 1ms quoted, 
ns from Anncrenn, aiming tho tcstiiminios to 
Sappho: 

Rt/u \nflw mtrapac 'SamlitfmpOmi’ rtSvituw. 

' • 

Fabrioius thinks that they might, have hecn 
contemporary, Imt euiiHidcra their iimnur ns a 
tain of itniMinnilnn. Vossins rejects tho idea 
entirely; as also Ohms Bunitihins, etc. etc. 

8 An Italian poet, in some verses.un lkillcnuY 
translation of Amioreun, prcl ends to ittiaitiiifl that 
our bard did not tool an b« ‘"rote 1 | 


Lyieutn, Vcnorom, Cupidincmquo 
bctiex lusit Anacreon poeta, . 

Hod ()iio tampon non eupaeioros 
II iit'ii hat cyathns, nee innuietis 
Urebatur lunorihus, sod ipsis 
Tantmn verslbus in, joels mmilint. 

Nullum pric sc hahitum gereus mnantie 

To Love and Bacchus, ever young, 

While sago Aimcretitt touched the lyre, 

Ho neither felt tho loves he sung, 

Nor lilleil bin howl to Bacchus higher. . 
Those flowery days Imd faded liuit 
When youth could net the lover s part; 
Anil passion trembled in his song, 

Bat never, never reached his heart, 

* Anacreon’i character has been variously 
enouircii, Barnes lingcm on it with MithuauMiio 
admiration; bat he is aiwava eiimvacani, it net 
sometimes even protaiir Ualllet, who is In the 
oooiwiteextreina, examii'raids l««much thetcitl- 
monies which lie lias oou«nlied , and We cannot 
surely agree with Iota when he cites such n non, 
pttw as Athenian!, u - an iti« j.iuo wtviin- 
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W^rSttefS “ I- —<-* “■ 

moderns upontliejioemsof AnaoQ^ ^ pvon0uncc them the most polished 
our returns at then , J> Bounty, all enchantment. 8 Ho steals us 

remains of antiquity. H y ., . svmmtliizo oven in his excesses. In 
so insensibly net to be M in mf 

>“ :!!na bny °4“ M . t] JS„i ,# s rather an mirebnel ein'itieLif mill 
other ancient ]»eb. lave nt 1* . ■ j_ „^ 3 i ml than scntiimnit. 

^ 1 ' “SSSltnf r!S V S 

vvnicli lias sniueam py- ,, • d jj e ^ sp0 rtive wniuout being 

SSSSS:l#iS5 

fey Site by Mr Mr. ** ■* *** «* * he 

B ‘i p “r * ir rf r' 

-uiu m ,h,innl • but to others I am conscious that tins should not ho. the 
laugiiage of a translator, whoso faint reflection of those beauties can hut little 

^“hfthea^iriuOTL^msicand poetry were inseparable. Those kindred 
talents were for a long time associated, and the pout always sung Ins mvn com¬ 
positions to the lyre. It is probable that they were not set to anywgnte air, 
but rather a kind of musical recitation, which was varied according ti the 
fancy and feelings of the moment. 3 The poems of Anacreon were rang at 
banquets as late as the time of Aulus Hollins, who tells us that ho hoard one 
of the odes performed at a birthday entertainm ent .' 1 _ 

miloues do l'nntitmitl-JwKineni to Stmrn, 8 ‘ Wo may perceive/ says VonsiiiH, ' tliut the 
cuiitiiaa uo uuiuqirou. iteration of bis words conduces very much to 

t • _ . . , .. nfl Mu utvln 1 ITum’V Slmihim 


•Mimics do rant (time /—Jutmcnt mtitivam, ” mj uuij mhwh™, .. . 

mm uo iRiiuquiM). u,j« iteration of bis words conduces very much tr 

BiiriicR could not have reed the passed to the sweetness of his style.' Henry SloplHii 

, T,.Zs when he accuses Le Fevro of remarks the same beauty In a nnlenii tli e iurtj 

hi h he leiois, vlien nt “ ^ f , , m,, „.. urc of tuvatkm s ha imml 


trom\ in miusion w b»wi« ™ireii«»»ww»» -” .7 . * 

e ftvro had suffered for his Anacreon; and it which destroys the efleet. 

«that praise rather than censure is inti- fit 

«te. tSe otepb Wtl'K 

is stilfexist. Horace alludes to a poem of memo sans los ontoitllre; (|ui empMie <!»« uoiu, 
Ss mwn the rivalry of Circe and Penelope in the no chwlmns dos odes G-mapics f J he 'dn'miiatu 
affections of Ulysses, lib. i. od. 17. The scholiast learning o these composers is very null u what 
anon Nicandor cites a fragment from a poem we are told of thei simple melody nl the ancients j 
ulion sleep by Anacreon, and attributes to him and they have all pustaken the nfeent,nation of 
litmviso a medicinal treatise. Pulgentius men- the words. , , . „ , • 

lions a work of his upon the war between Jupiter * The Parma commentator is rather careless in 
i d the Titans and the originofthecomeoration referring to tins passago ol Aulus l.cllius (lib. 
•ftheeaX xix, oap, a).- the ode was not sung by the 
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The singular beauty of our poet’s style, n#d perhaps the careless facility 
with which lie appears to have trifled, have induced, as I remarked, a number 
of imitations. Some have succeeded with wonderful felicity, as may be 
discerned m the few oifes which are attributed to writers of a later period 
But none of his emulators have been so dangerous to his fame as those Greek 
ecclesiastics of the early ages, who, conscious of inferiority to their prototypes, 
determined on removing the possibility of comparison, and, under a semblance 
of moral zeal, destroyed tbe most’exquisite treasures of antiquity, happtio 
and Alcanis were among the victims of this violation ; and the sweetest flowers 
of Grecian literature fell beneath the rude baud of ecclesiastical presumption, 
It is*rue,tliey pretended that this sacrifice of genius was canonized by the 
interests of religion, hut I have already assigned the most probable motive; 
and if Gregorius Nazinnzenns had not written Anacreontics, we might; now 
perhaps have the works of the Teian umnutirated, and be empowered to say 
oxultingly with Horace, 

Ncc si quid olim lusit Anacreon 
, Dolovit rotas.’ 

The zeal by which th&e bishops professed to be actuated gave birth more 
innocently,’ indeed, to an absurd species of parody, as repugnant to piety as.it 
is to taste, where the poet of voluptuousness was made a prenclier oi m 
ifospel, ilud his inusd! like the Venus in armour at Laceduflnon, was arrayed m 
all the severities of priestly instruction. Such was the Anacreon mamtw, 
by (Jarolns tie Aquino, a Jesuit? published 1701, which consisted of a senes of 
palinodes to the several songs of OUr poet. Such, too, was the Christian 1 
Anacreon of Patrignamis, another Jesuit, who preposterously trausterrea to a 
most sacred subject all that Anacreon had sung to festivity. 

His metre has been very frequently adopted by the modern Latin poets, 
Scaliger, Taubman, Barthius, 3 and others, have evinced that it is by im 
means uncongenial with that language. 3 The Anacreontics of Scaligei, low- 
ever, scarcely deserve the name i they arc glittering with conomta, am , 
though often elegant, arc always laboured. The beautiful fictions of Angeiiauu. 
have preserved more happily than, any the delicate turn of those allcgm c< 
fables which, frequently passing through thomedinms of version and miitat n, 
have generally lost their finest rays in the transmission. Many of tlie lull u 
poets have sported on the subjects and in the manner ol Anacreon. .Bon a do 
Tasso first introduced the metre which was afterwards polished and e inUiu 
by Ghabriera and others. If ■ we may judge by the references ot Hegcn, the 
German language abounds in Anacreontic imitations; and Hagedom is one 



rhetorician Julianus, as ho says, but by the 3 Thus, too, Albortus, a Danish poet: 

rSrfiSr 9 ’ ' vh0 ^ 

i Wo may iSrcdvo by the be|?inning of the Uawlobo oompor csso 

first liymn of lllsluip Hynosius, that lie made GmM ’I 

A "min mid Sappho bio models of eomposi- Sbo" r ilium 

Avc /mi, Avyeia 'Mppiyf, Laudaro pumilillis 

mAWmIvT Auaeroontioillis. 

MeTtt Aw * ilal ' T£ ,loKm ' ' Seo the Danish Poets collected by Itostgaerd,. 

These pretty littlenesses deiy translation. 
Thorois a very beautiful Anacreontic by Hugo 
(irotius. See lib. i. Earraginis. 

* From Atiffcriamw Prior has taken ids most 
elegant mythological subjects. 


Margunwa .and Tlanmscenus wore likewise 
authors of (Titmn Anacreontics. 

* I have seen somewhere an account or tuo 
MHS, of Barthius, written just after his death, 
which mentions many more Anacreontics ol Ids 
than I believe have ever been published. 
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among ninny who have assumodidm ns a model. La Farre, Lfiaulicu, and the 
othcAglit poets of Prance, have professed, too, to cultivate the muse of 
Tims; <mt they have attained all her negligence, with little of the grace that 
nnbollishes it. In the delicate hard of Bellinis 1 we Imd the kindred spirit of 
Anacreon: some of his gazelles, or songs, possess all tint character of our poet. 

We come now to'a retrospect of the editions of Anacreon. To Henry 
Stephen, we are indebted for having first recovered his remains from tho 
obscurity in which they had reposed for soVnauy ages, He found tlm seventh 
ode, as we are told, on the cover of an old book, and communicated it' to 
Victorias, who mentions the circumstance in his Vttrim Hauling*. _ Stephen 
was then very young, and this discovery w*s considered by some critics oE»tliat 
day as a literary imposition. 2 In 1551, however, ho gave Anacreon to the 
world, a accompanied with Annotations and a Latin version of the greater part 
of the odes'. The learned still hesitated to receive them as the relies of the 
Teian bard, and suspected them to he the fabrication of some monks of the 
sixteenth century. This was an idea from which the classic muse recoiled; 
and the Vatican manuscript, consulted by Soaliger i*ul Baltnasins. confirmed 
the antiquity of most of the poems. A very inaccurate'copy of this MS. was 
taken by Isaac Vossius, and this is the authority which Barnes lias followed in 
his collation; accordingly, lie misrepresents almost as often as In; quotes ; ami 
the subsequent editors, relying upon him, have spoken of the umnusciijit with 
not less confidence than ignorance, Tho literary world has at length been 
. ratified with this curious mSmorial of tho poet by the industry of tho Abbe 
8()iiletti, who in 17fil published at Rome a fnc-simile of tho pages of tho 
Vatican manuscript, which contained the odes of Anacreon,' 1 * * 
Monsieur Gail has given a catalogue of all the editions and translations of 
Anacreon, I find their number to be much greater than I could possibly have 
had ail opportunity of consulting, I shall therefore content myself with 
enumerating those editions only which I haw been able to collect; they are 
very few, but I believe they are the most important 

Tho edition by Henry Stephen, 1554, at Paris; the Latin version is, by 
Colomesins, attributed to .John Dorat, 

The old French translations, by Ronsard and Belleau—the former pub¬ 
lished in 1555, the latter in 150(1. It appears that Henry Stephen emmmmi- 
cated his manuscript of Anacreon to Ronsard before ho published it, by a note 
of Mnretus upon one. of the sonnets of that poet. 

The edition by Le Fevre, 1600. 

The edition by Madame Dacier, 1081, with a prose translation, 6 
The edition by Longepierre, 1004, with a translation in vorse, 

The edition by Baxter; London, 1605, 

A French translation by La Fosse, 1704. 


i Soo Toderini on the learning of the Turks, ns 
translated by Do Cpurnard. Prince Cantomir 
has made the Russians acquainted with Anacreon. 
See ids Lift, prefixed to a translation of his 
Satires, by the Abbd do Gunsco, 

8 Robortellus, in his work Do Jiatmo coni- 
gmili, pronounces those verses to bo triflinga of 
some insipid Gnecist, 

3 Ronsard commemorates tiiis dvont < 

Je vay boiro n Henri Etienne 
Qui dos onto nous a rendu, 

Du vioil Anacreon perdu, 

La douco lyre Teienno.—Ode zv, book A- 


I fill the hmvl to Stephen's name, 

Who rescued from the (’loom of night 
Tho Teian hard of festive fame, 

Ami brought liis living lyri; to light. 

* 

4 Tiiis manuscript, which Spalotti thinks an old 
as the tenth century, was brought from the Pala¬ 
tine into tlie Vatican Library; it is a kind of 
anthology of Greek epigrams. r 

* The author of Nmtvdkt ik la Kcpuh, ilco 
Ml, praises tiiis translation very liberally, I 
have always thought it vague and spiritless, 
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L’lEsUm des Oden d'Aniicvtmi , by Monsicu* Gfacon ; Rotterdam, 1712. 

A translation in English verse, by several hands, 1713, in which the odes 
by Cowley tire inserted, a 

The edition by Barnes; London, 1721. 

The edition by Dr. Trapp, 173’.!, with a Latin version in elegiac metre, 

A translation in English' verse, by John Addison, 1735, 

A collection of Italian translations of Anacreon, published at Venice^ 1736, 
consisting of those by Corsini, Reguier, Salvini, Marchetti, and one by several 
anonymous authors, 

A translation in English verse, by Fawkes and Dr. Broome, ljUO. 1 

Another, anonymous, 1761). t 

The’ edition, by Spaletti, at Rome, 1761; with the fnc-simile of the 
Vatican MS. _„ 

The edition by Degen, 17116, who published also a German translation ol 
Anacreon, esteemed the best. 

A. translation in English verse, by Urquhart, 1787. 

The edition by Oitbjon Gail, at Paris, seventh year, 171)0, with a prosci 
translation. ’ 



1 l’ltia is the most complete of tho Encliah translajjonfl. 
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ODES 0^ ANACREON. 


, ODE I. 1 

[ saw the smiling bard of pleasure, 
The minstrel of the Teim measure; 
'Twas in a vision of the night, 

He beamed upon my wandering sight: 
I heard his voice, and warmly pressed 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 

His tresses wore a silvery dye, 

But beauty sparkled in bis eye; 
Sparkled in bis eyes of fire, 

Through the mist of soft desire. 3 
His lip exhaled, whene’er he sighed, 
The fragrance of the racy tide; 

And, as with weak and reeling feet, 

He came my cordial lciss to meet, 

An infant of the Cyprian band 
Guided him on with tender hand, 
Quick from his glowing brows he drew 
His braid, of many a wanton hue; 
f took the braid of wanton twine, 

It breathed of him and blushed with 
wine. 

I hung it o’er my thoughtless brow, 
And all! I feel its magic now ! ;l 
I feel that even his garland’s touch 
Can make the bosom love too much ! 


But tear away the sanguine string, 

Fflr war is not the theme I sing. 
Proclaim the laws of festal rite, 4 
I’m monarch of the board to-night; 
A#d all around shall brim as higlxri 
And quaff the tide as deep as I! 

And when the cluster’s mellowing dews 
Their warm, enchanting balm infuse, 
Our feet shall catch the elastic bound, 
And reel us through the dance's round, 
Oh Bacchus !*we shall sing to thee, 

In wild but swtfet ebriety ! 

And flash around such sparks of 
thought, 

As 'Bacchus couhkilnne have tnuglit! 
Then give the harp of epic song, 

| WhichjHoraer’s linger thrilled along i 
j But tear away the sanguine string, 

] For war is not the theme I sing J 


ODE II. 

Give mo the harp of epic song, 

Which Homer’s linger thrilled along; 

1 Mils odd is tho first of the scrioain the Vatican 
manuscript, which attributes it to no other poet 
than Anacreon, They who assert that the manu¬ 
script Imputes it to liasllius lmv« boon misled by 
the words in the margin, which are merely in¬ 
tended ns a title to tho following ode, Whether 
it lie the production of Anacreon or not, it inis all 
tho features of ancient simplicity, and is a beauti¬ 
ful Imitation of tho poet’s happiest manner, 

2 The eyes that arc humid and fluctuating show 
n propensity to pleasure and love i they bespeak, 
too, a mind of integrity and bcnciiecuce, a gene¬ 
rosity of disposition, and a genius for poetry, 

Baptlata Porta tells us some strange opinions 
of the ancient physiognomists on this subject, 
their reasons forwldeh were curious, and perhaps 
not altogether fancilhl.-Fidc Phpiogiiom, Jo¬ 
han. Jluptist, Porte. 


ODE III/ 1 2 

* 

Listen to the Muse's lyre, 

Master of the pencil’s lire! 

(Sketched in painting’s hold display, 
Many a city first portray ; 

Many a city, revelling free, 

Warm with loose festivity. 

Picture then a rosy train, 

Bacchants straying o’er the plain; 
Piping, as they roam along, 

! :i This idea, ns Longoplerro remarks, is in an 
epigram of the seventh bool; of the Antkaloyia: 
lifoTc pot mmn cmmuman Xn/iiK/ia 
AaO/ii) t<#; ifiioc? api/icgoAe (m/iamui, 
lit ip <h\oov finirret /j.c. 

While I unconscious quaffed my wine, 

’Tivas then lily fingers slyly stole 
Upon my brow that wreath (if thine, 

Which since lias maddened all my soul! 

4 The ancients prescribed certain laws of 
drinking at their festivals, for tin account of 
which ace tho commentators. Anacreon here 
acts tho aympoalarcli, or master of the festival. 
i 5 La Posse bus thought proper to lengthen 
this poem by considerable interpolations of his 
own, which lie thinks are indispensably ueeea- 
[sary to the completion of tho description. 
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Roundelay or shepherd-song. 
Paint me next, if painting may 
Such a tljcme as this portray, 
All the happy heaven of love, 
These elect of Cupid prove. ' 


ODE IV. 1 

VtHKJAN 1 hear your glorious task ;• 

1 do not from your labours ask 
In gorgeous panoply to shine, 

For war was ne’er a sport of mine, 
No—let me have a silver howl, 

Where I may cradle all my soul; 

But let not o'er its simple frame 
Your mimic coiistellafions flame; 

Nor grave upon the swelling side 
Orion, scowling o’er the tide, 

I care ifbt for the glittering wain, 

Nor yet the weeping sister train, 

But oil! let vines luxuriant roil 
Their blushing tendrils round the howl. 
While many a rose-lipped haeqjiaut 
maid 3 

Is culling clusters in their shade. 

Let sylvan gods, in antic shapes, 
Wildly press tlm gushing grapes*; 

A nd flights of loves, in wanton ringlets, 
Flit around on golden winglets; 

While Venus, to her mystic bower, 
Beckon# tlm rosy vintage-Power. 

1 This in the ode which Aulas ficlliiia toils uh 
ivus pert'ormnd by miiiati'cls at an eutortiihmioiil 
where be was present. 

2 I have given thin according to tho Vatican 
manuscript, in which tho odo concludes with 
the lidlmving lines, not inserted accurately In 
any of flic editions! 

• , Hoiijflw (iptreAnnt pot 
Kar. floTpvtvt m’ avfjav 
Km naivaUt rpvyMat, 

IIuici fie Atji'or oii'iiu, 

Atji'ii/hiras irarotii'TiK, 

Tons mru/mus yvAoimv, 

Km xpvmnw was up (amt, 

Kiu l'.iilir/iip’jicAMrrav, 

’Open kiAiii Svarn, 

K/iuira k ' Ai|)|i<)5irip> * 

3 Degen thinks Hint this ode is a morn modern 
imitation of the preceding 1 . There is a poem by 
C'iiilins (Jiilwigniims, in the fnnmntr of both, where 
he given instructions about tho making of a ring: 

Toruukis nniiiilmii mllii 

Jit fnlm, ei nptc, el. commode, etc. etc. 


a 


• ODE V,» 

Grave me a cup with brilliant (grace, 
Deep as the rich and holy vase, 

Which on the shrine of Spring reposes, 
When shepherd s hail that hour of roses. 
Crave it with themes of chaste design, 
Formed for a heavenly bowl lililb mine. 
Display not there the barbarous rites 
In which religious zeal delights; 

Nor any tale of tragic fate, 

Which history trembles to relate! 

No—cull thy fancies from above, 
TheiRes of heaven and themes of love 
Let Bacchus, Jove’s ambrosial boy. 
Distil the grape in drops of joy; 

And while lie smiles at every tear, 

Let warm-eyed Venus, dancing near, 
With spirits of the genial lied, 

Tho dewy herbage deftly tread. 

Let Love lie tilery, without his arms, 
lu timid nakedness of charms; 

And all the Graces linked with Love, 
Blushing through the shadowy grove, 
While rosy boys, disporting round, 

In circlets trip tho velvet ground; 

But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 

I tremble for my rosy boys i’ 1 


ODE VL C 

Ah Into I sought the spangled bowers, 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers, 


4 An allusion to tho fable Hint Apollo had 
killed his beloved hoy Hyacinth while placing 
with him ut quoits, ‘ Tins,’ says La Fosse,' is 
luomredly the sense of the text, and it cannot 
admit of any other,’ 

Tint Italian translators, to save thonisolvea 
tlm trouble of a note, have taken the liberty of 
making' Aiinerenu explain this [able. Tims rial- 
vlni, tile most literal of any of them i 

Ma eon lor non gluoohl Apollo; 

Che in Hero risco 
Col dnro disco 
A Giaelnto fiaocfi il collo. 

5 The Vatican MS, pronounces this beautiful 
fiction to lie the genuine offspring of Anacreon. 
It lias nil tho features of tile parent: 

et facile inseiis 
Noscitatur ab omnibus, 

The commentators, however, have attributed it 
to Julian, a royal poet. 
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Where many an early rose was weeing, 
l fount],the urchin Cupid sleeping. 1 
I caught the buy, a goblet's tide , 

Was richly mantling by my side, 

I caught him by his downy wing, 

And whelm’d him in the racy spring. 
Oh! tlfcn I drank the poisoned bowl, 
And Love now nestles in my soul! 
Yes, yes, my soul is Cupid's nest, 

I feel him fluttering in my breast. 


ODE VII. 2 

The women tell me every day 
That all my bloom has passed away. 
‘Behold,’ the pretty wantons cry, 
■'Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 


i This idea is prettily imitated in the following 
epigram by Andreas Naugfrius; 

Elorcntes dum forte vagans mea HycHa per hortos 
Texit odoratis Him can# rosis, 

Eoco rosaa inter Intitantem invenit Amorem 
lit sirnul mmexia tloribus Implicuit. 

Luctatnr prime, et contra nitentibua alia 
Indomitus tentat solvoro vinela pnor, 

Mox ubi lacteolus at dignas matro papillae 
Vldit ct ora ipsos nota movere Dcos, 
Impositosipio coma ambrosios ut sentit odores 
Quosquo legit diti mease beatus Arabs; 

‘ I (dixit) mea, quiero novum tibi mater Amorem, 
Imperio sedes base erlt aptn raeo.’ 

As fair Hyello, through the bloomy grovo 
A wreath of many mingled llowerots wove. 
Within a rose a sleeping love she found, 

And In the twisted wreaths the baby bound. 
Awhile lie struggled, and impatient tried 
To break the rosy bonds the virgin tied; 

Hut when ho saw her bosom ’s milky swell, 

Her features, where tlte eye of dove might dwell; 
And caught the ambrosial odours of her hair, 
Rich as the breathings of Arabian air; 

‘Oh! mother Venus 1 (said the raptured child 
Hy charms, of more than mortal bloom, beguiled), 
‘Go, seek another boy, thou’st lost thine own, 
Hyclla’s bosom shall be Cupid's throne I' 

This epigram of Naugcrius is imitated by Ludo¬ 
vico Dolce, in a poom beginning: 

Mentro raecoglie hor uno, hor altro Here 
Vielna a un rio di qhiare.ot lnoid’.onde, 
Lidia, etc, etc. 

3 Alberti has imitated this ode, in a poem be¬ 
ginning, 

Msa mi dice c Clori 
Tirsi, lube'pur veglio. 

8 Henry Stephen very justly remarks the ele¬ 
gant negligence of expression m the original here i 


The locks upon thy brow arc few, 
And, like the rest, they're withering 
tool’ « * 

Whether decline has thinned my hair, 
I’m sura I neither know nor earn ;■* 

But this I know, and this I. feel, 

As onward to the tomb I steal, 

That still as death approaches nearer, 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer ;' 1 
And had I but an hour to live, 

Thft little hour to bliss I’d give 1 • 


ODE VIII. 5 

I care not for'the idle state 
Of Persia's king,’the rich, the great ! l! 


Eyio Sc rev ko m (itr 
Eir’ atnvflir' «irilAfloo • 

Ouk’ oiStt, 

And Lotyrcpierre has adduced from Cntnllus 
what lie minks a similar instance of this sim¬ 
plicity of manner: 

Ipse gnis sit, utrum sit, un non sit, id ([noipie 
ncseit. 

Longepierre was a good eritie, hut perhaps the 
lino which he lias selected is a specimen of a care- 
Ic8sucs8»mit very elegant; at the same time, l 
confess that none of the Latin poets have ever 
appeared to mo so capable of imilaling the 
graces of .Anacreon as Catullus, if lie had not 
allowed a depraved imagination to hurry him so 
often into vulgar licentiousness. 

* Pontanus lias a very delicate thought upon 
the subject of old ago; 

Quid rides, Matromi? scnein quid temuis amaii- 
tern ? 

Qtlisquls amnfc nulla cat cqnditionc senpx. 

Why do you acorn my want of youth, 

And with a smile my brow behold ? 
Lady, dear! believe tins truth, 

That lie who loves cannot ho old, 

5 ‘TheGerman poet Lessing 1ms Imitated Ibis 
ode, Vol. i. U.'—Degen, Quit tin Mi* 
(ioMmt, 

Baxter conjectures that tide was written upon 
the occasion of our poet's returning the money 
to Polycrutcs, according to the anecdote in 
Stnbfflus. 

6 There is a fragment of Archilochus in Plu¬ 
tarch, ‘ Do tmnqniilithto iiiiinu,' which our poet 
lms very closely imitated hero j it begins, 

Ou goi TalVyooi roe iroAuxpu<rou /mAh.—- Barnet. 
In one of the monkish imitators of Anacreon wo 
find the same thought; 

'kugpv <pip> epuirw, 

Ti am 0«Aen ymtrOiu. ,- 
QoAmc ruy«w,>a km to ; 
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T nnvy not tlui monarch's throne, 

Nor wish tlui treasured gold my own. 
But oh ! ho mine, tho rngy braid, 

Tim fervour of my brows to shade; 

Be mine the ode tire, richly sighing, 
Amidst my hoary tresses Hying. 1 
To-day I'll haste to quail' my wine, 

As if to morrow ne’er should shine; 
But if to-morrow cornua, why then— 
I'll haste to quail' my wine again. 
Amhthus while all our days are liriftit, 
Nor time has dimmed their bloomy 
light, 

Let us the festal hours beguile 
With mantling imp and uortliul smile; 
And shed from every bowl of wine 
The richest drop on liaofflius' shrine! 
For death may omm? with brow un¬ 
pleasant, 

May come when least we wish him 
printout, * 

And beckon to the sable shore, 

And grimly bid us—drink no more! 


ODE IX,“ 

l pray thee, by the gods above, 
(live me the mighty bowl I lifve, 
And let me sing, in wild delight, 

‘ I will—I will bo mad to-night!’ 

'(in neemmt »f tills idea of perfuming tho 
heard, I'nriieliua d« Pmnv pronounces the whole 
mle tn lie llm npm-iuiis production uf some lasci- 
viims monk, who was imrslng ids heard witli 
iingiiohts, Hut lie slimild have known that this 
was an ancient Eastern custom, which,' if we tuny 
believe Havary, still exists, ' Vims vnyez, Mon- 
sieur (nays tills traveller), iiuc ('usage antlipw tie 
so pitrfuiiier la tote et la Who, uiMird par lo 
prupliutc Uni, sulwlste encore do nos jours,’— 
i.ettro 12, Hnvnry likewise cites this very adenf 
Anacreon. AngeriaiitiH lias net thought tho idea 
im'iinsiatent; ho has introduced it in tho follow¬ 
ing lines i 

Hire mild cunt, rosis et elngoro tempera myrto, 
Et earns nmlto dilitpldnre more, 

Iline mild cure, comas et hiirbam tingcro aneco 
Assyrln et ilulces enntlngero,incus. 

Tills lie my care tn twine tho rosy wreath, 

Ami drench my sorrows In the ample limvl; , 
To let my heard the Assyrian unguent breathe, 
And givcaa loose to levity of soul I 
“ The poet here is in it frefizy of enjoyment, and 
it is, indeed,' amahilis iusiomt.’ 

Enrur di poesia, 

W lasuivin, e ill vino, 


A leiiimu once, as legends tell, 

Was frenzied by tho Honda of hell ; 

Urcstus too, with naked tread, * 
Frantic paced tho mouiititin-heail: 

And why? -amtmlorud mother's shade 
Before their conscious fancy played; 
But I can uu’or a murderer be, t 
The grape alone shall bleed by mo; 

Yet can, I rave, in wild delight, 

‘ I will—L will be marl to-night, 

The sou of Jove, in days of yore, 
Imbrued bis hands in youthful gore, 
Autlbrandished with a maniac joy, 
The quiver of the expiring boy 
And Ajax, with tremendous shield, 
Infuriate semirecl tho guiltless Hold, 
But I, whose hands no quiver hold, 

No weapon but this ilaak of gold, 

Tho trophy of whose frantic hours • 

Is but a scattered wreath of flowers; 
Yet, yet can siiqfwitli wild delight, 

‘ I will—I will be mad to-night H 


ODE X. 3 

Tell me how to punish time, 

For tlm mischief dmm to me ! 

Silly swallow! prating tiling,’ 1 
Shall I clip that wheeling wing? 

Triplicate furore, 
llaeeo, Apollo, ct Amorn, 

JtilmUi del Ciimlur Mttriim. 
Tills Is, as Scnligor expresses it, 

Insanlro duleo, 

Et snpldum furore furorem. 

3 Tills orio is addressed to a swallow. I find 
from Degpn and from Gail’s index, that tlm Ger¬ 
man poet Woisso lms itriitntcd it, Nchm. Under , 
lib, ii, curm. li; that Uamlor alsolias imitated it, 
%, Ulmmka, lib. iv, p. 3313; and some others. 
—See (fall dchiU'mihu, 

Wo uro referred by Degen to that stupid bonk, 
the Jipiitlei cf Ahlphrm, tenth epistle, ttiir’ 
book, whore Iophnu complains to Ernston o. 
being wakened, by the crowing of a cook, from 
his vision of riches, 

* Tho loquacity of tlie swallow was prover- 
biultad; thus Nloostratns: 

El TO (TlIVCgMV K(U TOlAAli KKl TH)(eM? AnAeo- 
Hr too ijummv wupiumpoi', ai yMiooms 
EAeyovr’ ov t||xiov wiifaiomirTepiu iroAu 
If in pnitimr from morning till night, 

A sign of our wisdom there he, 

Tho HwiilfoivB are wiser hy right, 

For they nrattlo much foster firm we 
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Or, aa Tereus did of old 1 ® 
(So the fabled tale is told), 

Shall l tear that tongue away, 
Tongue that uttered such a lay ? 
How unthinking hast thou been! 
Long before the dawn was seen, 
When*! slumbered in a dream, 
(Love wits the delicious theme!) 
Just when I was nearly blest, 

Ah! thy matin broke my rest 1 


ODE XI. 2 3 

‘Tell me, gentle youth, I pray thee, 
What in purchase shall I pay thee 
For this little waxen toy, 

Image of the Paphiau hoy ?’ 

Thus I said,, the other day, 

To a youth who passed my way. 

' Sir ’ (lie answered, and the while 
Answered all in Doric style),* 

‘ Take it, for a trifle take it ;• 

Think not yet that I could make it j 
Pray believe it was not I; 

No—it cost me many a sigli, 

And I can no longer koop 
Little gods who murder sleep!’ 

1 Here, then, here,’ I said, with joy, 

‘ Here is silver for the boy: 

Ho shall he my bosom guest, 

Idol of my pious breast!’ 

Little Love! tlmu now art mine, 

Warm me with that torch of thine; 
Make me feel as I have felt, 

Or thy waxen frame shall molt. 

I must burn with warm desire, 

Or thou, my boy, in yonder fire! 

1 Modern poetry line confirmed the name of 
Philomel upon the nightingale: but many very 
respectable ancients assigned this metamorphose 
to Brognc, mid made Philomel the swallow, ns 
Anacreon tas here. 

■ It is (lillicnlt to preserve with any grace the 
narrative simplicity of this ode, and the humour 
ot the turn with which it concludes; I feel that 
fho translation must.appear very vapid, if not 
ludicrous, to an English reader. 

3 1 have adopted the accentuation which Elias 
Andreas gives to Cybelo j 

In montibus Cybeien 
Magno Bonans'boatu. 

1 This fountain was in a grove, consecrated to 
Apolki, and situated between Colophon amlLe- 


ODE XII. 

They toll how Atys, wild with love, 
Roams the mo#ut and haunted grove; 
Cybelc’s name he howls around, 2 
The gloomy blast returns tlm sound! 
Oft too by Glaros’ hallowed miring,' 1 
Tilt votaries of the laurelled king 
Quaff the inspiring magic stream, 

And rave in wild prophetic dream. 

But frenzied dreams are not for me, 
Gilat Bacchus is my deity I * 
Full of mirth, and full of him, 

While waves of perfume round me 
swim; 

While Havoured bowls are full supplied. 
And you sit brushing by my side, 

I will bo mad aijjl raving too— 

Mad, my girl! with love for you! 


ODE XIII. 

I wru,,I will; the conflict's past, 
And I’ll consent to love at last. 

Hupiil lias long, with smiling art, 
Invited me to yield my heart; 

And 1 have thought that peace of mind 
Should not lie for a smile resigned; 
And Bvo repelled the tender lure, 

And hoped my heart should sleep 
secure. 

But slighted in his boasted charms, 
The angry infant flew to arms ; 

He slung his quiver’s golden frame, 

He took his bow, his shafts of flame, 
And proudly summoned me to yield, 
Or meet him on the martial iielil, 

And what did I unthinking do ? 

I took to arms, undaunted too r‘ 

hedos, in Ionia, The god hail an oracle thorn. 
Koaliger lias tlius alluded to it in his Anacreon* 
tieai * 

Samel nt eoneitus uistro, 

Velnti qui Glorias aquas 
Kblbcro lnqiiaces, 

Quo plus ciinunt, plura velum:. 
s Longepiorro lias quoted an epigram-from the 
Mlwloijia, in which the poet assumes Vans as 
the armour against hove: 

GirAic/jiai irpiij cpwra irepi (Tre/moori Aoyur/ioe, 
Ovie ne WKptra, gocoj mv irpot ew*. 

{' aOavarif <n/PeAevcro/(oii, qv fie Boqfloi* 
Baicxor exlh n govoc irpot fiu’ eyui fiuwpai; 
With Reason I cover my breast ns a shield, 

And fearlessly meet little love lit tin field; 
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Assumed the corslet, shield, and spear, 
And, like Bolides, smiled at fear. 

Then (hear it, all you Powers above!) 

I fought with Love, f fought with 
Love! 

And now bis arrows all were shed— 
And 1 had just in terror Hod— 

When, heaving an indignant sigh, * 

To see me thus unwounded fly, 

And having now no other dart, 

He glanced himself into my heart !’# 
My heart—alas the luckless day! 
Received the god, and died away. 
Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield! 
Thy lord at length was forced to yield, 

Thus lighting his godsliip, I’ll Tio’or lie dismayed 
But if Bacchus should overadvance to his aid, 
Alas I then, unable to combat the two, 
Unfortunate warrior! what should I do? 

Tills ideiuif the irresistijjjlity of Cupid and Bac¬ 
chus united, is delicately expressed in an Italian 
poem, wliieii is so very Anacreontic, that I may 
lie pardoned for Introducing it. Imlcgl, it is an 
imitation of ov poet’s sixth ode: 

Lavossi Amove in quel viciiio flumo 
Ovu giuro (Pastor) die bevond *io » 
Bevei in fiammo, ami 1’ istesso Dio, 

Oh’or eon T humidc piumo 
Laseivctto mj sehorm ul cur intorno, 

Me elm sarei s’ in In bevessi tin giorjo. 
Iiaeeo, ncl tuoiiquore? 

Barei, pin elm non sono chro d’Amoro. 

The urchin of the bow and quiver 
Was bathing in a neighbouring river, 
Where, as 1 drank bn yeater-evo 
(Hheplierd-youth ! the tale believe), 

’Twas not a cooling crystal draught, 

"l'was liquid (lame I madly quelled; 

For Love was in tlm rippling tide, 

I felt him to my bosom glide; 

And now the wily wanton million 
Plays o’er my heart with restless pinion, 
Thin was a day of fatal star, 

But were it not more fatal far, 

If, Bacchus, in thy cup of lire, 

I found this Haltering, young desire ? 

Then, then indeed my soul should prove 
Much more than ever, drunk with love I 

* Drydcn 1ms parodied this thought in the fol¬ 
lowing extravagant lines: 

I’m all o’er Lovo; 

Nay, I am Love; Love (hot, anil shot so fast, 
lie shot himself into my breast at last. 

3 The poet, in this catalogue of his mistresses, 
moans nothing more than, by a lively hyperhole, 
m tell us (hut his heart, unfettered by any one 
object, was warm witli devotion towards the sox 
hi general. Cowley is indebted to tills ode for 
the hint of his ballad called The Chrouuhi and 
the learned Menage lias Imitated it inaCmiOrf 


Yain,*vain in every outward care, 

My foe’s within, and triumphs there. 

ODE XIV. 2 

Count me, on the summer trees, 

Every leaf that courts the breozgj* 
Count me, on the foamy deep, 

Every wave that sinks to sleep; 

Then, when you have numbered these 
Billowy tides and leafy trees, 

Count me all the flames I prove, 

All tjje gentle nymphs T love. 

First, of pure Athenian maids, 
Sporting in their olive shades, 

Anacreontic, of which the following is a tram 
hltiou :— 

Tell tho foliage of the woods, 

Tell the billows of the llnmls, 

Number midnight's starry store, 

And tlm sands that crowd the shore: 

Then, my Biini, tlum mny'xt count 
Of my loves tho vast amount! 

I’ve been loving, all my days, 

Many nymphs, in many ways, 

Virgin, widow, maid, nud wife— 

I’ve been doting all my life. 

Naiads, Nereids, nymphs of fountains; 
Goddesses of groves and mountain!!, 

Fair and sable, great and small, 

Yes—I swear I've loved them all! 

Every passion soon was over, 

I was but a moment's lover; 

Oli! I'm such a roving elf, 

That the Queen of Love herself. 

Though she practised all her wiles, 

Rosy blushes, golden smiles, 

All her beauty's proud endeavour 
Could not chain my heart for over! . 

3 'This figure is very frequently made use of In 
poetry, The amatory writers have exhausted a 
world of imagery by it, to express the Infinity ot 
kisses which they require from tint lips of their 
mistresses: In this Catullus led the way. 

—qnam sidera multa, cum taeot nox, 

Furtivos homimnn videntumores; 

Tam to basia multa hasiuro. 

Vosano satis, ot super Caluilo est: 

Qua* nee pornumernru curinsi 
possint, iieu mala fasciuare lingua.—Cam. 7, 
As many stellar eyes of light, 

As through the silent waste of night, 
Gazing upon this world of shade, 

Witness some secret youth and maid, 

Who, fair as thou, and fond ns 1, 

In stolen joys enamoured lie! 

So many kisses, ere I slumber, 

Upon those dew-bright lips I’ll number.* 

So many vcmiil, honeyed kisses, 

Envy can never count our blisses. 

No tongue shall tell the sum but mine; 

J)lii lips (ihqU t'nBOinate but thine I 
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You may reckon just a score; ( 
Nay, I’ll grant you fifteen more, 

In tli# sweet Corinthian grove, 
Where the glowing wantons rove, 1 
Chains of bounties may be found, 
Chains by which my heart is bound; 
There indeed are girls divine, 
Dangerous to a soul like mine ; 2 
Many bloom in Lesbos’ isle; 

Many in Ionia smile; 

Hinkles a pretty swarm can boast; 
Caria too contains a host. 

Sum these all - of brown and fair 
You may count two thousand there ! 
What, you gaze! I pray you, peace i 
More FH find before I cease, 

Have I told you all my Homes 
'Moog the amorous Syrian dames ? 
Have I numbered every one 
Glowing under Egypt's sun ? 

Dr the nymphs who,flushing sweet, 
Deck the shrine of love in Crete ; 
Where the god, with festal play, 
Holds eternal holiday ? 

Still in clusters, still remain 
Grades’ warm desiring train ; :i 
Still there lies a myriad more 
On the sable India's shore; 

These, and many far removed, 

All are loving—all are loved! 


1 Corinth was very famous for the beauty and 
the number of Its courtezans, Venus was the 
deity principally worshipped by the people, and 
prostitution in her temple was a meritorious net 
of religion. Conformable to this was their oon- 
ltant and solemn prayer, that the gods would 
luerease the number of their courtezans. 

3 ‘ With justice has the poet attributed beauty 
to the women of Greece. 1 Degm. 

3 The Gaditaninn girls wove like the Bala- 
(Hires of India, whose dances are thus described 
by a French author; ‘Los dunces sont presquo 
iontes dos pantomimes d'amour: le plan, le dossin, 
fos attitudes, les mosuves, les sons, et les cadences 
de cos ballots, tout respire cettc passion et, en 
exprime les voluptes et les tears.’— Ilktoin 

Cornmem (lea Emp, dam lea imx Indet.— 
Jlayml 

The music of the Gaditanian fomalos had all 
the voluptuous character of their dancing, as 
•appoars from Martial: 

Cantica qui Nili, qui Gaditana susurrat. 

—Lib. iii. cpig, 83. 

Ludovico Ariosto had this ode of our bard in 
diis mind, when he wrote his poem ‘ Be diversis 
■■nmorlbua;* flee .the Italorm ■ 


ODE XV. 

Tell me. why, my sweetest (love, 4 
Thus your lmltiid piuious move, 
Shedding through the air, in showers, 
Essence of the balmiest flowers ? 

Tell me whither, wlionco you rove, 
Tell me all, my sweetest dove ? 
Curious stranger! I. belong 
To the bard oi Teiau song j 
With his mandate now 1 fly % 

To tlm nymph of azure eye; 

Ah i that eye lias maddened many, 
But the poet more than any! 

Venus, for a hymn of love 
Warbled in her votive grove 3 
(’Twas, in south, a gentle lay), 

Gave me to the Jiard away, 

See me now, his faithful minion, 

Thus, with softly-gliding pinion, 

To his lovely girl i bear , 

Songs of passion thtough the air. 

Oft, lie blandly whispers me, 

1 Soon," iy bird, I’ll set you free.' 

But in vain lie’ll bid me ily, 

I shall serve him till I die. 

Never could my plumes sustain 
Ruffling winds and chilling rain, 

O’er t|ie plains, or in the doll, 

On the mountain’s savage swell; 


4 The dove of Anacreon, bearing a letter from 
the poet to his mistress, is met by a stranger, 
with whom this dialogue is imagined. 

The ancients made use of letter-carrying 
pigeons, when they went any distance Iroui 
borne, ns tlm most certain means of conveying 
intelligence back, That trader dnmesiionUneli- 
ment, which attracts this delicate little bird 
through every danger and difficulty, till ii settles 
in its native nest, affords to the elegant author of 
fha Pleasures of Memory a tine ami interesting 
exemplification of Ins subject, 

Led by what^hart, transports the timid dove 
Tho wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love? 
See the poom. Daniel Ileiiisius has n similar 
sentiment, speaking of Drawn, who adopted this 
method ut the siege of Leyden; 

Quo patriic non tendit amor? Mandate reform 
Tintquhm imminent ticquiit ihittero, illicit nvem. 

Puller tills ns that, at tho siege of Jerusalem, 
the Christians, Intercepted a letter tied to the 
legs of it dove, in which the Persian Kmperor 
promised assistance *o the besieged. SunAW- 
Ur's Holy (Par, cap. 2t, book i. 

81 This passage in invaluable, and 1 do not 
think that wy|;hii)g sp beautiful or no delicate 
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a 

Seeking in the desert wood 
Gloomy shelter, rustic, food. 

Now I. lead a life of ease, 

Ear from !mdt retreats nan these; 
From Anacreon’s hand 1 eat 
Food delicious, viands sweet; 
Flutter o’er his goblet’s brim, • 

Kip tlm foamy wine with him. • 
Then I dance and wanton round 
To the lyre’s beguiling sound; 

Or with gently-fanning wings 
Shade the minstrel while lie sings :* 
On his harp then sink in slumbers, 
Dreaming still of dulcet numbers! 
This is ali—away—away— 

You have made me waste the day. 
How I chattered ! prating crow 
Novel' yet did chatter^o, 


♦ ODE XVI. 1 

Tiiou, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mimic form and soul infuse;" * 

lias ever been wild, What an idea does it gftc of 
I,lie poetry of tint mini from whom Venus herself, 
the mother of l.lie Unices and the Pleasures, pur¬ 
chases a little hymn with one of her favourite 
iluvon !’•— LtiuiiPjMm. , 

lie Painv ob|ectH to tho authenticity of this 
mlo, beeimse It makes Anacreon his own pane¬ 
gyrist; but; poets have a licence for praising 
tlieuiHelves, which witli Nome indeed may he eun„ 
sidered im comprised uinler theirgenenil privilege 
oHletiim. 

1 This rale ami the next may lie called compa¬ 
nion pictures; they are highly liiiished, ami 
give mi tm excellent, Idea of the taste of tlui 
tmeietits in F umy. Pmueisciis Junius quotes 
them iii liis third hook, Ik PirUim Vdmrn, 
This ode ban been imitated by Itonsard, 
Giiiliumi tloweliiii, etc. etc, ticidlgor ttllutles to 
it thus in bis Ammwilmi: 

Oliiii lepnro bltmdo, 

Litis versilms 
Utmdidiw Aimemm • 

Quum piugnret Amiens 
DcHerljisil, Vimerem siium. 

ThoToiim lmrd, of former days, 

Attuned bis sweet descriptive lays, 

And taught, the naiiiinr's band to traen 
liis lair beloved’s every grace! , 

In the dialogue of Caspar Burtons, entitled An 
firms" lUjtumnla, I lie reader will find many 
curious ideas mid dewrl|iiiuiirt »f beauty, 

3 1 have liillowed the reading of the Vatican 
J1H. Painting is called ‘ this rosy art,’ either in 
reference to colouring, nnui an mdctuiitu epithet 


Best of painters! come, portray 1 
The lovely maid that’s far away. 3 
Far'away, my soul,! thou art, 

But I’ve tliy beauties all by heart. 
Faint her jetty ringlets straying, 

Silky twine in tendrils playing ; 4 
And if painting hath the siulf 
To make tho spicy balm distil, 5 * 

Let every little lock exhale 
A sigh of perfume on the gale. 

Where her tresses’ curly How 
Darkles 1 o'er the brow of snow, 

Let her forehead beam to light 
Burnftlied aa the ivory bright. 

Let her eyebrows sweetly rise 
In jetty arches o’er her eyes, 

Gently in a crescent gliding, 

Just commingling, just dividing. 

But hast thou any sparkles warm, 

The lightning of her eyes to form ? * 
Let them effuse tjjc azure ray 
With which Minerva’s glances play, 
And givovthem all that liquid lire 
That Venus' languid eyes respire.* 

of excellence, from I,lie association of beauty with 
that Bower, Salvini Inis adopted this reading in 
ids literal translation i 

Della rosea arte signore. 

3 If tho portrait of this beauty be not merely 
ideal, the omission of her name' is much to be 
regretted. Meleager, in an epigram on Ana¬ 
creon, mentions ‘the golden Eurypylo’ ns his 
mistress: 

He/Uipfwe ypinreiji' ytipn? or EiipniriAijS. 

4 Tlie ancients have been very cntluislnstie in 
their praises of hair, Apiilolns, in the unwind 
book of Ills Milesians, says that Venus herself, if 
she were halt), though surrounded by the Graces 
mid llui Loves, could not bo pleasing even to her 
husband Vulcan, : 

To this passage of our poet Scldnn alluded in 
a note on the Pulyallim of Drayton, song the 
second; where, observing that the epithet 'black* 
haired' was given by some of the ancients to the 
goddess Isis, lie says i 1 Nor will I swear but that 
Anacreon (a man very judicious in the provoking 
motives of wanton love), intending to bestow on 
Ills sweet mistress that one of the titles of 
woman's spooial ornament, well-haired, though 
of this when lie gave his painter,direction’ to 
make her black-haired.’ 

5 rims I’hlkistriitiis; speaking of a picture:,‘I 
admire the dewiness of these roses, and could 
say Mint their very smell was painted.’ 

Tasso lias painted the eyes ol'Armida,iis La 
Fosse remarks i . 

Quid raggio ip raida le scintilla un rimy 
Negli uuiidi ocelli trcinulo e luscivo- 
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O’er her nose and cheek be shed. 
Flushing white and mellow red; 
Gradull tints, as when there glows 
In snowy milk the bashful rose. 

Then her lip, so rich in blisses! 

Sweet petitioner for kisses l 1 
Poutiij" nest of bland persuasion, 
Ripely suing Love’s invasion. 

Then beneath the velvet chin, 

Whose dimple shades a Love within, 2 
Mould her ueek with grace descending, 
In a heaven of beauty ending; 

While airy charms, above, below^ 
Sport and flutter on its snow. 

Now let a floating, lucid veil 
Shadow her limbs, but not conceal 
A charm may peep, a hue may beam, 
And leave the rest to Fancy’s dream. 
Enough—’tis she! ’tis all I seek; 

It glows, it lives, it soon will speak ! 

— » - 

ODE XVII. 4 . 

And now, with all thy pencil’s truth, 
Portray Bathyllus, lovely youth! 

Within her humid, molting eyes 
A brilliant ray of laughter lies. 

Soft as the broken solar beam 
That trembles in the antra stream. 

Die mingled expression of dignity and tender¬ 
ness, which Anacreon requires the painter to in¬ 
fuse into the eyes of his mistress, is more amply 
described in the subsequent ode. both descrip¬ 
tions arc so exquisitely touched, that the artist 
must have been great indeed, if he did not yield 
in painting to tiro poet. 

1 The 'lip, provoking kisses,’ in the original, 
is a strong and beautiful expression, Acliillcs 
Tatlus speaks of ‘lips soft and delicate for kiss¬ 
ing,’ A grave old commentator, Dionysius 
Lambimis, in his notes upon Lucretius, tolls us, 
with all lire authority of experience, that girls 
who have large lips lliss infinitely sweeter than 
others! ‘SunvinsvifososculanturpuellmlnhiosiB, 
qunni qute sunt brevibus labris. And Uncus 
Sylvius, in his tedious, uninteresting story of the 
adulterous loves of Ruryalus and I.nerotia, whore 
he particularizes the beauties of the heroine (in 
a very false and laboured style of latinity), de¬ 
scribes her lips as exquisitely adapted ('orbiting: 

' Oa parvum dceonsquc. labia corallini coloris ad 
morsum aptissiina.’— Ffkt. 114, lib. i, 

1 Madame Daolor has quoted here two pretty 
lines of Varros 

Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digitulo 
Vestigio demonstrant mollltudinem. 

In her chin is a delicate dimple, 
by the finger of Ctmld imprest! 


Let his liair, in lapses bright, 

Fall like streaming rays of light ; 5 
And there the raven’s dye confuse 
With the yeMv sunbeam’s hues. 

Let not the braid, witli artful twine, 8 
The flowing of his looks confine ; 

But loosen every golden ring, 

To*float upon the breeze’s wing.. 
Beneath the front of polished glow, 
Front as fair as mountain snow, 

Ami guileless as the dews of daw^ 

Let the majestio brows be drawn, 

Of ebon dyes, enriched by gold, 

Such as the scaly snakes unfold. 
Mingle in his jetty glances 
Power that awes, and love that 
trances ; 7 • 

Steal from Venus bland desire, 

Steal from Mans the look of lire, 

Blend them in such expression here. 
That we, by turns, may hqpe and 
fear; 

Now from the sunny apple seek 
The velvet down that spreads his 
cheek! 

__ 

There Softness, bewitebingly simple, 

Hus chosen her inuoeent nest, 

3 Tbit dolicate art of description, which leaves 
imagination to complete the picture, Inis been 
soldom adopted in the imitations of this beauti¬ 
ful poem, Itotisiird is exceptionality minute; 
and Politburos, in his charming portrait of a girl, 
full of rich and exquisite diction, hits lifted the 
veil rather too much. The 1 questo cite tit 
m’intendo’ should he always loft to fancy. 

I Tho reader who wishes to acquire an accurate 
idea of the judgment of tho ancients in beauty, 
'fill be indulged by consulting .limine, Ik l’idurd 
Vflermn, ninth chapter, third land;, where ini 
will find a very curious selection ofdescriplimm 
and epithets of'personal perfections; lie com¬ 
pares this ode with a description of Theodorie, 
king of the (iiitlis, in the second epistle, first 
book ofSidonius Apollimtris. 

s -I-Io bore dtirribes the sunny hair, tiie 1 fiava 
coma,’ which the undents so much admired. 
The Romans gave this colour artificially to their 
hair. Sec Stimid, Kobiemyck th Lux»limtm- 
rum, 

II If the original here, which is particularly 
beautiful, can ndmit of any additional value, that 
value in conferred liy Gray's admiration of it. 
See his Letters to West. 

Some annotators have quoted on this passage 
the description of Photis's hair in Apuieius; but. 
nothing can be mor8 distant from the simplicity 
of our poet’s manner than that affectation of 
richness which distinguishesthe style of Apnleius. 

7 Tasso similarly describes the eyes ofCIorinda- 
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hJSbS? r f hy , u ‘?"8 k *Mr M* 

Which liifbfs tdif, , enamoureu touch would slrow 

shame ^ “ W S in ^asl.ouldcr, fair an sunless snow, 
Thou for bin lina fb •. i Which now in veiling shadow lies, 

; * J l a .P a > , n pdy gem— Removed from all but Fancy’s eves 

But let thy mind imagine them! Now for his feet I t i,„Ti y l 

,1,™ tho ruby ,dl «!,,« . I Z?2SZ!gSl$£^ 

AnT.T,“tSSK ?“WlL-.,r“ I,m'. u<m. 

Anti give Ina lip that speaking air, So like Bathyllus but the Sun! 

As if a word was hovering there ! 2 n Oh, let this pictured god be mi ne 

Moulded : S* d0U1 l traCe ' £f d , kee P the b °y it* Samos’ shrine5 
S - ririlf r D lt S 1 ** 5 l shall then Bathyllus be, 

Wlif ? k ° f Pa . plua ? H Bathyllus then the deity! . 

Where Papina s anna have hung m joy. * 

Give him the winged Hermes’ hand, 3 ' _ 

With which lie waves his snaky wand; 

Let. Bacchus then the bileast Sltpplv, nr,™ Y’trrrr 

And Leila’s son the sinewy thigh, ’ ODE XV III. 

5i oh | ! , llis ^ mbs of fire No tv the star of day is high, 

With all that glow of young desire 4 Fly, my girls, in pL fly 
Wlueli kindles when the wishful sigh Bring me wine in brimming urns, 

Stalls from the heart, unconsciously. Cool my litf it burns, it burns! 

SSSFSSPSa 8 ® tlC ° hi ‘ ° f(,lffarar gli Bffuar(1 '' Nor y ot M flllr Persuasion shone 
no 1 lla ‘ In silver splendours, not her own, 


Her oyes wore glowing with a heavenly heat, 
Mailing fire, and o'en in auger sweet I 

The poetess Veronica Cnmbara is inoro diffuse 
upon this variety of expression; 

Ocelli lucent! ct bolli 

Come esser puo oh’in nn ir.edesmo istante 
Nasean dc voi si novu forme et tante P 
Licti, mcstl, auporbi, hmnil’ altieri 
Vi mostrate in nn punto, omli di apemo, 

H di umor do ompietc, etc, etc. 

Oh I tell mo, hrightly-beaming eye, 

Whence in your little orbit lie 
So many different traits of fire, 

Expressing each a new desire p 
Now with angry scorn you darkle, 

Now with tender anguish sparkle, 

And wo, who view tho various mirra 
1’eel at once both hope and terror, 

Ehevreau, citing tho linos of our *>oct, in his 
critique on tiie poems of Malherbe, produces a 
Lathi version of them from a manuscript which 
nil lied scon, entitled Jean. Fulcunia AnacreonliM 
Luma. 

1 It was worthy of the dolieato imagination of 
the Greeks to deify Persuasion, and giyo her tho 
lips for her throne. We are hero reminded of a 
very interesting fraement of Anacreon, preserved 
by the seholiiist upon Pindar, and supposed to 
belong to a poem reflecting with some severity 
mi Simonides, who was the first, wo are told, that 
over made a hireling of his muse: 

Olid’ aoneien nor' e\o.utye Ilstd'U* 

B 


•“Inthe original,AaAuiio-iiumj, The mistress 
of Petrarch' parla cun silonzlo,’ which is perhaps 
the best method of female eloquence, 

3 in Slialtspeare's CyiMine there is a similar 
method of description; 

This is his hand, 

His foot Mercurial, ids martial thigh, 

Tho brawns of Horcules. 

We find it likewise in Hamlet. Longepicrrt 
thinks that tho hands of Mercury are selected by 
Anacreon on nocount of the graceful gestures 
which were supposed to characterize the god of 
eloquence ; hut Mercury was also the patron of 
thieves, and may perhaps he praised as a light, 
fingered deity. 

1 1 have taken tho liberty hero of somewhat 
veiling the original. Madame Daoler, in her 
translation, has hung out lights (as Sterne would 
call it) at tins passage. It is very much to be re- 
grettod that tills substitution of asterisks lias 
been so much adopted in the popular interpreta¬ 
tions of tho Classics; it serves hut to bring what* 
over is exceptionable into notice, ‘ clarainquo 
fuoom prteferro pudondis,’ 

5 This is very spirited, hut it requires explana¬ 
tion. While tho artist is pursuing the portrait 
of Bathyllus, Anacreon, wc must suppose, turns 
round and sees a picture of Apollo, which was 
intended for an altar at Samos: lie instantly 
tolls the painter to cease his work; that this 
picture will servo for Bathyllus; and that, when 

3 



20 ODB8 OF ANAQREON. 


Sunned by the .neridian lira, 
Panting, languid, I expire! • 

Qivcune all those humid flowers, 
Drop them o’er my brow in showers. 
Scarce a breathing chaplet now 
Dives upon my feverish brow; 

Every dewy rose I wear 
Shed* its tears, and withers there. 1 
But for you, my burning mind l 2 
Oh ! what shelter shall I find '! 

Can the bowl, or floweret’s dew, 

Cool the flame that scorches you ? 


ODE XIX, 

Hebe recline you, gentle maid, 

Sweet is this imbowering shade ; 3 

to goes to Samos, ho may make an Apollo of 
the portrait of the boy which ho had begun, 

1 ikthyllus (says Madame Daeior) could not bo 
more elegantly praised, and this one passage 
does him more honour than th^ statue, how¬ 
ever beautiful it might be, which Polycrates 
raised to him,’ 

1 There are some beautiful linos,by Angerlanus, 
ttpou a garland, which I cannot resist quoting 
hero: 

Ante fores madldio sic sic pendete corolla), 
Mane orto impenot Ctelia vos capiti j 
At qunm per niveam eervicom influxerit humor, 
Diclto, non roris sed pluvia luce laerlmio. 

By Celia's arbour all the night 
Hang, humid wreath, the lover’s vow j 
And Imply, at the morning light, 

My love shall twine thee round her brow, 
Then, if upon her bosom bright, 

Some drops of dew shall fall from thoo, 

Tell her, they are not drops of night, 

But tears of sorrow shed by .me I 

In the poem of Mr, Sheridan', ‘Uncouth is this 
mess-covered grotto of stone,’ thoro is an idea 
very singularly coincident with this of Augeriu- 
iius, in the stanza which begins, 

And thou, stony grot, in thy arch may’et preserve, 
a The transition hero is peculiarly delicate and 
impassioned; hut the commentators have per¬ 
plexed the sentiment by a variety of readings and 
conjectures. 

9 The description of this bower 1 b so natural 
.and animated, that we cannot help feeling a de¬ 
gree of coolness and freshness while wo rend it. 
Longepiorre has quoted from the first hook of the 
Antholmjk the following epigram, as somewhat 
resembling this ode; 

Epyeo, kcu m’ e/uw ifse irtruv, a to pehxpov 
npos pehotrovs Ilya KOKhixem £e$v/jov;, 

Heine km r.imenirpii, peXimyes, epfla uakittSaiP 
'H5iw epij/iatais woe avw *aAaiu>W, , 


0 

Sweet the young, the mod cut trees, 

1 Ruffled by the kissing breeze, 

Sweet the little founts that weejt, 
Lulling blamltbe mind to sleep; 

.Hark! they whisper, as they roll, 
Calm persuasion to the soul; 

Tell me, tell me, is not this 
411 a stilly scone of bliss ? _ 

Who, my girl, would pass it by? 

Surely neither you nor 11' 1 

• - « 

ODE XX. 

One day the Muses twined the hands 11 
Of baby Love, with flowery hands; 
And to celestial Beauty gave 
The captive Infan t us her slave. 

Como, sit by the shadowy pine 
That covers my sylvan retreat, . 

And see hmv the brunches imiiuo 
The breathing of Zephyr to meet. 

See the fountain, that, flowing, dilliuies 

• Around me a glittering spray; 

By its brink, as the traveller muses, 

I soothe him to sleep witli my lay I 
1 * What a finish ho gives to the picture by the 
s.mple exclamation of the original! in these 
delicate turns he is inimitable; ami yet hear what 
a French translator says an the passage: 1 'Oils 
conclusion appeared to me too trilling after such 
a description, and I thought proper to add some¬ 
what to the strength of the original.’ 

s By this allegory of the Muses making Cupid 
the prisoner of Beauty, Anacreon seems to in¬ 
sinuate theKoftcningmlhienoowhicha cultivation 
of poetry has over the mind, in making it pecu¬ 
liarly susceptible to the impressions of beauty; 
though in the following epigram, by the philoso¬ 
pher Plato, which is found in the third Imok of 
Diogenes Laertius, the Muses are made to dis¬ 
avow all tho inihioiiQu of Love 1 
'A Kenya; Minimum, uopnma ran Ai|ipo5irai/ 
Ti/iar’ i) nv ilpuno. ii/ijnc ti/ioirAnro/iw, 

Ai Moirnu iron lvwrpiv. A/iei tu iniu/ivAa ravre 
‘Ilfiie ou «Tam tciuto re miSapiov, 

‘Yield to mjLgentlo power, Parnassian maids;’ 

Tims totheMuses spoke the QueenofOliarms— 
‘ Or Love shall flutter in your classic shades, 
AndmakoyourgrovothocanipofPaphiumirmsI 
‘ No,’ said tho virgins of tho tuneful bower, 

1 Wo scorn thine own and all thy urchin’s art; 
Though Mars bun tgembled at tho infant’s power, 
llisjihaft is pointless o’er a Muse’s heart 1’ 
There is a sonnet by Benedetto Guidi, the thought 
of which was suggested by this ode, 

Love, wandering through tho golden maze 
Of my belovedm hair, 

Traced every lock with fond delays, 

And, dotiiig, lingered lucre. 
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His mother comes with many a toy, 

To ransom her beloved boy; 1 
His mother sues, but all iu vain ! 

He ne’er wjll leave his chains again. 
Nay, should they take ltis'chains away, 
The little captive still would stay. 

‘If this,’ he cries, 1 a bondage be, 

Who could wish for liberty ?’ 


ODE XXL 2 

• rt 

Orsekve when mother earth is dry, 
She drinks the droppings of the sky; 
And then the dewy cordial gives 
To every thirsty plant that lives. 

The vapours, which at evening weep, 
Aro beverage to the swelling deep; 

, ... ..... 

And soon ho found ’twero vain to fly, 

His heart was eloso confined^ 

And gvory curlot wn»a tie, 

A chain by Beauty twined, 

Now Venus seoks her boy’s release. 

With ransom from above 1 * 

But, Venus! let thy efforts cease, 

For Love's the slave of love. 

And, should we Ioobo his guidon chain,* 
Tho prisoner would return again ! 

1 Venus thus proclaims the reward for her 
fugitive child in tho first idyl of Mosclius 1 

‘0 (m’ura; yc/xi; efei, 

MicrOo; tol, to i/nAapix to Kuirpifios, ijr S' ayayi); 

PIP, 

Ou yvppov to (faAo(*o, TU S' 01 {sue ntu jrAeoe e£a;, 

1 hi him, wlio 1 ho haunts of my Cupid cun show, 
A kiss of the teiiderest stamp I’ll oostow; 

But lio who can bring me the wanderer hero, 
Shall have something more rapturous, something 
more dear. 

This ‘ something more ’ is tho 1 qnldquid post 
oseuladulee’ ofSeeundus. 

After this ode, there follow In tho Vatican MS, 
these extraordinary lines) 

‘IIiSugeAijs Kvasperav 
’IhSugeAt); 65 Xniri/iio ^ 
lUvSapmovro Sa/101 peKos 
Suyacpwra; ne eyyeoi 
Ta rpia ravra pm Sam 
Km Aioetwos enreAfto 
Kai IIac|)ii) iropaypoo; 

Kat rums llpw; reap cnetp. 

These lines, which appear to me to have as, little 
sense us metre, are most probably the interpola¬ 
tion of tho-transcriber, 

2 The commentators who have endeavoured to 
throw the chains of precisionwor tho spirit of 
tills beautiful trifle, require too much from Ana- 
crccntio olii|osooliy. 


And when the rosy sun appears, 

He driipks the ocean a misty tears, 

The moon, too, quails her paly stream 
Of lustre from the solar beam, 

Then, hence with all your sober think¬ 
ing ! 

Since Nature’s holy law is drinking; 
I’ll make the laws of Nature mine* 

And pledge the universe in wine I 


ODE XXII, 3 

The Phrygian rock, that braves the 
storm, 

Was once a weeping matron’s form; 
And Prague, hapless, frantic maid, 

Is now a swallow in the shade. 


One of the Capilupi has imitated this ode in ml 
epitaph on a drunkard 1 

Dum vixi sine fine blbi, sic imbrlfer arcus 
Sic tellus pluvias solo perusta bibit. 

Sic bibit assidtlo routes et ilumina Pontes, 

Sic semper sitions Sol marls liaurit aquas. 

No to igiturjaetos plus me, Sllone, bibisse; 
lit milii da vietas tu quinine, Bncche, maims. 

Eippolr/tm Crtpilupn 

While life was mine, tho little hour 
In drinking still unvaried flew; 

I ilranlt us earth imbibes the shower, 

Or as tho rainbow drinks the dew; 

As ocean quaffs the rivers up. 

Or flushing sun inhales the sea; 

Sileims trembled at my cup, 

And Bacchus was outdone by mo I 

9 Ogilvie, in his Essay on the Lurie Poetry t\f 
the /Indents, in remarking upon tho Odes <// 
Atmerrn, says: ' I 11 some of Ilia pieces there is 
exuberance and even wildness of imagination; 
in that particularly which is addressed to a young 
girl, where lie wishes alternately to be trans¬ 
formed to a mirror, a coat, a stream, a bracelet, 
and a pair of shoes, for tho different purposes 
which he recites; tills is more sport and wanton¬ 
ness.' 

Itis the wantolincsa, however, of a very graceful 
muse; ludit ambilikt, The compliment oftliis 
ode is exquisitely delicate, and so singular for.tlio 
period in which Anacreon lived, when tho scale 
of love hail not yet been graduated into all its 
little progressive refinements, that if we were 
inclined to question the authenticity of the poem, 
wo should find a much more plausible argument 
in the features of modern gallantry which it 
bears, than in any of those fastidious conjectures 
upon which some'commentators have presumed 
so far. Degon thinks it spurious, and Dc Pauw 
pronounces it to bo miserable, Longepiorre and 
Barnes refer us to Bovoral imitations of this ode- 
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Oli! that a mirror’s form wore mine, 
To sparkle with that smile divSTo; 
Aml ? like my heart, I their should bo 
Reflecting thee, and only thee! 

Or werel, love, the robe which Hows 
O’er every charm that secret glows, 

In many a lucid fold to swim, 

A riddling and grow to every limb ! 

Oli! could I as the streamlet’s wave, 
Thy warmly-mellowing beauties lave, 
Or float as perfume cm thine hair, 

And breathe my soul in fragrance 
there! 

I wish I were the zone 1 that lie* 

Warm to thy breast and feels its 
sighs! 

Or like those envious poarls that show 
So faintly round that neck of suow ; 
Yes, I would be a happy gem, 

Like them to hang, to fade like them. 
What more would thy Anacreon be ? 
Oh 1 anything that*touches thee, 

Nay, sandals for those airyjieet 2 — 

Thus to be pressed by thee were sweet! 

ta which I slwll only select an epigram of 
Dionysius: 

hid ayefioK vevoptjv, ire St ye OTeiYciMra imp’ 
avyas, 

%nfaa. yvpnxrmx, m pt jriwra Aa/3oi;, 

Hide poSov yevop-pv immptlivpQi/, oi/ipa pe \epnv 
Apafw'ifr KOfUtnus erre^eart 
Me Kpmv yrnfip kmoxpoov, o^pa pic fiptriv 
Apa fAwri, pakkov 01/5 x/iorup Kopoenjs, 

I wish I could like zephyr steal 
To wanton o’er thy mazy vest; 

And thou would'st qpo thy bosom veil, 

And take mo panting to thy breast 1 
I wish I might a rosebud grow, 

And thou would’st cull me from the bower, 
And place me on that breast of snow, 

Whore I should bloom, a wintry flower 1 
I wish I were the lily’s leaf, 

To fade upon that bosom warm j 
There I should wither, pale and brief, 

The trophy of thy fairer form 1 
Allow mo to add, that Plato has expressed as 
amciful a wish in a distich preserved by Laertius ; 
Aore/ias tmOpeis, atrnjp «/tos' aOt yempyv 
Ovpam'us iroAAois appacnv as ere (Stem. 

10 smiil, 

Why dost thou gaze upon the sltyp 
Oh! that I were that spangled sphere, 

And every star should be an eye 
To wonder on thy beauties hero! 

VpiiMus quotes this epigram of tho divine phi- 
Ut'Oiiher to justify himself for his versos on 


f 

ODE XXIIL 

I omN wish this languid lyre, 

This wiU’bler.of my souls desire, 

Could raise the breath of song sublime 
To men of fame in former time. 

But when tho soaring theme L try, 
Along the chords my numbers die, 
And whisper, with dissolving tone, 

1 Our sighs are given to Love alone!’ 
Indignant at the feeble lay, 

Pfcore tlio panting chords away, r 
Attuned them to a nobler swell, 

And struck again the breathing shell j 
In all the glow of epic lire, 

To Hercules I wake the lyre! 

But still its fainting sighs repeat, 

‘ The tale of Love alone is sweet 
Then fare thee*well, seductive dream, 
That mad’st me follow Glory's theme j 
For thou, my lyre, and thou, my heart, 
Shall never more in spirit part; 

And thou the flame slialt fuel as well 
As thffu tho llame slialt sweetly tell! 


Crftins imd Chnrhuu, See his Apology, whori* lie 
also adduces the example of Anaorebn: 1 Focere 
turnon ct alii tnlia, ot si vos ignoratk apml 
Griceos Telus quidam,’ etc, etu. 

1 This was a riband, or band, called by the 
Komansyiwiiio and ttriipkimi, which the women 
wore for tho purpose of restraining the oxtibc 
ranee of the bosom,- Yidt 1‘olluc. Ommut, 
Thus Martial: 

Fuscla eveseontes dominie compesoe pufiillaB, 
The women of Greece not only wore this zone, 
but condemned themselves to fasting, nnd made 
use ot certain drugs and powders lor the same 
purpose, To these expedients they wore com¬ 
pelled, in consequence of their Inelegant fashion 
or compressing the waist into a very narrow com- 
pass, which necessarily canned an excessive tit- 
mid y in tho bosom,-See Dloseoridoa, lib. v 

3 The sophist Philostratus, in one of his love- 
letters, has borrowed this thought: ‘Ohlovely 
lee oh excellent beauty 1 oh 1 thrice happy 
ami blessed mould I bo, if you would but tread 
on mo! I n Shakspcate, ltomeo desires to be a 
glovei 

Oh that I were a glove upon that baud, 

that I might kiss that cheek I 
And, la his Passionate Pilgrim, wo meet with 
an idoij somewhat like that of the thirteenth line; 
He, spying her, bounced in, where ns he stood, 

Gil .Jovo 1 quoth silo, ‘ Why was not I a Ihiod ? 
jjjf. ™ r i 1 arrq/iiom, in the original, may 
imply that kind of musical dialogue practised by 

nf„!i! “i 1 . 1 "’ in w uch 1,10 Ivre was made to re. 
snoud to the uuesitons proposed by the singer, 
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ODE XXIV. 1 

To all that breathe the airs of heaven, 
Some boott of strength,, has Nature 
given. 

When the majestic hull was born, 

She fenced his brow with wreathed 
horn. , 

She armed the courser’s foot of air, 
And winged with speod the panting 
hare. 

She g!5ve the lion fangs of terror, * 
And, on the ocean’s crystal mirror, 
Taught the unnumbered scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along ; 

While for the umbrage of the grove, 
She plumed tho warbling world of love. 
To man she gave the llame refined, 

The spark of heaven —a thinking 
mind !* 

And had she no surpassing treasure 
For thee, oh woman! child of pleasure! 
She gave thee beauty—shaft of eyes, 
That every shaft of war outflies I 3 
She gave thee beauty—blush of fire, 
That bids the flames of war retire! , 
Woman! be fair, we must adore thee; 
Smile, and a world is weak before 
thee! ;! 

_ 

1 Ilenvy Stephens lias imitated the idea of this 
ode in the following linos of one ofliis poems 
’ Provide dat ounctls Natura animantibua arma, 
lit sua ftcmincum possidot arma genus, 
Fnguluque ut defendit oquum, atquo ut cornua 
taurum, 

Armata eat forma foemlna pulehra sue. 

And the same thought occurs in thoso lines, 
spoken by Corlsou in Pastor Milo i 
Cob! noi la bellczza 
Ch’ e vertu nostra cost propria, come 
Da furze del leone 
E T ingegno do T linomo. 

The lion boasts Ills savage powers, 

And lordly man bis strength gf mind; 

But beauty’s charm is solely ours, 

Peculiar boon, by Heaven assigned! 

8 In my flrst attempt to translate this oilo, I 
had interpreted(fpneijga,with Bnxtcrnud BarnoB, 
us Implying courage mid military virtue; but 1 
do not think that tho gallantry of the idea 
.mil’ers by the import which I have now gluon to 
it, For why need wo consider this possession of 
wisdom as exclusive i 1 and in truth, ns the design 
of Anacreon «is to estimate tlio treasure of 
beauty, above all the rost which Nature has dis¬ 
tributed, it is perhaps even refining upon tho 
delicacy of tho compliment,, to prefer tlio ra¬ 
diance of female charms to tho cold illumination 


# ODE XXV, 

Once in each revolving year, . 
Gentle bird! we find thee here, ’ 
When Nature wears her summer-vest, 
Then comost to weave thy simple nest; 
But when the chilling winter lowers, 
Again thou seek’st the genial bowers 
Of Memphis, or the shores of Nile, 
Where sunny hours of verdure smile. 
And thus thy wing of freedom roves, 
Alas! unlike the plumed loves, 

That linger in this hapless breast, 

And newer, never change their nest! 4 
Still every year, and all the year, 

A flight of loves engender here; 

And some their infant plumage try, 
And on a tender winglet fly; 

While in the shell, impregn’d with fires, 
Cluster a thousand more desires; 

Some from their tiny prisons peeping, 
And some in formless embryo sleeping, 
My bosom, Jike the vernal groves, 
Resounds with little warbling loves; 
One urchin imps the other’s leather, 
Then twin-desires they wing together, 
And still as they have learned to 
soar, 

The wanton babies teem with more, 

of wisdom and prudence; mid to think that 
womon’s eyes are 

the hooks, the academics, 

From whence doth spring tho true Promethean 
lire, 

3 Ijongupierre’a remark hero is very Ingenious i 
"The Homans,’ says he, ‘wore bo convinced of 
the power of beauty, that they used a word im¬ 
plying strength in the place of the epithet beau¬ 
tiful, Thus Plautus, Act ii, Beene 2, Ilnccliiii. 

Sod Baooliis otinm fortis tibi visa. 

“ Fortis, id est foreman,” say Sorvius and 
Nonius,’ 

* Tims Love is represented as a bird, In an 
epigram cited by Lottgepiorro from the An- 
tiiohigiu: 

’Tis Love that murmurs in my breast, 

And makes mo shed the secret tear; 

Nor day nor night my heart has rest, 

For night anil day his voice I hear. 

A wound within my heart I find, 

Ami oil I ’tis plain whore Love has been; 
For still ho leaves a wound behind, 

Such as within my heart is seen. 

Oli bird of Love I with song so drear, 

Make not my soul tho neat of pain; 

Oh I let the wing which brought thee hero, 
hi pity waft thee lienee again I 
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But is there then no kindly art* But in the Inver’s glowing eyes, 

To chase these Cupids from my heart? The inlet to his bosom lies ;• 

No, So! 1 fear, alas! I fear Through them we sec the .small faint 

They will for ever nestle here! marie, 

J Where Love has dropped hm burning 


ODE XXVI. 

Tuy harp may sing of Troy's alarms, 

Or tell the tale of Theban arms; 

With other wars my soul shall burn, 
For other wounds my harp shall mourn. 
'Twas not the crested wnrrior’sftlart 
Which drank the current of my heart; 
Nor naval arms, nor mailed steed, 
Have made this vanquished bosom 
bleed; 


No-from an eye of liquid blue 
'A host of quivered Cupids flew j 1 
And now my hear^all bleeding.lies 
Beneath this army of the eyes! 


ODE XXVII. 2 

We read the flying courser's name 
Upon his side, in marks of flame; 
And', by their turbaned brows alone, 
The warriors of the East are known. 


I Longcpierro has quoted part of an epigram 
from the seventh bonk of the Anthokyiii, which 
lias a fancy something like this; 

Ov lit AeAijflaj, 

Tofora, Zpi'oifnAa; op/tatri Kpmro/iem, 

Archer Love! though slyly creeping, 

Well I know whore thou dost lie; 

I saw thee through the curtain peeping, 
That-fringes Zenuphelin’s eye, 

The poets abound witli conceits on the archery 
of the eyes, hut few have turned tile thought so 
naturally as Anacreon. Ibmsnrd gives to the 
eyes of his mistress ‘un petit camp d’linumrs.’ 

8 This ode forms a part of the preceding in tho 
Vatican MS,,lmtlhave conformed to the editions 
in translating them separately. 

3 ' Wo cannot sec into the heart,' says Madame 
Dncicr. lint tho lover answers: 

II cor no gli ocelli e no la fronto ho scritto, 

La Fosse lws given the following lines, as en¬ 
larging on tho thought of Anacreon; 

Lorsqne je vois un aiwmt, 

11 oaeiie en vain son tourment, 

A lo trahir tout conspire, 

Sa longueur, son cmharrns, 

Tout ce qu’ilpcut fniro on dire. 

Memo oe null no dit pas. 


ODE XXVIII. 

As in the Lemniau caves of fire, 
r gho mate of her who nursed desjro 
Moulded the glowing steel, to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm; 
While Venus every barb imbues 
With droppings of her honeyed dews ; 
And Love (alas! the victim-heart) 
Tinges with<gall the burning dart ; 4 
Once, to this Kenmian eave of llamo, 
The crested Lord of battles caiuu ; 
’Twas from the ranks of war 1m rushed, 
Jlis spear with many a* life-drop 
blushed! 

Ho sajv the mystic darts, and smiled 
Derision on the archer-child. 

‘And dost thou smile T said little 
* Love; 

1 Take this dart, and thoumayst prove, 
That though they pass the breeze's 
flight, 

My bolts are not so feathery light,’ 

In vain tlie lover trios to veil 
Tho flume which in his bosom lies; 

His cheek's confusion tells tho tain, 

Wo rend it in Ids languid eyes i 
And though his words tho hourt betray, 

His silence-speaks e'en more than they. 

1 Thus Clwulinn : 

I.itlmntur gcmiid fontos, hie dulcis, nmavus 
Alter, et Ihfnsis eorrnmpit mnlia vmteuis, 

Unde Cnpidineaa nrnmvit famnwigittas. 

In Cyprus’ isle two rippling fountains full, 

And one with honey flows, mid one with gull; 
In these, if wo may take tho tale from fame, 
The son orVonus dips his darts of florae,- 
Seo tho ninety-first emblem'of Alclatns, on t ho 
close emmection wldeli snlisiats between sweets 
awl bitterness. ‘Apes idea pungimt, 1 snys 
Petronius, ‘quin ulii ditlco, ihl ct neldum in* 
venics,' 

Tho allegorical description of Cupid’s employ¬ 
ment,'in Horace, may vie with this before uu In 
fancy, though not in delicacy i 

forus ct Ctiphlo 

Semper afdontes acueiw sagittal 
Cote cruenta. 

And Cupid, sharpening all Ids fiery darts 
Upon a whetstone stained with blood of hearts. 
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He fiook tho shaft—and, oh! thy look, 
Sweet Venus! when the shaft he 
took— 

He sighed, and felt tho urchin’s art; 
He sighed, in agony of heart, 

• It is not light—I die with pain! 
Take—take thy arrow back again,’ 

‘ No,’ said tho child, ‘ it must not be,* 
That little dart was made for thee I’ 


ODE XXIX. 

Yes— loving is a painful thrill, 

And not to love more painful still j 1 
But surely ’his the worst of pain, 

To love and not be loved ^gain ! 
Affection now has lied from earth, 

Nor lire of genius, light of birth, ' 
Nor heavenly virtue, can beguile 
Prom beauty’s client one favouring 
smile. 

Gold, is the woman’s only theme, 

Gold is tho woman’s only dreanf. 

Oh! never bo that wretch forgiven— 
Forgive him not, indignant HeavenJ — 
Whose grovelling eyes could first adore, 
Whose heart could pant for sordid ore. 
Since that devoted thirst began, 

Man has forgot to feel for man; * 

Tho pulse of social life is dead, 

And all its fonder feelings Hod! 

Koeuwlus lias borrowed this, but hns somewhat 
softened tho image by the omission of the epithet 
‘ernenttt,’ 

Fallor an ardentes aouebat cotnsagittas.-Eleg. i. 

1 Menage enforces tho necessity of loving in 
m Anacreontic, of- which die following is n 
vnnsliilion 

io mini luninr. mnwr, 

Thou I of tuneful hards tho first, 

Thou! by all tho Graces nursed; 

Friend 1 each other friend above, 

Como with me, and learn t%love, 

Loving is a simple lore, 

Graver men have learned before; 

Nny, the boost of former ages, 

Wisest of tlie wisest suges, 

KopiironisciiH 1 prudent son, 

Wus by Lovc’b illusion won. 

Oh! how heavy life would movo, 

If we know nos how to love! 

Love’s a whetstone to tho mind; 

Tims ills pointed, thus refined. 

When tlie soul dejected lies, 

Love can waft it to the skies; 

When in languor sleeps tlie heart, 

Love can waUo.it with his dart; 


War too has sullied Nature’s charms, 
For gold provokes the world to arms! 
And oh! the worst of all its art, f 
I feel it breaks the lover’s heart! 


ODE XXX. 2 

’Twas in an airy dream of night, 

I fancied, that I winged my flight 
On pinions fleeter than the wind, 

While little Love, whose feet were 
twined 

(I know not why) with chains of lead, 
Pursued me as I trembling fled; 
Pursued — and could I e’er have 
thought ?— 

Swift as the moment I was caught! 
What does tho wanton Fancy mean 
By such a strange, illusive scene ? 

I fear she whispers to my breast, 

That you, my girl, 1 We' stolen iny restj 
That though my fancy, for a while, 

Has hung on many a woman’s smile, 

I soon dissolved the passing vow, 

And ne’er was caught by Love till now, 1 


ODE XXXI, 3 

Armed with lijmcinthiue rod 
(Arms enough for such a god), 

Whon tho mind is dull and dark, 

Love can light it with his spark! 

Come, oil I coma then, let us liasto 
All tho bliss of love to taste; 

Let us love both night and day, 

Lot us love our lives away! 

A nd when hearts, from loving free 
(If indeed snob hearts them bo), 

Frown upon our gentle llnme, 

And the swoot delusion blnmo; 

This shall be my only curse, 

(Could I, could I wish them worse?) 

May they no'er tho rapture prove, 

Of tho smile from lips wo lovo I 

8 Dames imagines from this allegory, that orn 
poet married very Into in life. I do not perceive 
anything in the odo which Becms to allude to 
matrimony, except it be tho lead upon the ieet 
of Cupid; mid I must confess that I rigreo in tho 
opiniun of Madame Dneior, in her li’e of tho 
poet, that he was always too fond of pleasure to 
marry. , , 

» Tho design of this little fiction is to intimate, 
that much greater pain nttonds insensibility than 
can ever result from tho tcuderost impressions of 
love, Lnnirbpierro lias quoted an ancient opt 
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Cupid bade me wing my pace, 

And try with him the rapid race, 

O'er the wild torrent, rude and deep, 
By taVgled brake and pendent stoop, 
With weary foot I panting flew, 

My brow was chilled with drops of dew. 
And now my soul, exhausted, dying, 
To my lip was faintly flying; 1 
And now I thought the spark had fled, 
When Cupid hovered o’er my head, 
And, fanning light his breezy plume, 
flecalled me from my languid gloom; 2 
Then said, in accents half reproving, 

1 Why hast thou been a foe to losing f 


ODE XXXII. 3 

Strew me a breathing bed of leaves 
Where lotus with the myrtle weaves; 
And, while in luxury’s dream I sink, 
Let me the balm of Bacchus drink! 

■'ram (I do not know where lie found It), which 
Inis some similitude to this odo i 

JLceto composite, vix prime silentiu noctis 
Carpcbam, ot somno lumina vteta dijliain; 

Cum me siovus Amur prensum, sursumquc 
eaplllis 

Excitni, ct lauerum pervlgllaro jubot. 

Tu famnluj incus, inquit, amoa cum mille puellus, 
Solus lo, solus,, dure jacero potos? 

Exilio et pedibus nudis, tunicaquo solute, 

Omne iter impedio, nullum itor expedio. 

PJuno priipero, nunc ire piget; rursunique redlro 
Pinnitet; ot pudor est stare via media 
leeo taeont voces liomimun, strepitnsqno 
forarmn, 

Et voluomm eantus, turhaque fida eauum. 
olua ego ex ounctis pavco somnumquo torumquc, 
Et sequor Imperium, stuve Cupido, tuum, 

Upon my couch I lay, at night profound, 

My languid eyes in magic slumber bound, 

When Cupid came and snatched me from my bed, 
And forced me many a weary way to tread. 

■WhatI' said the god, ‘shall you, whoso vows 
arc known, 

Who love so many nymphs, thus sloop alone ?' 

I rise and follow, all the night 1 stray, 
Unsheltered, trembling, doubtful of my way; 
Tracing with naked foot the painful truck, 

Loth to proceed, yet fearful to go back. 

Yes, at that hour, when Nature seems interred, 
Not warbling birds nor lowing flocks aro heard; 
I, I alono, a lligltivo from rest, 

Passion my guide, and madness in my breast, 
Wander the world around, unknowing whore, 
The slave of love, the viotim of despair 1 


In this delicious hon” of joy 
Young Love shall be my goblot-hoyj 
Folding bis little gulden vest,, 

With cinctures, round bis tituyvvy breast, 
Himself shall hover by my side, 

And minister the racy tide! 

Swift as the wheels that kindling roll, 
Our life is hurrying to the goal i 
A’scanty dust to feed the wind, 

Is all the trace ’twill leave behind, 
Why do we shod the rose’s bloom 
Upon the cold, insensate torn!)! r 
Can flowery breeze, or odour’s breath, 
Affect the slumbering chill ef death ? 
No. no; I ask no balm to steep 
With fragrant tears my bed of sleep : 
But now, while every pulse is glowing, 
Now let me *broatho the balsam flow¬ 
ing ; * 

Now let the rose with blush of lire 
Upon my brow its scent expire; 

And bring tho nyifiph with floating eye, 
Oh! she will teach me Imw to die! 

- 1 ...... 

I In the original, lie says hie heart flow tu his 
noBtji but our 'manner morn naturally transfers it 
to trio lips, Such !h the oll'ccl that Plato tolls ue 
lie felt from a kiss, in a distich, quoted by Anhui 
Gelllus! 

IV ifragi)!', AyuOmm i/uW, cm ^ciAmne o/yog 
HA0e yap ij tA i/gwe its {ia|3i)rrO|nei), 

Whene’er thy nootureri kirn I nip, 

And drink Lliy breath, in melting twine, 

My soul then flutters to my Up, 

Ready te Uy and mix with tldne. 

3 ‘The facility with which Cupid recovers him, 
aiguilles that the sweets of hive make us easily 
forget any solicitudes which hu may occaaiuu.'— 
La Firne. 

II We here have the poet, In Ills true atlrllmtcs, 
reclining upon myrtles, with Cupid for his cup¬ 
bearer, Some Interpreters have ruined the pic¬ 
ture by making Upwt the name nf Ills slave, None 
but Love should lill the gnlilct of Aiiaereou. 
Sappho has assigned ‘his lilliee to Venus, iu it 
fragment whifli may ho thus paraphrased! 

Hither, Venus! queen of kisses, 

This shall bo the night of blisses' 

This the night to friendship dear, 

Thou shall be our Hebe here. 

Fill the golden brimmer high, 

,Let it sparkle like thine eye! 

Uhl the rosy current gush, 

Let it mantle like thy blush 1 
Venus! Iptst thou e’er above 
Keen a feustw rich in love? 

Not a soul that Is not mine I 
Not a soul that in not thine I 
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Yes, Cupid 1 eve my soul retire, 

To join the blest Elysium choir, 

With wine, and love, arid blisses dear, 
I’ll make nfy own Elysium here ! 


ODE XXXIII, 1 


Twas noon of night, when round the 
jlble r 

The sullen Bear is seen to roll; 

And mortals, weariod with the day, 
Are slumbering all their cares away: 
An infant, at that dreary hour, 

Came weeping to my sileuj bower, 

And waked mo with a gjteous prayer, 
To save him from the midnight air! 

‘ And who art thou,’ I waking cry, 
That bid'st my blissful visions fly ?' 

‘ 0 gentle sire !’ the infant said, 

1 In pity take mo to thy shed; 

Nor fear deceit: a lonely child r 
I wander o’er the gloomy wild, 

Chill drops the rain, aud not a ray * 
Illumes the drear and misty way 1’ 

1 hear tho baby's tale of woo; 

1 hear the bitter night-winds blow; 
And, sighing for his piteous fate, r 
I trimmed my lamp, and oped the gate, 
’Twas Love! the little wandering 
sprite, 3 

His pinion sparkled through tho night! 
I know him by Ids how aud dart; 

I knew him by my fluttering heart! 

I take him in, and fondly raise 
The dying embers’ cheering blaze; 

1 Anacreon appears to have been a volup¬ 
tuary even in dreaming, by the lively regret 
which lie expresses at being disturbed from 
hie visionary enjoyments. See thoiOdes x, ami 
xxxvii, 

2 See the beautiful description ef Cupid, by 
Moselms, in his first idyl. 

* Father Repin, in a Latin ode addressed to 
the grasshopper, lies preserved some of the 
thoughts of our authors 

* 

0 ipun virenti graminis in torn, 

Cicada, blonde sidis, ct herbldos 
Sal tuff obcrriis, ntlosiif 
Ingenious cioro eantus, 

Sen forte ndnltin llorllms incubas, 

(Anil enduoie curia fletibus, etu. 

1 ) * 


Press from his dunk and clinging hair 
The crystals of the freezing air, 

And in my hand and bosom hold e 
His little lingers thrilling cold, 

And now the embers' genial ray 
Had warmed his anxious fears away 
‘ I pray thee,’ said the wanton child 
(My bosom trembled as he smiled), 

‘ I pray thee let me try my bow, 

For through the rain I’ve wandered so, 
That much I fear the ceaseless shower 
Has injured its elastic power,’ 

The fatal how the urchin drew, 

Swift flfom the string the arrow flew; 
Oh ! swift it flew as glancing flame, 
And to my very soul it came I 
‘ Fare thee well,’ I heard him say, 

As laughing wild lie winged away; 

1 Fare thee well, for now I know 
The rain has not relaxed my bow; 

It still can semi a rjjaddening dart, 

As thou slialt own with all thy heart!’ 


ODE XXXIV. 3 

On thou, of all creation blest, 

Sweet insect! that dcliglit’st to rest 
Upon the wild wood’s leafy tops, 

To drink tho dew that morning drops, 
And chirp thy song with such a glee, 4 
That happiest kings may envy thee! 
Whatever decks the velvet Held, 
Wliate’er the circling seasons yield, 
Whatever buds, whatever blows, 

For thee it buds, for thee it grows. 


Oh then, that on tho grassy boil 
Which Nature’s vernal hand has spread, 
Itoelinest soft, and turn’st thy song, 

The dewy herbs and leaves among!, 
Whether thou best on springing flowers, 
Drunk with the balmy morning-showers, 

Or, etc, 

See what Lleetus says about graselMcnore. cap, 
113 and 185, ‘ ' 

41 Seme authors have affirmed (snys Madame 
Daoior) that It Is only male grasshoppers which 
sing, and that the females arc silent; end on this 
circumstance is founded a bon-mot of Xenavohus, 
tho comic poet, who says, “Aro not the grass¬ 
hoppers happy in having dumb wives ?" ’ ! bis 
note is originally Henry Stephens’; but I chose 
rather to make Madame Daoior my authority fork, 
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Nor yet art thou the peasant’s fear, 

To him thy friendly notes are dear; 
For !hou art mild as matin dew, 

And still, when summer's flowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloomy plain, _ 

We hear thy sweet prophetic strain; 
Thy #weet prophetic strain we hear, 
And bless the notes and theo revere! 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone; 
Apollo calls thee all his own; 

’Twas he who gave that voice to thee, 
'Tis he who tunes thy minstrelsy. 
Unworn by age’s dim decline, f 
The fadeless blooms of youth are thine. 
Melodious insect! child of earth l 1 
In wisdom mirthful, wise in mirth; 
Exempt from every weak decay, 

That withers vulgar frames away; 
With not a drop of blood to stain 
The current of thy purer vein; 

So blest an age is passed by thee 
Thou seem’st a little deity!_ 

1 Longopicm has quoted the two first lines of 
an epigram of Antipater from the first book of 
the Anihobi/ia, whore ho prefers the grasshopper 
to the swan; 

Aputi rerriya! pehm Spam, Ma mams 
AeiSeir KVKWl' euri yayamrepoi. 

In dew, that, drops from morning’s wings, 
The guy Cicada sipping floats; 

And. drunk with dew, ins matin sings 
Sweeter than any cygnet's notes. 

3 Theocritus bus imitated tills beautiful ode in 
Ids nineteenth idyl, hut is very inferior, I think, 
to his original, in delicacy of point and naivete 
of expression. Sponsor, in one of ids smaller 
compositions, has sported more diffusely on the 
same subject, Tho poem to which I allude begins 
thus; 

Upon a day, as love lay sweetly slumbering 
All in liis mother's lap, 

A gontlo bee, with his loud trumpet murmuring, 
About him llew by hap, etc, 

In Almcloveen's collection of epigrams,, there is 
one by Luxorius, correspondent somewhat with 
the turn of Anaoreon, where Love complain# to 
his mother of being wounded by 11 rose, 

Tho ode before us is tho very flower of simpli¬ 
city, The infantine complainings of t.lio little 
god, and (he natural and impressive reflections 
which they draw from Venus, are beauties of Ini¬ 
mitable grace. I hope I shall bo pardoned for in¬ 
troducing another Greek Anacreontic ofMonago, 
not for its similitude to tho subject of this ode, 
but for some faint traces of this natural simpli¬ 
city, which it appears to mo to have preserved i 
Epos wot' ev xopaais 
TW irapdswus wrap 


ODE XXXV. 2 

Cupid once upon a bed , 

Of roses laid his weary head; 

Luckless urchin not to sec 
Within tho leaves a slumbering bee ? 
The bee awaked—with anger wild 
The bee awaked and stung the child 
Loud and piteous are Iris cries; 

To Venus quick lie runs, he flies! 

'<j)h mother! I am wounded through-* 
I die with pain—in sooth I do! 

Stung by some little angry thing, 

Some serpent on a tiny wing— 

A bee it was -for once, I know, 

I heard a rustic call it so.’ 

Thus lie spoke, and she tho while 
Heard him with a soothing smile; 
Then said, ‘My infant, if so much 
Thou feel the little wild Imo’s touch, 
How must the Jiftirt, ah, Cupid! lie, 
The hapless heart that’s stung by theo f 

Tf 

Ttji' pm i|uAr|v linpiriw 
‘Os cider, w? irpns aiiTipi 
* IlpocrcJpaps' rp»)(i)Aw 

Aidrpas n x«pu5 airrar 
Met pe, pijTCp, cure, 

KaAoupcw) Kopinrn 
t Mqnip, cpvflptwfci, 

Os trapOms per ovira 
Iv auTM f« SturynpaiMP, 

‘ayoppam 7rAari)dnv, 

Epuf eprflpwfct, 

Eyai de oi irapttim?, 

Mr) dwr^cpBirc, $q/n, 

Knirpir re kcu Kopirrar 
Aiaywmrai ovs ej(Own 
Kai nl (SAcrrorTC! ofu. 

A# dancing o’er the enamelled plain, 

The floweret of the virgin train, 

My soul’# Coriuna, liglitly played, 

Yoimg Cupid saw tlin graceful maid \ 

He saw, and in a moment flow. 

And round her neck his arms ho threwj 
And said, with smiles ofinfaiit joy, 

‘ Oli I ki*i me, mother, Id## thy hoy |’ 
UneonBeiou# of a mother's namu, 

Tho modest virgin blushed with Hhamel 
And angry Cupid, scarce believing 
That vision conic! lie so deceiving, 

Tims to mistake Ills Cyprian dame, 

Tho little infant blushed witli shame, 

‘ lie not ashamed, my hoy,' I cried, 

For I was lingering by his sidoi 
1 Coriuna and thy lovely mother, 

Believe me, are so like oaoh other, 

That clearest eyes are oft betrayed, 

And take thy Venn# for the maid.’ 

Mo, In his Cnpjvimd Vemierl, lias translated 
is ode of Anaoreon. 
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ODE XXXVI. 1 

If hoarded gold possessed a power 
To length*a life’s too fleeting hour, 
And purchase from the hand of death 
A. little span, a moment's breath, 

How I would love the precious ore 
And every day should swell my stone; 
That when the Fates would send their 
minion, 

To waft me off on shadowy pinion, 
i might some hours of life obtain, ® 
And bribe him back to hull again. 

But, since wo ne’er can charm away 
The mandate of that awful day, 

Why do we vainly weop at fate, 

And sigh for life’s uncertain date ? 

The light of gold can ne'er illume 
The dreary midnight of the tomb! 

And why should 1 then pant for trea¬ 
sures ’/ 

Mine bo tho brilliant round of plea¬ 
sures ; 

The goblet rich, the board of ffieims, 
Whoso,flowing souls tho goblet blends ! 2 
Mine lie the nymph whose form reposes 
.Seductive on that bed of roses; 

And oh 1 he mine the soul’s excess, 
Expiring in her warm caress I 


ODE XXXVII, 3 

Twas night, and many a circling howl 
Had deeply warmed iny swimming soul; 

I Fontcnello lias translated this ode'in bin 
dialogue between Anacreon ami Aristotle In the 
Hinnies, where lie.bestows the prize of wisdom 
upon the poet, 

II This communion of friendship, which sweet¬ 

ened thn howl of Anacreon, lias not been for, 
gotten by the author of tho following scholium, 
whom tho blessings of life arc enumerated with 
proverbial simplicity! ^ 

Of mortal blessings here, tho first is health, 

And next, those charms by which the eye we 
move i 

Tho third is wealth,nnwounding, guil tless wealth, 
And thou, an Intercourse witli tliosu wo love! 

3 'Compare with this ode the beautiful poem, 
dor Tnmm Us’~ Degen. Lo Fcvre, in a note 
upon this ode, enters into an elaborate and 
learned justification of drunkenness; and this is 
probably tho cause of the 'Severe reprehension 
which I believe lie suffered for his Anaoreon. 
' Fnlt olim fntcor (says lie, in n m>te open Lomri- 
mini, cum Sapphmioia niuabium Bed a* quo 


As luliud in slumber I was laid, 

Bright visions o’er my fancy played! 
With virgins, blooming as the dawn, 

I seemed to trace the opening lawn; 
Light, on tiptoe bathed in dew, 

We Hew, and sported as we flew! 
Some ruddy striplings, young and 
sleek, 

With blush of Bacchus on their cheek, 
Saw me trip the flowery wild 
With dimpled girls, and silly smiled— 
Smiled indeed with wanton glee; 

But ajj! ’twas plain they envied me, 
And still I flew—and now I caught 
The panting nymphs, and fondly 
thought 

To kiss—when all my dream of joys, 
Dimpled girls and ruddy boys, 

All wore gone !■* .‘Alas!’I said, 
Sighing for tho illusions fled, 

‘ Sleep! again my*joys restore, 

Oh! let mo dream them o’er aud 
o’er !’* l! 


ODE XXXVIII. 

Let us drain the neelarcd howl, 

.Let us raise the song of soul 
To him, the god who loves so well 
The neetarecl bowl, the choral swell! 

Him, who instructs tho sons of earth 
To tiirid the tangled dance of mirth; 

Him, who was nursed with infant Love, 

And cradled in tho Paphian grove; 

ilia mo perdltisshna ftnmina pens mlscram perdi- 
dit cum sceleratissline suo oongerrono (Atiaeroin- 
tom dice,si ncseis Lector), uoli sporaro,' etc. etc. 
lie adduces, on this odo the authority of Pinto, 
who allowed elivlety, at the Dionysian festivals, 
to men arrived at their fortieth year, Ho like¬ 
wise quote# the following line from Alexis, which 
lie says no one, who i# not totally ignorant of 
die world, can hesitate to confess tho truth of i f' 

OuSeis j>i\ojroT) is vanv ai'Opwms nams . 

' No lover of drinking was over a vicious mail.' 

4 Noumea says at Bacchus, alrnubt in. the same ' 
words that Anacreon uses i 

Eypopcvns Se 

Ttaptlew owe' mx ))«, km ijdeAer avDi? Mveiv. 

Wtiking, lie lost tho phantom's charms, |. 

He found ho beauty in his arms j 
Again to alumlier lie essayed,. I 

Again to clasp the shadowy maid! 

—Ltmgepkm. 

8 Doctor Johnson, in his preface to Sliakspoare, ! 
animadverting upon the commentators of that 
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Him, that tlie snowy Queen of Charms 
Has fondled in her twining arms, 
.From* him that dream of transport 
flows, 

Which sweet intoxication knows; 
With him the brow forgets to darkle, 
And brilliant graces learn to sparkle, 
Beholft! my boys a goblet bear, 

Whoso sunny foam bedews the air. 
Where are now the tear, the sigh ? 

To the winds they fly, they fly! 

Grasp the bowl; in noctar sinking, 
Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking! 
Oh can the tears we lend to thBught 
In life's account avail us aught ? 

Can we discern, with all our lore. 

The path we’re yet to journey o’er ? 
No, no, the walk of life is dark, 

'Tis wine alone can strike a spark l 1 
Then let me quaff the foamy tide, 

And through the jjance meandering 
glide; 

Lot mo imbibe the spicy breath 
Of odours chafed to fragrant death; 

Or from the kiss of love inhale 
A more voluptuous, richer gale! 

To souls that court the phantom Care, 
Let him retire and shroud him there; 
While we exhaust the nectared bowl, 
And swell the choral song of soul 

poet, who pretended in every little coincidence of 
thought to detoot an Imitation of some ancient 
poet, alludes in the following words to the line of 
Anacreon before us: 1 1 have boon told that when 
Caliban, aftor a pleasing dream, says, “ 1 tried to 
sleep again,” the author imitates Anacreon, who 
had, like any other man, the same wish on the 
same occasion.' 

1 The brevity of life allows arguments for the 
voluptuary aa well as the moralist. Among many 
parallel passages which Longopiorro lias ad¬ 
duced, I shall content myself with this epigram 
from the Antlmtogia 

Aoucra/ierai, IlpoSin;, irv/ttnrwpeda, mi top doc- 
paw 

'E/iKwpep, Kvfoicttf fwiforas apapmi. 

Paios o yiupoiw erm eira ra Mm 
l’ppa? KioAvtrei, km to re\os dawnas- 
Of which the following is a loose paraphrase: 
Fly, my beloved, to yonder stream, 

We'll plunge us from the noontide beam I 
Then cull the rose's humid bud, 

And dip it in our goblet's flood. 

Our ago of bliss, my nymph, shall fly 
As sweet, though passing, ns that sigh 
Which seems to whisper o’er your lip, 

‘ dome, while you may, of rapture sip.' 


To him, the god who loves so well 
The nectared bowl, the choral swell! 


ODE XXXIX, 

How I love the festive boy, 
Tripping with the dance of joy! 
How I love the mellow sago, 
Smiling through the voil of age! 
And whene'er this man of years 
Itftlie dance of joy appears, * 
Age is on his temples imug, 

But his heart—his heart is young ! 2 


ODE XL. 

• 

I know that Hsaven ordains me hero 
To run this mortal life's career; 

The scenes which I have journeyed 
o’er » 

Return uo more-alas! no more; 

And all the path I’ve yet to go 
I neither know nor ask to know. 

Then surely, Care, thoucanst not twine 
Thy fetters round a soul like mine; 

No, no, the heart that feels with mo 
Can never be a slave to thee ! 3 
And oh 1 before the vital thrill, 

Which trembles at my heart, is still, 

For ago will steal the rosy form, 

And chill the pulse, which trembles warm! 
And death-alas I that hearts, which thrill 
hike yours and mine, sho'uld e’er be still 1 

8 Saint Pavia makes the snmo distinction in o 
sonnet to a young girl: 

Joanis Men quo lea dostindes 
Ont mal compasse nos nimfiosj 
No rcgnrdoz que mon amour. 

Peut-fitro on serez voua dmuo: 

11 eat jeune, et n'est que du jour, 

Belle Iris, quo jo voua ni vuo. 

Fair anff young thoubloomcat now, 

And I lull many ayoav hnvo toldj 
But read the heart aud not the brow, ■ 
Thou ahalt not lind my love in old. 

My love’s a child, and thou enlist say 
How much hie little ago may be, 

For ho was bof n the vory day 
r That first 1 sot my eyes on thee I 

* Longeplerrequotes an epigram hero from tin 
dnlholagia, on account of tho similarity of a 
particular phrase. Ft is by no means Anacreon¬ 
tic, but has im interesting simplicity which in¬ 
duced me to paraphrase It) and may atone for Its 
intrusion i 
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I’ll gather joy's luxurious flowers, 
And gild with bliss my fading hours; 
Bacchus shrill bid my winter bloom, 
And Venus dance me to the tomb l 1 


ODE XLI. 

When 1 Spring begems the dewy scene, 
How sweet to walk the velvet green, 
And hear the Zephyr’s languid sighs, 
As o’A' the scented mead he flies! • 
How sweet to mark the pouting vine, 
Ready to fall in tears of wine; 

And with the maid whose every sigh 
Is love and bliss, entranced to lie 2 
Where the embowering branches 
meet- 

Oli 1 is not this divinel/ sweet ? 


ODE xfill. 3 

Yes, be the glorious revel mine,. 
Where humour sparkles from the wine! 
Around me let the youthful choir 
Respond to my beguiling lyre; • 

And while the red cup circles round, 
Mingle in soul as well as sound! 

Let the bright nymph, with trembling 
eye, 

Beside me all in blushes lie; 

At length to Fortune, and to you, 

Delusive Hope! a last adieu. 

The charm that once beguiled is o’er, 

And I have reached my destined shore I 
Away, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts, 

And you will smile at their believing, 

And they shall weep at your deceiving 1 

1 The samo commentator has quoted an epitaph, 
written upon our poet by Julian, where he makes 
him give the precepts of good fellowship even 
from tho tomb: # 

This lesson oft in lifolsnng, 

And from my grave I still shall cry, 

Drink, mortal! drink, while time is young, 
lire death has made thee cold as I.’ 

5 Thus Horace: . , 

Quid babes illlus.illius • 

Qme spirabat amores, 

Quaime surpuerat mild, 

And does there then remain but this 
And hast thou lost each rosy ray 
Of her, who breathed the soul of bliss, 

And stole mo from myself away? 


And, yj|iilo she weaves a frontlet fair 
Of hyacinth to deck my hair, 

Oh! let me snatch lior sidelong kisses, 
And that shall bo my bliss of blisses I 
My soul, to festive feeling true, 

One pang of envy never knew; 

And little has it learned to dread* 

The gall that Envy’s tongue can shod. 
Away—I hate the slanderous dart, 
Which steals to wound the unwary 
heart; 

And oh! I hate, with all my soul, 
Discordant clamours o’er the bowl, 
Where every cordial heart should be, 
Attuned to peace and harmony. 

Come, let us hear tho soul of song 
Expire the silver harp along: 

And through the dance's ringlet move. 
With maidens mellowing into lore; * 
Thus simply happy, thus at peace, 

Sure such a life should never cease ! 


ODE XL III. 

While our rosy fillets shed 
Blushes o’er each fervid head, 

With many a cup and many a smile 
t The festal moments we beguile. 

Aud while the harp, impassioned, flings 
Tuneful rapture from the strings, 4 

3 Tho character of Anacreon is here very 
strikingly depleted, His love of social, harmo. 
iiized pleasures is expressed with a warmth, ami- 
nhlo ami endearing. Among tho epigrams 
imputed to Anacreon Is tho following; it is the 
only one worth translation, and it breathes the 
samo sentiments with this odo •. 

Ov JiiAov, Of aprjTTjpi mpa wMu oiporrarafap, 
Newett km irokepoi' SaKpvoimm Mym, 

AU.’ Qimr Momrew T£, Kai ayMa Sap' Aif:po 8 l 71 /) 
hupfucryuv, eparqs pi'ijffKcrai inn/ipoowtyj. 

TVhon to the lip the brimming cup is pressed, 
Ana hearts are all afloat upon tho stream, 

1 hen banish from my board tho unpolished guest, 
Who makes tho feats of war his barbarous 
thomo. 

But bring tho man, who o’or his goblet wreathes 
The Muse's laurel with the Cyprian flower: 

Oh 1 give me him whose heart expansive breathes 
All the refinements of the social hour, 

1 0 n tho barbiton a host of authorities may lie 
collected, which, after all, Ionvo ua ignorant of 
tlui nature ol the instrument. There in scmnioly 
nnv point, upon which wn nre so totally uiiln- 
tonnuif a*, tho uiusie of the ancients, Tho 
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Some airy nymph, with fluent limbs, 
Through the dance luxuriant swims, 
Waving, in her snowy hand, 

The leafy Bacchanalian wand, 

Which, as the tripping wanton flies, 
Shakes its tresses to her sighs! 

A youth, the while, with loosened hair 
Floating on the listless air, 

Sings, to the wild harp’s tender tone, 
A tide of woes, alas! his own ; 

Awl then, what nectar in his sigh, 

As o’er his lip the murmurs die l 1 
Surely never yet has been 
So divine, so blest a scene ! » 

Has Cupid left the starry sphere, 

To wave his golden tresses here? 2 
Oh yes! ami Venus, queen of wiles, 
And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles, 
All, all are here, to hail with me 
The Genius of Festivity ! ;l 


Hose ! thou art the fondest child 
Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph 
wild! 

Even the gods, who walk the sky, 

Are amorous of thy scented sigh. 

Cupid too, in Papliian shades, 

His hair with rosy fillet braids, 

When, with the blushing naked Graces, 
'Ime wanton winding dance he traces, 
Then bring mo showers of roses, bring. 
And shed them round me while I 
« sing; • 

Great Bacchus! in thy hallowed shade, 
With some celestial, glowing maid, 
While gales of roses round me rise, 

In perfume sweetened by her sighs, 

I’ll bill and twine in early dance, 
Commingling soul with every glance ! 


ODE XLIV. 4 

Buds of roses, virgin flowers, 

Culled from Cupid’s balmy bowers, 

In the bowl of Bacchus steep, 

Till with crimson drops they weep! 
Twine the rose, the garland twine, 
Every leaf distilling wine; 

Drink and smile, and learn to think 
That we were born to smile and drink. 
Rose! thou art the sweetest flower 
That ever drank the amber shower; 

authors extant upon the subject nro, I imagine, 
little understood i but certainly, if one ol their 
moods was a progression by quarter-tones, which 
wo arc told was the nature of the enharmonic 
scale, simplicity was by no meam tbo tiharaeie- 
riatio of their melody; for this is a nicety ol pro¬ 
gression of which modern music la not Husooptiblo. 

The invention of the Imrliiton Is, by Athcnieus, 
attributed to Awioroon, Noanthes of Cyzlcus, 
as quoted by Qyraldiis, asserts the sumo. Vult 
Chilot. *« Uomt. on the words 1 Lesboum bar- 
biton,' in the first odo. 

1 Longopierro has quoted hero an epigram 
from the AnMogia, of which the-following may 
give some Idem 

The kiss that slio left on my lip 
Like n dew-drop Khali lingering lie; 

' l'was nectar she gave me to sip, 

‘Twas neotar I drank in her sigh I 
Tho dew that distilled in that kiss, 

Tn my soul was voluptuous wine * 


OD.fi XLV. 

Within this goblet, rich and deep, 

I cradle all my woes to sleep. 

Why should we breathe the sigli of 
* fear, 

Or pour the unavailing tear ? 

For death will never heed the sigh, 
Nor soften at the tearful eye; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep, 
Must all alike he sealed in sleep ■ 

Then lot us never vainly stray. 

In search of thorns, from pleasure’s 
way; 


Ever since it is drunk will; the bliss, 

And fuels tho delirium divine I 

3 The introduction of these deities to tiro festival 
is merely allegorical. Madame Doctor thinks 
that tho poet describes a masquerade, whom 
tliOBO deities wore personated by tho company in 
masks. The translation will conform with either 
idea, • 

3 K 10 ( 105 , tho deity or genius of mirth. Philo- 
stratus, in tho third of ids pictures (as all tho 
annotators have observed), gives a very beautiful 
description of this god. 

4 This spirited poem Is a eulogy on the rose; 
and again, in the llfly-flfth ode, wo Hindi llnd our 
author,rich in the praises of that flower. In n 
fragment of Sapplm, in the romance of Achilles 
Tntins, to which Barnes refers us, the rose is 
very elegantly styled ‘the eye of flowers;’ ami 
the sumo pnoleas, irfnimlher fragment, culls the 
flavours of the Muse ‘ tho roses of Picriu,' See 
the notes uu tho (Ifty-fifth ode. 
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« 


Oh ! let us quaff the rosy wave 
Which Bacchus loves, which Bacchus 
gave; 

And in. the*goblet, rich and deep, 
Cradle our crying woes to sleep I 


ODE XLVI. 1 

See, the young, the rosy Spring, 
Givesjm the breeze her spangled win^ 
While virgin Graces, warm with May, 
Fling roses o’er her dewy way ! 

The murmuring billows of the deep 
Have languished into silent steep; 

And mark! the flitting sea-birds lave 
Their plumes in the reflecting wave; 
While cranes from hoary whiter fly 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 

Now the genial star of day 
Dissolves the murky clouds away; 

And cultured field, and winding stream, 
Are sweetly tissued by his beam 4 
Now the earth prolific swells 
With leafy buds and flowery hells; 
Gemming shoots the olive twine, • 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine; 

All along tho branches creeping, 
Through the velvet foliage peeping, 
Little infant fruits we see 
Nursing into luxury! 


ODE XLVII. 

’Tis true, my fading years decline, 
Yet I can quaff the brimming wine 


1 Tho fastidious affectation of some commenta¬ 
tors has denounced this ode us spurious. Degcn 
pronounces the four last lines to he the patch- 
work of some miserable veraifleatorfnnd Brunei: 
condemns tho whole ode, It appears to mo to bo 
elegantly graphical; full of delicate expressions 
and luxuriant imagery, Barnes conjectures, In 
his Life of our poet, that tills ode was written 
after ho had returned from Athens, to settle in 
his paternal seat at Teos: there, in a little villa 
at some distance from tho city, which commended 
a view of tho ASgean Sea and the Islands, lie con¬ 
templated the beauties of nature, and enjoyed tho 
felicities of retirement. Viilr.ilarm, in Anna, 
vita, sec, xxxv. This supposition, however un- 
authcnticated, forms a pleasant association, 
which makes the poem more interesting. 


As deep as any stripling fair 
Whose*cheeks the flush of morning 
wear; 

And if, amidst the wanton crew, 

I’m called to wind the dance’s clue, 
Thou shalt behold this vigorous hand 
Not faltering on the bacchant’s wand, 
But brandishing a rosy flask, 3 * 

The only thyrsus e’er I’ll ask ! ;! 

Let those who pant for Glory’s charm? 
Embrace her in the field of arms; 
While my inglorious, placid bouI 
Breathes not a wish beyond the bowl. 
Then fill it high, my ruddy slave,. 

And bathe me in its honeyed wave! 
For though my fading years decay, 
And though my bloom lias passed away, 
Like old Silenus, sire divine, 

With blushes borrowed from my wine, 
I’ll wanton 'mid the dancing train, 
And live my follies all again! 


ODE XLVIII. 

When my thirsty soul 1 steep, 

Every sorrow’s lulled to sleep. 

Talk of monarchs! 1 am then 
Richest, happiest, first of men; 

Gareless o’er my cup I sing, 

Fancy makes me more than king; 

Gives me wealthy CrtEsus’ store, 

Can 1, can I, wish for more ? 

On my velvet couch reclining, 

Ivy leaves my brow entwining, 4 
While my soul dilates with glee, 

What are kings and crowns to mo ? 

a Aow was a kind of leathern vessel for ivine, 
very much in use, as should scorn by the proverb 
now mi Mum, which was applied to those 
who were intemperate in eating and drinking. 
This proverb is mentioned In some verses quoted 
by Athemous from tho Redone of Alexis, 

3 Phornutus assigns as a reason for the conse- 
oration' of tho thyrsus to UuocIiub, that inebriety 
often renders the support of a stick very neces- 

41 Tho ivy was consecrated to Bacchus (says 
Montfaucon), because he formerly lay hid under 
that tree, or, ns ethers will have it, because its 
leaves resemble those of the vine,’ Other reasons 
for its emiseuratton, and the use of it In garlands 
at banquets, may be found in Longepierre, 
Jlnrncs, etc. etc, 
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If before my feet they lay, • 

I would spurn them all away! 
Arm you, arm you, men oi might, 
Hasten to the sanguine fight j 1 
Let me, oh, my budding vine! 
Spill no other blood than thine, 
Yonrjer brimming goblet see, 

That alone shall vanquish me; 

Oh ! I think it sweeter far 
To fall in banquet than in war! 


ODE XLIX. 2 • 

When Bacchus, Jove’s immortal boy, 
The rosy harbinger of joy, 

Who, with the sunshine of the bowl, 
Thaws the winter of our soul: 

When to my inmost core he glides, 
And bathes it with his ruby tides, 

’ A flow of joy, a lively heat, 

Fires my brain, and wings my feet! 
'Tis surely something sweet* I think, 
Nay, something heavenly sweet, to 
drink! 

Sing, sing of love, let Music's breath 
Softly beguile our rapturous death, 
While, my young Venus, thou and I 
To the voluptuous cadence die! 

Then waking from our languid trance, 
Again we’ll sport, again we’ll dance. 


ODE L. 3 

When I drink, I feel, I feel, 

Visions of poetic zeal ! 4 

1 1 have adopted the interpretation of Bognier 
and others! 

AIM sepaMarte fern; 

Clio sol iiaeeo 6 '1 mio conform, 

3 This, the preceding tide, and a few more of 
fcho Barao oluivuctcr, avo merely chansons a Loire, 
Most likolythoy were the effusions of the moment 
ol conviviality, and were sung, wo imagine, with 
rapture in Greece; hut that interesting' associa¬ 
tion, by which they, always recalled the convivial 
omot'ons that produced them, can bo very little 
Jolt by the most enthusiastic reader; and much 
less by a phleputtio grammarian, who sees 
nothni|? in them but dialects and particles, 

_ eater thinks this spurious; but 1 believe lie 
is singular in his opinion. It has all the spirit 
of our author. Uiio the wreath which lie pre¬ 
sented in the dream, ‘it smells of Anacreon,’ 

I he form of this ode hi lira original is re* 


Warm with the goblet's freshening 
(lews, 

My heart invokes the heavguly Muse, 
When I drink, my sorrow’s o’er; 

I think of doubts and fears no more ; 
But scatter to the railing wind 
Each gloomy phantom of the mind! 
When I drink, the jesting boy, 
Bacchus himself, partakes my joy; 
And, while wo dance through breath- 
• ing bowers, * 

Whose every gale is rich with flowers, 
In bowls he makes my senses swim, 
Till the gale breathes of nought but 
him! 

When I drink, I deftly twine 
Flowers bcgSmmed with tears of wine; 
And, while 'with festive hand I 
spread 

The smiling garland round my head, 
Something whisplrs in my breast, 

How sweet it is to live at rest! 

When*! drink, and perfume stills 
Around mo all in balmy rills, 

Then as some beauty, smiling roses, 
In'languor on my breast reposes, 

Venus! I breathe my vows to thee, 

In many a sigh of luxury! 

When I drink, my heart relines, 

And rises as the cup declines,-- 
Rises in the gonial flow 
That none but social spirits know, 
When youthful revellers round the 
howl, 

Dilating, mingle soul with soul ! s 
When 1 drink, the bliss is mine.-- 
There’s bliss in every drop of wine ! 

markable, It Is a kind of song of seven quatrain 
stanzas, each beginning with the line i 

Or' eyw into tw oim. 

Tim first stanza alone is Incomplete, consisting 
but of three lines. 

4 ‘Anacreon is not the only one (says Image 
pierre) whom wine lias inspired with poetry. 

I hero is an epigram In the first liouk of the 
Authokgiu, which begins thus; 

PVl ot ™ XspioiA-i /ityas ttcAbi iirrro? aoiSw, 
mm*, Ka\ov on rawn emu , 1 

If with walcr you (ill up vuiir gimmes, 

You’ll never write iiiiyiliing»wise; 

Imr wine is thb hnne of i’arnnssim, 

Which hurries a bard to the sides! 

5 Subjoined to Gail’s edition of Aiinureiiu, iiiero 
arc soinocurloua letters unon the famt ortho 
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All other joys that I have known, 
I've scarcely dared to call my own; 
But this the Jfates cau ne’er destroy, 
Till Death o’ershadowa all my joy! 


ODE LI. 1 

Fly not thus, my brow of snow, 
Lovely wanton! fly not so. 
Thougljjthe wane of age is mine, 
Though the brilliant flush is thine, 
Still I’m doomed to sigh for thee, 
Blest, if thou could’st sigh for tnc! 
See, in yonder flowery braid, 

Culled for thee, my blushing maid, 8 
How the rose, of orient glow, 
Mingles with the lily's siupw; 

Mark how sweet their tints agree, 
Just, my girl, like thee and me! 


They'd nuke me learn, they’d make me 
think, 

But would they make me love and 
drink ? 

Teach mo this, and let me swim 
My soul upon the goblet’s brim ; 
t Teach me this, and let me twine • 
My arms around the nymph divine ! 4 
Age begins to blanch my brow, 

I’ve time for nought but pleasure now, 
(i Fly, and cool my goblet’s glow 
At yonder fountain's gelid flow; 

I’ll quail' my boy, and calmly sink 
Lius soul to slumber as I drink i 
Soon, too soon, my jocund slave, 

You’ll deck your master’s grassy grave; 
And there’s an end-for all! you know, 
They drink but little wine below ! 6 


ODE LIL* 

Away, away, you men of rules, 

What have I to do with schools ? * 


ancients, which anpoared in the French journals 
At the upenimr ol the Odcon, in Paris, tlie maim* 
fjera of the spectacle requested Professor Gall to 
givo them some uncommon mime for the fetes of 
this institution. He suggested the word ‘ Tliiase ’ 
which was adopted; but the literati of Paris 
questioned the propriety of it, and addressed 
their criticisms to Gail, through tho medium of 
the public prints, Two or three of tho letters he 
has inserted in Ills edition, and they have eli¬ 
cited from him some learned research On tho sub¬ 
ject, 

1 Alberti lias imitated this ode; and Capllu- 
pus, in tlie following epigram, lias given a version 
of it: ’ 

Cur, Lalnge, mea vita, meos contomnls aniores ? 

Cur flight e nostro puiehra puella simi ? 

No flights, slut sparsa licet mea tompora caiiis, 
Inquo tuo roseus fulgent ore color, * 

Aspice ut Intoxtas deccant quoquo iiore corollas 
Candida purpurcis lilia mixta rosis. 

Oh! wliy repel my soul’s impassioned vow, 

And fly, beloved maid, thone longing arms? 
is it that wintry time has strowed iny brow, 

And thine arc all the summer’s roseate charms ? 

Scifthc ricli garland, culled in vernal weather, 
Where the young rosebud with tlie illy glows; 
In wreaths ot JdVe wo thus may twine together, 
And I will be the lily, thou the rose, 

• 2 ‘In the snme manner tint Anacreon pleads 

for tlie whiteness of his locks, (rum the beauty, 


ODE Hill, 

When I beh&ld the festive train 
Of dancing youth, I’m young again ! 
Memory wakes her magic trance, 

And wings me lightly through the dauco. 


of the colour in garlands, a shepherd, in Thoo- 
cntUB, endeavours to recommend his black hair; 
Kai to ioi> /leAw ten, ictu a ypairra iaKwSof 
AAA cottas ev Ton trrrifjai'on fa npura AeyoyTat , 1 
Longepiem, Banes, etc. 

3 This Is doubtless tho work of a more modern 
poet than Anacreon; for at tho period when he 
lived rhetoricians were not known 
Though, the antiquity of this ode Is confirmed 
by the Vatican manuscript, I nm very much in* 
elliied to agree in this argument against n„ 
authenticity; for, though the dawnings of 
rhetoric might already have appeared, the first 
who gave it any celebrity was Corax of Syracuse, 
and lie flourished in the century aftor Anacreon, 
Our poet anticipated the ideas of Epicurus, in 
his aversion to the labours of learning as well aa 
Ins devotion to voluptuousness. n«o-«v mifatap 
paunpioi ipevyere, said tile philosopher of (lie 
garden m a letter to Pythoclcs, 

1 By vpums Ai/jpoSiTijtherc, I understand some 
beautiful girl; in the same manner that Avmos 
is often used tor wine, ‘ Golden ’ is IVeqtiently 
an epithet or beauty. Tims in Virgil, 1 Venus 
, surra,’ and in Propertius, ‘ Cynthia auroa,’ Tibul¬ 
lus, however, calls an old woman ‘golden.’ 

5 Thus tho witty Mainardi 

La Mort nous guette; ot quand sea lols 
Nous ont enformds une fois 
Au sein d’uiio fosse profonde, 

Adieu bons vins et lions ropaa, 
s Ma science ne trouve pas 
M Ces cabarets eti l’autre morale, 
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Come, Cybeba, smiling maid @ 

Cull the flower and twine the braid; 
Bid the blush of summer's rose 
Burn upon my brow of suows j 1 
And let mo, while the wild and young 
Trip the mazy dance along, 
idling my heap of years away, 

Anu be as wild, as young as they. 
Hither haste, some cordial soul! 

Give my lips the brimming bowl; 

Oh! you will see this hoary sage 
Forget his locks, forget his age. 

He still can chaunt the festive hymn, 
He still can kiss the goblet’s Brim; 3 
He still can act the mellow raver, 

And play the fool as sweet as ever! 


‘ - ODE LIV * 

Misthinks the pictured bull we see 
Is amorous Jove—it mustjio he! 

How fondly blest be seemis to bear 
The fairest of Phoenician fair! 

How proud he breasts the foamy tide, 
And spurns the billowy surge aside I 
Could any beast of vulgar vein 
Undaunted thus defy the main ! 

No; he descends from climes above, 
He looks the god, he breathes of Jovo ! 4 

1 ‘It appears that wreaths of flowers were 
adapted for poets and revellers at banquets, but 
by no moans became those who had pretensions 
to wisdom and philosophy,' On this principle, 
in his lB2d chapter, Licotus discovers a rolino* 
meat in Virgil, describing the garland of the poet 
Silenus as fallen off; which distinguishes, lie 
thinks, the divine intoxication of Silenus from 
that of common drunkards, who always wear 
their crowns while they drink, This, indeed, is 
tiie 1 labor ineptiarum 1 of commentators, 

8 Wine is prescribed by Galen as an excellent 
medicine for old men, ‘Quod frigidos et luiinori- 
1ms cxpletos calefaciat,’ etc,; but nature was 
Anacreon's physician. 

There is a proverb in Eriphus, mi quoted by 
Athenians, which says, ‘that wine makes aii old 
man dance whether lie will or not.’ 

Aoyos m' apxmas, ov nanus cyem, 

Otw Acyowi roes yepams, u jrarep, 
HetOeic jjofieeu/ ov OeXocrav, 

3 ‘This ode is written upon a picture which 
represented the rapo of Europa.'— Mmlanw 
Dacier. 

It may perhaps he considered aa a description 
of one of those coins which the Sidonians struck 
off.in honour of Europa, representing a woman 


ODE LV. 0 

While wo invoke the wroiithikl spring, 
Resplendent rose! to thewwu’U sing; 
Resplendent rose! the flower of flowers, 
Whoso breath perfumes Olympus’ 
bowers; 

,Whose virgin blush, of chastened dye, 
Enchants so much our mortal eye. 
When Pleasure’s bloomy season glows, 
Thu Graces love to twine the rose; 
■The rose is warm Diene's bliss,* 

And flushes like Diene’s kiss! 

Oft has the poet’s magic tongue 
The rose’s fair luxuriance sung; 

And long the Muses, heavenly maids, 
Have reared it in their tuneful shades, 
Wheu, at, (he early glance of morn, 

It sleeps upoti the glittering thorn, 

’Tis sweet to dare tho tangled fence, 

To cull the timid floweret thence, 

And wipe, wit,If tender hand, away 
The tear that on its blushes lay! 

’Tis «weet to hold the infant stems, 

Yet dropping with Aurora’s gems, 

And fresh inhale the spicy sighs 
That from tho weeping buds arise. 
When revel reigns, when mirth is high, 
And Bacchus beams in every eye, 

Out rosy Allots scent exhale, 

And fill with balm tho fainting galo! 

carried across the sea by a bull, Thus Natiilk 
Cmnt», lib, vlil, cap. 23 1 ‘ Hidmdi numismata cum 
fcomina tauri dorso inshlente oo mare tr msl'rii- 
tante, cuderunt in qjus honorum,’ In tim little 
treatise upon tho goddess of Syria, attributed 
very falsely to Lucian, there is mention of this 
coin, and of a temple dedicated by the Siilonium 
to Aatarto, whom some, it appears, confounded 
witli Europa, Moseims 1ms wrlttcu a very 
beautiful idyl on Hie story of Europa, 

1 ThusMoselras: 

Kpvipii Otw sat rpii/in Senas' kiu yivcro wv/mv, 
The iiodiorgot himsell', his heaven, for love, 
And u boll's form belled tho almighty Jovo. 

s This ode is a brilliant panegyric on’ the rose. 
All antiquity (says Harm's) has produced nothing 
more beautiful,' 

Prom the idea of peculiar excellence which the 
ancients attached to this (lower, aroso a pretty 

S rblnl expression, used by Aristophanes, ne- 
ig to ,Saidas, poSa p' eipijKuv, 1 You have 
spoken roses,’ a phrase somewhat similar to the 
diro des tlenrettes' id' the French. In the same 
idea of execljonei,* originated, I doubt not, a very 
eurjmis application ot the word pafiov, for which 
tlm inquisitive reader may consult Gaulminns 
unon the epithalamium ofourjwet, whore it is 
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Oh, there is nought in nature bright, 
Where roses do not shed their light I 
When morning paints the orient skies, 
Her fingers burn with roseate dyes 
The nymphs display the rose's charms, 
It mantles o’er their graceful arms; 
Through Gytherea's form it glows, 

And mingles with the living suows. * 
The rose distils a healing balm, 

The beating pulse of pain to calm; 
Preserves the cold inurned clay, 3 p 
And mocks the vestige of decay; 

And when, at length, in pale decline, 
Its florid beauties fade and pine, 

Sweet as in youth, its balmy breath 
Diffuses odour ecu in death! 

Oh! whence could such a 6 plant have 
sprung ? • 

Attend—for thus the tale is sung. 
When, humid, from the silvery stream, 
Effusing beauty’s warmest beam, 

Veuns appeared, in flushing hues, 

• Mellowed by Ocean’s briny dews*; 
When, in the starry courts above, 

The pregnant brain of mighty Jove # 

Introduced in tho romance ofTheodorus, Mure- 
tus, in one ot ids elegies, calls his mistress his 
rose: 

Jam te igitur rursus toneo, formosula, jam te 
(Quid trepidasp) toneo; jam, rosa, te toneo.— 
hi eg, 8. 

Now I again embrace thee, dearest, 

(Tell me, wanton, why thou fearest P) 

Again my longing arms infold thee, 

Again, my rose, again I hold thee. 

This, like most of the terms of endearment in the 
modern Latin poets, is taken from Plautus: they 
wore vulgar and colloquial In his time, and they 
are among the elegances of tho modern Latinists. 

1 In tho original here, lie enumerates the many 
epithets of beauty, bonwyod from roses, which 
were used by tho poets, mpa roc mdmv, We 
see that poets, wnro dignified in Greece with the 
title of sages; even tho careless Anacreon, who 
lived but Air love and voluptuousness, was called 
by Plato the wise Anacreon. Fait hue mpienlia 
qiumdum, 

3 He here alludes to tho use of the rose in em¬ 
balming, and perhaps (as Carnes thinks) to tho 
rosy unguent with which Venus anointed the 
corpse of Hector, It may likewise regard the 
ancient practice of putt mr garlands of ramson 
tho dead, as in Stalins, Theh, lib, x, 7H3: 

Hi sertis, hi voids hmmre solutn 
Aennmulant itrtus patriaque in scdo.reponunt 
Corpus odorntum, - 

where ‘veris honor,’ though it moans every kind 
of Cowers, rimy seem more particularly to refer 
to the rose. We read, in the Hieroglyphics of 


Disclose"! the nymph of azure glance, 
The nymph who shakes the martin) 
lance! 

Then, then, iu strange eventful hour, 
The earth produced an infant flower, 
Which sprung, with blushing tinctures 
dressed, „ 

And wantoned o'er its parent breast, 
The gods beheld this brilliant birth, 
And [tailed the Rose, the boon of earth I 
With nectar drops, a ruby tide, 

The sweetly orient buds they dyed, 3 
And bade them bloom, the flowers 
divine 

Of him who sheds the teeming vine; 
And bade them on the spangled thorn 
Expand their bosoms to the morn. 


, ODE LVI. 4 

He, who instructs the youthful crew 
To bathe them in the brimmer’s dew, 

Pierlus, lib, lv„ that some of the ancients used k 
order in their wills, that ruses should be annually 
scattered on their tombs, and im has adduced 
some sepulchral inscriptions to this purpose. 

s I lie author of tho Pervigilium Veneris (a 
poem attributed to Catullus, the stylo of which 
appears to me to have all tho laboured luxuriance 
of a much later period) ascribes the tincture of 
the rose to the blood from tho wound of Adonis- 
Hosie 

Fusee aprino do cruoro- 
aocording to tho emendation of Lipsius, In the 
billowing cpjgram this hue is differently ac¬ 
counted lor: 

ilia quidem studiosa smmi dei'oiuloro Adonim, 
Gradivus stricto quoin petit ense forox, 

Aiiixit duris vestigia eieea rosetis, 

Albaque divino picta cruorc rosa est. 

While tl:e enamoured queen of joy 
Elies to protect her lovely hoy. 

On whom the jealous war-god rushes* 

She treads upon a thorned rose, 

And while the wound with crimson (lows, 

The snowy floweret feds her blood, and blushes, 
1 This appears to be one of tho hymns which 
wore sung at the anniversary festival of the 
vintage j one of the emXijvm hpvai, as our poet 
himsoif terms them in the fifty-ninth ode. We 
cannot help feeling a peculiar veneration for these 
relics of the religion of antiquity. Hornco may 
be supposed to havo written tho nineteenth ndif 
of his second book and tho twenty-tilth of tho 
third for some bacchanalian celebration of this 
' kind. 
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Aad taste, unoloyed by #ich ex-1 Imagine thus, in semblance warm, 
cesses, The Queen of Love’s voluptuous form, 

All the bliss that wine possesses! Floating along the silvery t sea 
He, who inspires the youth to glance In beauty’s naked majesty ? 

In winged circlets through the dance! Oh! he lias given the raptured sight 
Bacchus, the god, again is here, A witching banquet of delight; 

And leads along the blushing year ; And all those sacred scenes of Love, 
The blushing year with rapture teems, Where only hallowed eyes may rove, 4 
Ready to shed those cordial streams Lie faintly glowing, half-concealed, 
Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth, Within the lucid billows veiled, 
Illuminate the sons of earth l 1 (Light as the leaf that siijnmer’s 

And when the ripe and vermil wine, hrecze 
Sweet infant of the pregnant yne, Has wafted o’er the glassy seas, 

Which now in mellow dusters swells, She floats upon the ocean's breast, 

Oh! when it bursts its rosy cells, Which undulates in sleepy rest, 

The heavenly stream shall mantling And stealing on, she gently pillows 
flow, Her bosomcn the amorous billows. 

To balsam every mortal woe! Her bosom, like the humid rose, 

• No vouth shall then be wan or weak, Her neck, like dewy-sparkling snows, 
For' dimpling health shall light the Illume the liquid path she traces, 
cheek; • And burn within the stream’s etn- 

No heart shall then desponding sigh, braces! 

For wine shall bid despondence fly! In languid hmiry soft she glides, 
Thus—till another autumn's glow Encircled by the azure tides, 

Shall bid another vintage flow I Like some fair lily, faint with weep- 

* ing, 

_____ Upon a bed of violets sleeping! 

Beneath their queen’s inspiring glance, 
Thu dolphins o’er the green sea 
ODE LYII, a dance, 

Bearing in triumph young Desire, 

And whose immortal hand could And baby Love with smiles of lire ! 

shed _ While, sparkling on the silver waves, 

Upon this disk the ocean’s bed ? 3 The tenants of the briny caves 

And, in a frenzied flight of soul, Around the pomp in eddies play. 

Sublime as Heaven’s eternal pole, And gleam along the watery way. 

r Madame Daeier thinks th: t the poet her© had There are a few blemishes in the rending 1 of 
the nopenthd of Homer in his mind.— Odyssey, the odo before us, which have influenced Pabor, 
lib. iv. This nepenthd was n somctl>ing ofexqui- Hcyne, Brunek, ote„ to denouneo the wholo poem 
sito charm,infused by Helen into the wine other as spurious, Non eyo pattoit ofendar maculii, 
guests, which had the power of dispelling every I think it is beautiful enough' to bo authon- 
anxiety, A French writer, with very elegant tie. 

gallantry, conjectures that this spoil, which made 3 The abftptness of apa ns ropevm mvrov is 
the bowl so beguiling, was the charm of Helen's finely expressive of sudden admiration, and is uno 
conversation. See do Merd, quoted by Uayle, of those beauties which wo cannot- hut admlro 

arf Helene. in their source, though by frequent imitation 

3 This ode is a very animated description of a they are now booomo languid and uuimpnis- 
pieturo of Venus on a discus, which represented sive. 

the goddess in lior first emergence from the 4 The picture here has all the delicate character 
waves. About two centuries after onr poet of the semi-reducta Venus, and is the sweetest 
wrote, the pencil of the artist Apelles embellished emblem of what the poetry of passion ought to 
this subject, in his famous painting of the Venus be; glowing but through a veil, and stealing 
iMdyoinentS, the model of which, as Pliny in- upon the heart from concealment. Pew of the 

forms us, was the beautiful Campaspe, given to ancients have attained this modesty of desorip- 

iiim by Alexnuder; though, according to Natalis tion, which is, like the golden cloud that hung 
Comes, lib, vii. cap. 10, it was Phryne who sat over Jupiter and Juno, impervious to every beam 
to Apelles fur the face and breast of this Venus. I but that of fanny. 
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ODE LVIII. 1 

When gold, as fleet as Zephyr’s pinion, 
Escapes like*any faithless minion, 8 
And Hies me (as he flies me ever), 11 
Do I pursue him ? never, never! 

No, let the false deserter go, 

For who would court his direst foe? < 
But when I feel my lightened mind 
No more by tiea of gold confined, 

I loosen all my clinging cares, 

And east them to the vagrant airs, ' 
Then, then I feel the Muse’s spell, 

And wake to life the dulcet shell; 

The dulcet shell to beauty sings, 

And love dissolves along the strings! 
Thus, when my heart is swqetly taught 
How little gold deserves § thought, 

The winged slave returns once more, 
And with him wafts delicious store 
Of racy wine, whose b^my art 
In slumber seals the anxious heart! 

_ Again he tries my soul to sever 
' From love and song, perhaps for eW! 
Away, deceiver! why pursuing 
Ceaseless thus my heart’s undoing ? , 
Sweet is the song of amorous tire; 

Sweet are the sighs that thrill the lyre; 
Oh ! sweeter far than all the gold 
The wattage of thy wings cauhold,* 

I well remember all thy wiles; 

They withered Cupid’s flowery smiles, 
And o’er his harp such garbage shed, 

I thought its angel breath was fled I 

1 I have followed Barnes' arrangement of this 
ode; it deviates somewhat from the Vatican MS,, 
but it uppwirod to me the more natural order. 

3 Tlioro is a kind of pun in these words, as 
Madame Dacior lias already remarked; for 
Chrysos, which signifies gold, was also a fre¬ 
quent name for a slavo, In one of Lucian’s 
dialogues there Is, I think, a similar play upon 
mo word, whore the followers of Chrysippua aro 
called golden fishes. The puns of tis nneients 
are in general even more vapid than our own; 
some ortho best nre those recorded of Diogenes. 

* Aei S', aa pe i/nivyes. This grace of iteration 
has already been taken notioo of. Though some¬ 
times merely a playful beauty, it Is peculiarly 
expressive of impassioned sentiment, and wo may 
easily believe that it was one of the many sources 
of that energetic sensibility which breathed 
through the stylo of Sappho. Seo Gi/rald, Vet. 
Poet. Dial. 9, It will not lie sjid that this is a 
mechanical ornament by any one who can feel 
its charm in those lines of Catullus, where ho 
complains of the jnlhlolity of his mistress, 
Losblai 


They tainted all his bowl of blisses, 

His bland desires and hallowed kisses,' 1 
Oh ! fly to haunts of sordid men, 

But rove not near the bard again; 

Thy glitter in the Muse’s shade 
Scares from her bower the tuneful maid; 
And not for worlds would I forego. 
That moment of poetic glow, 

When my full soul, in Fancy’s stream, 
Pours o’er the lyre its swelling theme. 
Away, away! to worldlings hence, 
Who feel not this diviner sense, 

And, wifcji thy gay fallacious blaze, 
Dazzle their unrefined gaze, 


ODE LIX, 5 

Sabled by the solar beam,. 

Now the fiery cluatefh teem, 

In osier baskets, borne along 
By all the festal vintage throng 
Of rosy youths and virgins fair, 

Ripe as the melting fruits they hear. 
Now, uow they press the pregnant 
grapes, 

And now the captive stream escapes, 
In fervid tide of nectar gushing. 

And for its bondage proudly blush¬ 
ing! 

While, round the vat’s impurpled brim, 
The choral song, the vintage hymn 

Cinli, Lesbin nostra, Leabia Ilia, 

Ilia Lenina, qumn Catullus imam, 

Plus quam no atquo sues amnvit omnos, 
Nunc, etc, 

Si tic omniadiximtl but the rest does not bear 
citation. 

■‘Original: 

'Mp/wrur ie ksSvwv, 

Hn(W xvirsWa Kiprijs' 

Iloraco baa,' Desideriquo temperuro pnoulum;' 
not figuratively, however, like Anaoroun, but im¬ 
porting the love-philtres of the witohos, By 
*cupH of kisses' our poet muy allude to a fa¬ 
vourite gallantry among the ancients, of drinking 
when the lips of their mistresses had touched 
tho brim: 

1 Or leavo a kiss within tho cup, 

And I'll not ask for wine.' 
s Dogon, in tho true spirit of literary scepti¬ 
cism, doubts that this ode is genuine, without 
assigning any reason for suoh a suspicion. 1 Non 
amo tc, Salndi, neo possum dieere quare;’ but 
this Is far from satisfactory criticism. 
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Of rosy youths and virgins faift 
Steals on the cloyed and panting air. 
Mark, how they drink, with all their 
eyes, 

The orient tide that sparkling Hies; 
The infant balm of all their fears, 
Tho«jnfant Bacchus, born in tears! 
When he, whose verging years decline 
As deep into the vale as mine, 

When he inhales the vintage spring, 
His heart is lire, his foot’s a wing; 

And. as he flies, his hoary hair _ 

Plays truant with the wanton^air! 
While the warm youth, whose wishing 
soul 

Has kindled o’er the inspiring bowl, 
Impassioned seeks the shadowy grove, 
Where, in the tempting guise of love, 
.Reclining sleeps some witching maid. 
Whose sunny charms, but half dis¬ 
played, * 

Blush through the bower, that, closely 
twined, * 

Excludes the kisses of the wind! 

The virgin wakes, the glowing boy 
Allures her to the embrace of joy; 
Swears that the herbage heaven has 
spread 

Was sacred as the nuptial bed; _ 

That laws should never bind desire, 
And love was nature’s holiest fire! 

The virgin weeps, the virgin sighs; 

He kissed her lips, he kissed her-eyes; 
The sigh was balm, the tear was dew, 
They only raised his flame anew. 

And, oh 1 lie stole the sweetest flower 
That ever bloomed in any bower! 

Such is the madness wine imparts, 
Whene'er it steals on youthful hearts. 


ODE LX. 1 

Awake to life, my dulcet shell, 

To Phffibus all thy sighs shall swell; 


1 This hymn to Apollo is supposed not to have 
been written by Anacreon, and it certainly is 
rather a sublimer (light than the Teiari wing, is 
accustomed to soar, But we ought not to judge 
iron) this diversity of style, in a poet of whom 
time has preserved such partial relics. If we 
hpy Hprpi bnhap it 'ftyfyistj should wo easily 


And though no glorious prize he thine, 
Ho Pythian wreath around thee twine, 
Yet every hour is glory’s hour, 

To him who gathers wisdom’s flower! 
Then wake thee from thy magic slum¬ 
bers, 

Breathe to the soft and Phrygian nurn- 
* bars, 

Which, as my trembling lips repeat, 
Thy chords shall echo back as sweet. 
pJThe cygnet thus, with fading ngtes, 

As down Cayster’s tide lie floats, 

Plays with his snowy plumage fair 
Upon the wanton murmuring air, 
Which amorously lingers round, 

And sighs responsive souud for sound' 
Muse of th» Lyre! Ultimo my dream, 
Thy Phoebus is my fancy's theme; 

And hallowed is the harp I hear, 

And hallowed is the wreath I wear, 
Hallowed by hi«i, the god of lays, 

Who modulates the choral maze! 

I sill" the love which Daphne twined 
Around the godhead’s yielding mind; 

I sing the blushing Daphne's flight 
Prom this (ethereal youth of light; 

And how the tender, timid maid 
Flew panting to the kindly shade, 
Resigned a form, too tempting fair, 

And grew a verdant laurel there; 
Whose leaves, with sympathetic thrill, 
In terror seemed to tremble still! 

The god pursued, with winged desire; 
And when his hopes were all on lire, 
And when he thought to hear the sigh 
With which enamoured virgins die, 

He only heard the pensive air 
Whispering amid her leafy hair! 

But oil, my soul! no more—no more! 
Enthusiast, whither do I soar ? 

This sweetly maddening dream of soul 
Has hurried me beyond the goal, 

Why ahofild I sing the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts, 
When sura the lay, with sweeter tone, 
Can tell the darts that wound my own 1 



believe there could dwell such animation in his 
lyre f Suidas says that our poet wrote hymns, 
and this perhaps is one of them. We can per¬ 
ceive in what an'altered and imperfect state his 
works are at present, when wo find a scholiast 
upon Borneo citing an ude from the third book 
Ql'Aqncreon, ;„ 
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Still be Anacreon, still inspire 
The descant of the Teiau lyre; 

Still let the nectared numbers float, 
Distilling love in every note! 

And when the youth, whose burning 
soul 

Has felt the Papliian star's control, 
When he the liquid lays shall hear * 
His heart will flutter to his ear. 

And drinking there of song divine, 
Banquet oil intellectual wine! 1 „ 


ODE LXI. 3 

Golden hues of youth are lied; 

Hoary locks deform my head. 

Bloomy graces, dalliancefgay, 

All the flowers of life decay, 3 

1 Here ends the last of tlRi odes in the Vatican 
MS., whoso authority confirms tho genuine an- 
• tiquity of them all, though a few lmvo stolen 
among tho number which we may hesitate in 
attributing to Anacreon. In tho little essay pre¬ 
fixed to this translation, I observed that Barnes 
had quoted this manuscript incorrectly, relying 
upon an imperfect copy of it, which Isaac Vossius 
had taken; I shall just mention two or three In¬ 
stances of this inaccuracy, the first which occur 
to mo. In the ode ol' the Dove, on the yords 
IIrepoi(ri (rwysaAu'I'w, he says, ’Vatican MB. 
owmfuw, otiam Prisciano invito/ though the 
MS, reads crunKaAeipo), with awKiacrw interlined. 
Degon, too, on the same line, is somewhat in 
error, In tho twenty-second ode of tills series, 
lino thirteenth, the MS. has rewp with <u inter¬ 
lined, and Barnes imputes to it tho reading of 
TevJi). in the fifty-seventh, line twelfth, lie pro¬ 
fesses to have preserved the reading of the MS, 
AAaArnieri) S’ or’ nun], Wllilc till! latter has 
a\a\i)ium H' er’ «»ro, Almost all the other anno¬ 
tators have transplanted thoaoommflrnm Barnes, 

2 Thu intrusion of this melancholy ode among 
the careless levities of our poet, lias always re¬ 
minded me of the skeletons whieli the Egyptians 
used to hang up in their banquet-rooms to In¬ 
culcate a thought of mortality even amidst the 
dissipations of mirth. If it were not for the 
beauty of its numbers, the Tcian Muse should 
disown this ode, Quid habet ilium, Him qua 
spirubitt ammtl 

To Stohuius we are indebted for it, 

s Borneo often, with feeling and elegance, de¬ 
plores the fugacity of' human enjoyments, See 
hook li. ode 11; and thus in the second cpistlo, 
book ii.: 

Singula do‘nobis mini praijjantur euntes, 

Erlpuerc jocos, vemirem, eonvivto, Indum. 

Tho wing of every passing day 

Withors sonic blooming joy away 


Witherjjig age begins to trace 
Sad memorials o’er my face; 

Time lias shed its sweetest bloom, 
All the future must be gloom! 

This awakes rny hourly sighing; 
Dreary is tho thought of dying ! 4 
Pluto’s is a dark abode, 

Sad the journey, sad tho road: ” 
And, the gloomy travel o’er, 

Ah 1 we can return no more I s 


ODE LXII. 6 

Fill me, boys, as deep a draught 
As e’er was filled, as e’er was quaffed j 
But let the water amply flow, 

To cool the grape’s,intemperate glow ; 7 . 

Ami wafts from our qjiamoured arms 
l'ho banquet’s mirth, tho virgin’s elmrms. 

1 Regular, a*ltbevtlno French poet, has written 
some sonnets on the approach of death, full of 
gloomy and trembling repentance, Chnulicu, 
however, supports move consistently the spirit of 
tlie Epicurean philosopher. See his poem, ad' 
dressed to the Marquis La Farm: 
Plusj'npprodiediitermoctmoiiisjelercdouto^to, 

I shall leave it to the moralist to malto his re¬ 
flections hero; it is impossible to bovery Anu- 
ereontie on'such a subject. 

5 Seullger, upon Catullus’ well-known lines, 

1 C ui nunc it per iter/ etc., remarks that Acheron, 
wrjli tho same idea, is called ave^oSos by Theo¬ 
critus, and SwreKJpogo? byNicander, 

6 This ode consists of two fragments, which 
arc to ho found in Athomous, book x„ and which 
Barnes, from tin; similarity of their tendency, 
lias combined into une, I think tills a very 
justifiable liberty, and have adopted it in some 
other fragments of our poet, Dcgen refers us 
hero to verses of Uz, lib. iv. tier Tntthr, 

l It was Amphictyon who first taught tho 
Greeks to mix water with their wine; in comme¬ 
moration of which olremuBtaiico they erected 
altars to Bacchus and tho nymphs. On this 
mythological allegory the following epigram is 
f x winded:— 

Ardcntern ex utero Someles iavero Lyicum 
Naiades, oxtincto fnlminis Ignii sneri; 

Cam nympliis igitur traotttldlls.ut sine nymphie 
Candontl ruraiis fulmino covripitur. 

—Pieriut Valerianut, 
Which is, non verlirn verba, 

While heavenly fire consumed his Theban dame, 
A Naiad caught young Bacchus from tho flame, 
And dinned him burning in her purest lymph i 
Still, still lie loves tho sea-maid's crystal urn,' 

Awl whan his native fires infuriate burn, 

Be Lathes liim till) fpljfllfi} (if fhc nymph 
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Let not the fiery god be single, 

But with the nymphs in union Tningle; 
For, though the bowl’s the grave of 
sadness, 

Oh! he it ne’er the birth of madness! 
No, banish from our board to-night 
The revelries of rude delight! 

To SSythians leave these wild excesses, 
Ours be the joy that soothes and blesses! 
And while the temperate bowl we 
wreathe, 

Our choral hymns shall s weetly breathe, 
Beguiling every hour along 
With harmony of soul and song! 


ODE LXIIL 1 


To Love, the soft and blooming child, 
1 touch the harp in descant wild; 

To Loye, the babe of Cyprian bowers, 
The boy, who brSathes and blushes 
flowers! . 

To Love, for heaven and earth adore 


And gods and mortals bow before him! 


ODE LXIV. 8 

Haste time, nymph, whose winged 
spear 

Wounds the fleeting mountain deer! 
Dian, Jove's immortal child, 

Huntress of the savage wild! 

1 ‘ This fragment is preserved in Clemene 
Alexandrines, Strom, lib. vi„ and in Arsenins, 
Collect, Orced—Barnes, It appears to have 
boon the opening of a hymn in praise of Love. 

» This hymn to Diana ia extant in Hophess- 
tion. There is an anecdote oi our poet, which 
baa led to some doubt whether lie evor wvoto any 
odes of this kind. It is related by tho Scholiast 
upon Pindar (Istlmmlc, od. II, v. 1, as cited by 
Barnes). Anacreon being asked why ho addressed 
all his hymns to women, and none to the deities, 
answered, ‘Because women are my deities.’ I 
have assumed the samo liberty in reporting this 
anecdote which I have done in translating some 
of the odes j and it were to bo wished that tlwso 
little infidelities were always considered pardon¬ 
able in tho interpretation of the attoiontsj thus, 
when nature is forgotten in tho original, in the 
translation, ‘ tamen usque recurrot.’ 

s Lethe, a river of Ionia, according to Strabo, 
falling into the Meander. Near to it was staled 
tho town Magnesia. In favour of whoso tn- 


Goddess with the sun- bright hair! 
Listen to a people’s prayer. 

Turn, to Lethe’s river turn, 

There thy vanquished people mourn ! 3 
Come to Lethe’s wavy shore, 

There thy people’s pqace restore, 
Thine their hearts, their altars thine; 
Qian! must they—must they pine 1 


ODE LXV. 4 

t . e 

Like some wanton filly sporting, 

Maid of Thrace! thou fly’st my court' 
ing. 

Wanton filly! tell me why 
Thou trip'st away, with scornful eye, 
And seem’sWo think my dotiug heart 
Is novice in the bridling art ? 

Believe me, girl, it is not so; 

Thou'lt find this skilful hand can throw 
Tho reins upon that tender form, 
However wild, however warm! 
Thou’lt own that I can tame thy force, 
And turn and wind thee in the course, 
Though wasting now thy careless hours, 
Thou sport’st amid tho herbs and 
flowers, 

Thou soon shalt feel tho rein’s control, 
AmUremble at the wished-for goal! 


ODE LXVI. 5 

To thee, the Queen of nymphs divine, 
Fairest of all that fairest shine; 

habitants our poet Is supposed to have addressed 
tins supplication to Diana. It was written (as 
Madame Daeier conjectures) on the occasion of 
some battle, in which the Magnesians had boon 
defeated, 

4 This ode, which is addressed to some Thra¬ 
cian girl, exists in HeracUdes, and has beou 
imitated veg frequently by Horace, as ail the 
annotators have remarked, Madame Daeier re- 
joota tho allegory, which runs so obviously 
throughout it, and supposes it to have been ad¬ 
dressed to ayoung maro belonging to Polycrutes, 
There is more modesty than ingenuity in the 
lady’s conjecture. Plerius, in the fourth book 
of his IlieroglyphlJs, cites this ode, and informs 
us that the horse was the hiorogiyphical emblem 
of pride. 

s This ode is introduced in tfce romance of 
Theodoras Prodropius, and is that kind of epl- 
thalamium which was suug like a scholium at tho 
umitinl banquet, 

Among the many works of tho impnRsioned 
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To thee, thou blushing young Desire, 
Who rui'at the world with darts of tire! 
And oh ! thou nuptial Power, to thee 
Who bear'st of life the guardian key; 
Breathing my soul in fragrant praise, 
And weaving wild my votive lays, 

For thee, 0 Queen! I wake the lyre, 
For thee, thou blushing young Desire! 
And oil 1 for thee, thou nuptial Power, 
Come, and illume this gonial hour. 
Look^on thy bride, luxuriant boy ! 

And while thy lambent glance of joy 
Plays over all her blushing charms, 
Delay not, snatch her to thine arms, 
Before the lovely trembling prey, 

Like a young birdling, wing away 1 
Oh! Stratocles, impassioned youth ! 
Dear to the Queen of amorous truth, 
And dear to her, whose yielding zone 
Will soon resign her all thine own; 
Turn to Myrilla, turg thine eyo, 
Breathe to Myrilla, breathe thy sigh! 
To those bewitching beauties turn; 

For thee they mantle, flush, amf burn! 
Not more the rose, the queen of flowers, 
Outbluslies all the glow of bowers, « 
Than she unrivalled bloom discloses, 
The sweetest rose, where all are roses! 
Oh! may tire sun, benignant, she)} 

His blandest influence o’er thy bed; 
And foster there an infant tree, 

To blush like her, and bloom like thee! 


ODE LXVII. 1 

Gentle youth! whoso looks assume 
Such a soft and girlish bloom, 

Why repulsive, why refuse 

The friendship which my heart pursues ? 

Sappho, of which time ami ignorant superstition 
have deprived us, tho loss of tier dpithnlnmiums 
ia not one of tho least that we deplore, A sub¬ 
ject so interesting to an amorous fatwy was 
warmly lelt, and must lmvo boon warmly do- 
juribeu, by such a aoul and such an imagination, 
Tho following linos nro cited as a relic of one of 
nor cpitlutlamiume i 

Ohfke yanfSpe. um /up ip yo/ros us opao, 
EsTCTifaeaT, fie ir apSemv av apao. 

—See Senligcr, in his Poetics, on tho Epithn- 
lumium. “ 

5 I lmvo formed this poem of throo or four 
different fragments, which is a liberty that per- 
hap(i may be justified by the example of tiamea 


Thou JJttle kuow'st the fond control 
With which thy virtue reins my soul 1 
Then smile not on my locks of gray, 
Believe me oft with converse gay; 

I’ve chained the years of tender age, 
And boys have loved the prattling 
sage! 

For mine is many a oi otliing pleasure, 
And mine is many aeuothing measure; 
And much I hate the beamless mind, 
Whose earthly vision, unrefined, 
Nature 1ms never formed to see 
The beauties of simplicity ! 

SimpliGity, the flower of heaven, 

To souls c-ieet, by Nature given 1 


ODE LXVIII. 8 

Rich in bliss, I proudly scorn 
Tho stream of Amelthea’s horn*! 
Nor should I ask to call tho throne 
Of the Tftrlessiau prince my own ; !1 
To totter through his train of years, 
Tho victim of declining fears. 

One little hour of joy to me 
Is worth a dull eternity! 


ODE LXIX. 4 

Now Neptune’s sullen month appears, 
The angry night-cloud swells wit! 
tears; 

And savage storms, infuriate driven, 

Fly howling in the face of heaven! 

Now, now, my friends, the gathering ; 

gloom \ 

With roseate rays of wine illume i 

who has thus compiled fisc 57th of his edition,, 
and the little ode beginning to' vfiwpi oww, 
w irat, which he has subjoined to the epigrams. 
Tho fragments combined in tlna ode are the (17th,! 
(10th, l)7th, and 100th of Barnos’ edition, to which 
1 refer tho render for tho names of the autliura 
by whom they arc preserved, 

* This fragment is preserved in tho third hook 
of Strabo, 

a Ho hero alludes to Arganthonius, who lived, 
according to Lucian, a hundred and lil'ty years; 
and reigned, according to Herodotus, eighty,— 
Kee Barnes. 

4 Thin is composed of two fragments, the 70th 
and Slot in Barnes. They are both found In 
Eustathius, 
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And while our wreaths of uarslev 
spread . . J 

Their fadeless foliage round our head, 
We 11 hymn the almighty power of 
wine, 

And shed libations on his shrine! 

* 


ODE LXX. 1 

They wove the lotus band, to deck 
And fan with pensile wreath their neck; 
And every guest, to shade his bgad, 
Three little breathing chaplets spread ; 2 
And one was of Egyptian leaf, 

The rest were roses, fair and brief! 
While from a golden vase profound, 

To all on flowery beds around, 

A. goblet-nymph, of heavenly shape, 
Poured the rich weepings of the grape! 
• 


ODE LXXII. 4 

With twenty chords my lyre is hung, 
And while I wake them aid for thee, 
Thou, 0 virgin 1 wild and young, 
Disport’st in airy levity. 

The nursling fawn, that in some shade 
•Its antlered mother leaves behind, 5 * 
Is not more wantonly afraid, 

More timid of the rustling wind 1 

ODE LXXIII.8 f 
Pare thee well, perfidious maid! 

My soul, too long on earth delayed, 
Delayed, perfidious girl 1 by thee, 

Is now on wing for liberty. 

I fly to seek a kindlier sphere, 

Since thou hast*ceased to love me here, 

ODE djXXIY. 7 


ODE LXXI. 3 

A broken cake, with honey sweet, 

Is all my spare and simple treat; 

And while a generous bowl I crown, 
To float my little banquet down, 

I take the soft, the amorous lyre, 

. And sing of love’s delicious fire! 

In mirthful measures, warm and free, 

I sing, dear maid, and sing for thee! 

1 Three fragments form this little ode, nil of 
which are preserved in Atheiiams. They are the 
82(1,75th, and 83(1 in Barnes. 

2 Longepierre, to give an idea of the luxurious 
estimation in which garlands were held by the 
undents, relates an anecdote of a eouri eann, wlm, 
in order to gratify three lovers, without leaving 
cause for joalonsy with any of them, gave n kiss 
to ono, let the other drink after her, and put a 
garland on the brow of tlio third; so that each 
was satisliod witli his favour, and flattered him¬ 
self with the preference, 

This circumstance is extremely like the subject 
ofoncof tlieteusonsofSavari do Mauldim.a trou¬ 
badour. See I'ffiMre IMUraire ties Trouba¬ 
dour*. The recital is a ourloue picture of tho 
puerile gallantries of chivalry, 

3 Tins poem is compiled by Barnes, from 
Athenians, Hcphaiition, and Araenius. Bee 
.Darnei, 80 . 

4 Tliis I have formed from the BIMi and 85th 

nf Barnea' edition. The two fragments aro found 

ill Atheninus, 



I bloomed, awhile, a happy flower, 
Till lofe approached, one fatal homy 
And made my tender branches feel 
Tl^e wounds of his avengiug steel. 
Then, then I feel like some poor willow 
That tosses on the wintry billow i 


ODE LXXV.s 

Monarch Love! resistless boy, 

With whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 

er iiAjj KE/]OE<r<ri)5 
A7roAei(j,0a; htro gijrpos. 

'Horned'‘here undoubtedly seems a sirango 
epithet. Madame Daeier, however, observid 
that Sophocles, Callimachus, ote.j have all applied 
it in the very samo manner j and she seems to 
agree in tho conjecture, of the scholiast upon 
Pindar, that perhaps horns aro not always 
peculiar to the males. 1 think we may with 
more ease oonelnde it to bo a licence of tho poet, 
‘jussit haboit puellam cornua.' 

8 This fragment is preserved by the scholiast 
upon Aristophanes, and is the 87th in Barnes, 
mi?'? 1)0 ia Hephiestion, and is 

the 89th oi Barnes' edition. 

, J ropjt here apologize for omitting a very con¬ 
siderable fragment.imputed to our poet.Savft, 
: ete, > which is preserved hi the 

twelfth book of Athcmeus, and is tho 91st in 
Barnes. If it was really Anacreon who wrote it, 
mlfmmqmm »io inpar »ibi. It is in a stylo ot 
gross sutire, and Is full of expressions which 
never could be gracefully translated. 

8 Tills fragment is preserved by Dion Chrysos. 
f°l 9 t M lit Dpnjns, p, 
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U 


And nymphs, that glance ethereal blue 
Disporting trend the mountain-dew; 
Propitious^ oh 1 receive my sighs, 
Which, burniug with entreaty, rise; 
That thou wilt whisper, to the breast 
Of her I love, thy soft behest; 

And counsel her to learn from thee 
The lesson tliou hast taught to me. 0 
Ah! if my heart no flattery toll, 
Thou’lb own I’ve learned that lesson 

W 11! _ «! 

ODE LXXVI, 1 

Stout of Love! whose tresses shine I 
Along the breeze, In golden twine, 
Dome, within a fragrant cloud, 

Blushing with light, thfvotary shroud; 
Ami, on those wings that sparkling play. 
Waft, oh I wait mo lienee away ! 

Love! my soul is full of thee, 

Alive to all thy luxury. 

But slie, the nymph for whom Qglow, 
The pretty Lesbian, mocks my woo; 
Smiles at the hoar and silvered lines 
Which Time upon my forehead stress, 
Alas! 1 fear she keeps her charum 
In store for younger, happier arms 1 


ODE LXXVIL* 

Hither, gentle Muse of mine, 

Come and teach thy votary old 
Many a golden hymn divine, 

For the nymph' with vest of gold, 

1 Tills fragment, which is extant in Athenians 
(Bin-lies, 101), is supposed, mi the authority of 
Clmniaiieon, to have ham addressed to Sapplm, 1 
AVn have also n stanza attributed to her, which 
tumid romancers have supposed to lie her answer 
to Anacreon. ‘ Mats par nialheur (ns ilityio says) 
Sappho vint an imindo environ ceiiUiu six vinets 
nns avail t Anaureuii,' Nwvcltm do h Hip. dr* 
Lvil, tom. ii, do Novenibrc HIM, Tim following 
is her fragment, the compliment of which is very 
flniiiy imagined ; iilic buiijiosch that tho Muse lias 
uHJtati'rt thu vui'Hi's of Amwruon i 

Krirov, w y/imroflpoi/e MOinr',,ew<ms 
yip'ov, cu rtp m\\iywamt er/dAa? * 

Tips ,\wp«5 tni mSe npirmi 
Ii pitr/lus ayavos, 

r 

Oil Muse! who sitt'st on golden throne, 
h ul many a hymn of dulcet tone 
Dm Tninn sagir fa by ^ 


Prettywiymph, of tender age, 

Fair thy silky locks unfold : 
Listen to a hoary sago, 

Sweetest maid with vest of gold l| 


ODE LXXVIII, 3 ,, 

Would that I were a tuneful lyre., 

Of burnished ivory fair, 1 
Which in the Dionysian choir 
Homo blooming boy should bear ! 

WouliWhat I were a golden vase, 

And then some nymph should hold 
My spotless frame with blushinv grace, 
Horself as pure as gold! ° 


ODE LXXIX, 4 

Cupid secs ay beard of snow, 
Which blanching time has taught to 
flow, 

Upon his wing of golden light 
He passes with an eaglet’s flight. 
And, flitting on, ho seems to say, 

‘ .Faro theo wtdl, thou’st had thy day 1 


Cupid, whoso lamp has lent the ray 
Which lightens our meandering way— 
Oiipid, within my bosom stealing, 
Excites a strange and mingled feeling, 
Which pleases, though severely teasing, 
And teases, though divinely pleasing I s 

lint, goddess, from thy throne or gold, 

Tho sweetest hymn thou’st over told, 

Ho lately learned and sang for me. 

2 This is formed of the 121th and 119th frng- 
menta in Barnes, both of which are to bo found 
in Mger's Poetics. 

lie I’nuw thinks that those dotnclioJ lines and 
couplets, which Sealigor lias adduced as examples 
in Iris Poetics, aro by no means authentic, but of 
IDs own fabrication. 

8 This is generally inserted among tire remains 
of Aloieus, Some, however, have attributed it to 
, Anncreon. Boo our poet's 22nd ode, and the 
notes, 

4 See Barnes, 173, This fragment, to which [ 
have taken the liberty of adding a turn not to be 
found in tho original, is cited by Lucian in ids 
little essay on tho Gallic Hercules, 

6 Barnes, 125, This, if I remember right, is in 
fiealigors IMtcs, Gail hp pmjttod jt in hk 

; potion • \ 
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Let ma resign a wretched breaijji, 
■Since now remains to me 

No other halm than kindly death, 

To soothe my misery l 1 

I know thou lov’st a brimming measure, 
Anfl art a kindly, cordial host; 

But let me fill and drink at pleasure 
Thus I enjoy the goblet most. 2 * 

T fear that love disturbs my rest, 

Yet feel not love’s impassioned care; 

I think there’s madness in my lfreast, 
Yet cannot find that madness there! :i 


From dread Leucadia’s frowning steep 
I’ll plunge into the whitening deep, 
And there I’ll float, to waves resiguod, 
For love intoxicates my min'd ! 4 


Mix me, child, a cup divine, 
Crystal water, ruby wine: 

Weave the frontlet, richly flushing, 
O’er my wintry temples blushing. 
Mix the brimmer—love and I * 
Shall no more the gauntlet try, 
Here—upon this holy bowl, 

I surrender all my soul ! 5 


Among the Epigrams of the Anthologia there are sdme panegyrics on Ana¬ 
creon, which I had translated, and originally intended as a kind of Coronis to 
this work; but I found, upon consideration, that they wanted variety: a 
frequent recurrence*!)! the same thought, within the limffcs of an epigram, to 
which they are confined, wopld render a collection of them rather uninteresting. 
I shall take the liberty, however, of subjoining a few, that I may not appear 
to have totally neglected those elegant tributes to the reputation of Anacreon, 
The four epigrams which I give are imputed to Antipater Sidonius, They are 
rendered, perhaps, with too much freedom; but, designing a translation of all 
that are on the subject, I imagined it was necessary to enliven their uniformity 
by sometimes indulging in the liberties of paraphrase. 


Amtarpov SiSmov, ets A vaKpeom. 12 to '(jii\ov arepfas, fiapjiiTOti, wirin' 

GtiXXoi rerpaKopvpflos, A vupeov, apuj>i ire “<“5“ 

Kmos llami SiairXwrras km m epan fhav. 


'Afipa to \eipavm> trop/popeuv ireroka' 
Ilijyai S’ apytmvros avaOhfloivTo ya- 
Amtoj, 

EweSes 5 1 airo yps f/Su %eotro fieffu, 
Otfipa tit m (rtroSit) re km oi ma repfiv 
appreu, 

Ei 5e ns (jtthpmis yjpipMTerM evtjipo- 
tma, 

1 This fragment is extant in Arsenins ami 
Ilophmstlon. See liavnes (89), who has arranged 
the metre of it very elegantly. 

2 liavnes, 73, This fragment, which is quoted 
by Athenians, is an excellent lesson for the 
votaries of Jupltor Hospitalis. 

3 This fragmontis in Heplunstion. Seo Barnes, 
05, 

Catullus expresses something of this contra¬ 
riety of feelings: 

Odi et amo; quara id faoiam fortasso roquiriB j 
Nesoio; sod fieri sentio, ot exovueior,—Carm, 
53. 

I love thee and hate thee, hut if I can tell 
The cause of ' love and my hate, may I die I 


Around the tomb, oh bard divine 1 
Where soft thy hallowed brow re¬ 
poses, 

Long may the deathless ivy twine, 
And Summer pour her waste of roses! 

And many a fount shall there distil, 
And many a rill refresh the (lowers; 

I can fed it, alas I I can feel it ton well, 

That 1 lovifthou and huto time, hut cannot tell 

why. 

4 Tiiis also is in Iiephaiation, and perhaps in a 
fragment of some poem in which Anaoremi had 
commemorated the fate of Sappho, It is the 
123rd of Barnes. 

* Thjs fragment is collected by Barnes from 
Demetrius Phalamisand Eustathius, mid is sub¬ 
joined in ids edition to the epigrams attributed 
to our poet. And liore is the last of those little 
scattered llowers which I thought I might 
venture witli any grace to transplant. I wish it 
could lie said of the garland which they form 
TO S’ Ol( ApaKQIQVTlK, 
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J3ut wine shall gush in overy rill, And ytf, oh bard! thou an, not mute 
And every fount lie milky showers. in death, 

Thus, shade of him whom Nature ^bSh7^ %W8d6li0iOU9 

Torino his lyre and soul to pleasure, An \£ m ^ of soft Bathylla 
Who gavo to love his warmest thought, Groeu ag ^ ivy round the moul( n, ri 
Who gave to love his foudest mets- tomb! J ° 

auru ’ Nor yet lias death obscured thy fire of 

Thus, after death, if spirits feci, 4W ®> 

Thdh mayst, from odours round tin® “till, still it lights thee through the 
streaming, Elysian grove; _ 

A pulse of past enjoyment steal, dgpama are thine that bless the 

And livo again in blissful dreaming! , e J T eot 

And Venus calls thee, even in death, 
her owu! 

Too aorou, ets roj ainov. 

... „ , , _ „ . Too a otoo, as top ao tov. 

Tu/wjos AmKpaovm. & Mas made m . . 

1 Aeire, raipov mpu Aitov AvaKpmvros 

EiSei, XV rcuSw tutorafn limit, ,, ' 0 m t - „ , , 

Ak/mjj' Aa/iiocm jUeXifcTai ap<j>i BaOuXXip y ™«; /3i/3 m ?; ev epion o</>e os, 

-l£pa- «« mL Xcokos oZsei.tffo, ^ 

a ™ (Smr " S ’ . ^reay^mpavon^m, 

,, * ' „ „ „ „ • ’Bs o Atowou UBueX««evos ooaire temos 

ih, oXos Mims Kmpm Otpmmi > Qt 6 ^pprov Zt^os kpmm s, 

Here sleeps Anacreon, in this ivied Ml ? 5e ma^tium Bct/c^od Sixa rooror 
shade; t 

Hero, mute in death, the Teian swan is 'I'”' ytvtp ntpoirau xupov (xpahpem 
laid. 1 _ _ _ Oh stranger ! ;i if Anacreon’s shell 

Cold, cold the heart, which lived but Has ever taught thy heart to swell 4 
to respire ( With passion’s throb or pleasure’s sigL 

All the voluptuous frenzy of desire! In pity turn, as wandering nigh, 


1 Tims Horaco of Pindar; 

Malta Dircamm ievat aura oyenum. 

Aswan wan the liicroglyphical emblem of a poet, 
Anacreon lias boon culled the swan of Teos by 
another of ilia eulogists; 

Ev Tot? pcAiypni? 'Ipepom (rwTpoilm 
Amios Avtmpwrn, Tijiov kukuoi', 

Eo-f/iijAas iypfl nurapot /leAijSoi*/, 

Evyei'ov?, AAAoy, 

God of the grape I thou hast betrayed, 

In wine’s bewildering dream, 

The fairest swan that ever played 
Along the Muse's stream I 
Tho Teian, nursed witli all tlioso lioneycd boys, 
The young Desires, light Loves, and rose-tipped 
doys! 

s Thus Simonides, speaking of our poet i 

MoAirr)? S’ ou Aijdij pihrepmos, nAA’ eri kuuo 
liap^iror ov5c Oovuv suv aaev e»' oi’fip. 

2w*«ivi5ov, Ai/OoAo’/, 


Nor yet nro all ids numbers mute, 

Though dark within tlie tomb ho lies; 

But living still, his nmorous lute 
With sloopless animation sighs! 

This is the famous Simonides, whom Plato stylo! 
‘ divine,’ though Le Pevro, in ills FuUes Omt, 
supposes that the epigrams under ills name nro 
all falsely imputed. The most considerable o 
his remains is a satirical poem upon women, 
preserved by Stobmus, i/rayo? yvvaimv. 

Wo may judge from the lines I have just 
quoted, and tho import of the epigram before us, 
that tho works of Anacreon were perfect in the 
times of'Simonides and Antipalor, Ohsopmus 
the commentator hero appears to exult in their 
destruction; and tolling us they were burned bj 
the bishops and patriarchs, he adds, 1 nee sano ill 
necquicquam fecernnt,' attributing to this out¬ 
rage an effect which it could never produce, 

8 The spirit of Anacreon utters these versos 
from the tomb, somewhat 1 mutatus ab illo,’ at 
least in simplicity of expression. 

4 We may guess from the words « BiflAwr 
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And drop thy goblet's richest tsar, 1 
In exquisite libation here! 

So shall my sleeping ashes thrill 
With visions of enjoyment still. 

I cannot even in death resign 
The festal joys that once were mine, 
When Harmony pursued my ways. 

And Bacchus wantoned to my lays. 2 
Oh! if delight could charm no more, 
If all the goblet’s bliss were o’er, 

When fate had once our doom decreed, 
Then dying would be death indeed! 
Nor could 1 think, uublest by pne, 
Divinity itself divine 1 


Tou avrov, as top avrov. 

J4M«s ev tpOtpevoiffiv, AvctKpeov, etr6\a 
rovijm, 

EtiSei o' p yXwcep* vvunXaXos iciOapa, 

itmv, that Anacreon was not inertly a writer of 
billets-doux, as some French critics have called 
him. Amoncst these, Le Fovre, with all his 
professed admiration, has given our poet a cha¬ 
racter by no means of an elevated cast: 

Aussi c’ost pour oela quo la postdritd 
I/a toujours justement d'ligo en age ohnntd 
Coniine un franc goguenard, ami do goinfrerio, 
Ami do billets-doux et do badlnerie. 

Sec (lie versos prefixed to his Pokes Green, 
This is unlike the language of Theocritus, to 
wlmm Anacreon is indebted for the following 
simple eulogium: ‘ 

El! AwtxpEovros avSptavn. 

©aimi tov aetpiaera Toimw, a ijm , 

Sirovia, mu Aey’, mu « oiKoe eAdps' 
Amupeams am’ mSav eu Tea, 

Turn irpaoB’ a n rrefiuraw ^Sovoiaii'. 
Iipoirflei! k ywn row Kotow ikro, 

Epei! aTpeiceiii! li\ov top avfipo, 

UPON Till! STATUE OP AWClIEOB. 

Stranger! who near this statue chance to roam, 
her it awhile your studious eyes engage; 

Ami you may say, returning to your home, 

1 I've seen the image of the Teiau sage, 

Iiest of the hards who dock the Muse's page. 
Then, if you add, 'That striplings loved him well,' 
You tell them ail lie was, and aptly tell. 

The simplicity of tills inscription has always de¬ 
lighted me; I have given it, I believe, aB literally 
ns a verse translation will allow. 

1 Tims Simonides, in another of his epitaphs 
on our poet: 

Km iuv «« reyyoi I'orepp Spoiro?, p! 6 yepnios 

flaworepOZ' iloXclkuiv zirveev <uc (r7QiiaJ^ v ' 


EMei km 2 ,uep 5 is, to UoOuiv cap, <ri/ 
p.(Xtc8tov 

Bap/5tr', avaepovov varap evappeonov, 
EWeov yap Epw7os eipvs tricowos' es fie ere 
pouvov 

To£ct re vat tmhas etyen hyfioXtas. 

At length thy golden hours have 
winged their flight, 

And drowsy ■ death that eyelid 
• steepeth; f 

Tliy harp, that whispered through each 
lingering night, 3 

Now mutely in oblivion sleepeth! 

She, too, for whom that heart profusely 
shed t 

The purest nectar of its numbers, 4 
She, the young spring of thy desires, 
has lied, 5 

Amhvithher blest Anacreon slumbers! 


Let vines, in clustering beauty wreathed, 
Drop all their treasures on his head, 
Whoso lips a dew of sweetness breathed, 
Iiicher than vine hath over shed I 

s The original here is corrupted, the line its d 
Aioreiroi/ is unintelligible. 

Drunck’s emendation improves tlio sense, hut 
I doubt if it can he commouded for elegance. 
He rads the line thus: 

(in b Aiwiwcroio AeAaapepos ovmre Kaipoiv, 
See Brunch, Analecta Veter, Pod. Grmc, vol, ii. 

3 In another of these poems, ‘the nightly- 
speaking lyre' of tlio bard is not allowed to he 
silent even after ins death, 

'!)? 6 ijtiXuu prjTO? t£ uai ou/ofiapes (fuAoKW/io; 
navruxios Kpoi/Oi* VJU i/>iAoirai8a x f Xw. 

SipwriSou, eis Ampeoira, 

To beauty's smile and wino's doliglit, 

To joys he loved on earth so well, 

Still shall his spirit, all the night, 

Attune the wild aerial shell I 

1 Tims, says Brnnelt, in the prologuo to the 
Satires of Pf sins: 

Cantare crodas Pogasoium ncetnr. 

'Melos' Is the usual reading in this lino, and 
Casaubon 1ms defended it; but ‘nectar,’ I think, 
is much moro spirited. 

5 i ho original, to TlofW cap, is hcautifnl. 
We regret that such praise should be lavished so 
preposterously, and feel that the poet's mistress, 
Enrypyle, would have deserved it better. Her 
name has been told us by Meloqecr, ns already 
quoted, and in another epigram by Antipntcr: 

* Brunek lias spovuo; hut *pow>i,tho common 
, reading, belter suits a detaolied quotation. 


» 


OIJES OF ANACREON. 


Farewell! thou liadnt a pniae for every 
dart 

That Lovo could scatter from his 
quiver; 

Y-ypn Sc kpuo/ieuoiinu ev oppamv ovXov aeiSois, 

AiOwaw Aurnpi-s auOof vtrepOe ko/atjs, 

He irpos EvpvrrvXpr tet puppeevos . . , , , 

Long may tlio nymph around thee play, 
Htirypyle, thy soul's desire! 

Basking her beauties in tlio ray 
Slut lights thine eyes’ dissolving fire! q 

Sing of her smile’s bewitching power, 

Her every grace that warms and blesses; 

Sing of her brow's luxuriant (lower, 

The beaming glory of her tresses. 

'file expression hove, avOw sopij'the flower of 
the hair,’is borrowed from Aim^rai himself, ns 
appears by a fragment of the poet preserved in 
Htoluoils- AwKtipas 6’ amAqfiipw/ioi' iwOos. 

1 This eoupint is not mhonvisu warranted by 
tlio original, than usitdilalos tlio thought which 
Antipater lias iigurativeiy expressed • 1 






And fjyery woman found in thee a 
heart, 1 

Which tlmu, with all thy soul, didst 
give her! 

Toe yuvmtewiv peXeav tcXti-av-a im' uSiij, 

Hto Amnpeioum* Tew e« 'EAAafi' avriyev, 

AVfmovitou fpeOtcr/na, yui/atKuw »j?rcp07r^ju,a« 

Critlas, of Athens, pays a tribute to the logiti* 
mate gallantry of An tier eon, calling him, with 
elegant conciseness, yvvaiKieuT\Trepoirevieu, 

Tens gave to Greece her treasure, 

Sage Anacreon, sage in loving; 

Fondly weaving lays of pleasure 
Fw the maids who blushed approving! 

Oil! in nightly banquets sporting, 

Where's the guest, could ever fly him? 

Oil! with love's seduction courting, 

_ Where s the nymph could e’er deny him ? 

* Thus Scaligcr, in liis dedicatory verses to 
Konsard: ' 

Bland us, auaviloquna. fluids Anaereon. 
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JUVENILE 'POEMS. 


PREFACE BY THE EDITOR. 

f 

Ins Poems which I take the liberty of publishing were never intended by the 
Author to puss beyond the circle of his friends. He thought, with some 
justice, that what are called Occasional Poems must b$ always insipid and 
uninteresting to the greater part of their readers, The particular situations 
in winch they were written * the character of the author and of his associates • - 
all these peculiarities must be known and fell before we can outer into the 
spirit of such compositions, This consideration would have always, I believe, 
prevented Mr, Little from submitting these trifles of the moment to the eye 
oi dispassionate criticism ; and if their posthumous introduction to the world 
be injustice to his memory, or intrusion on the public, the error must be 
imputed ro the injudicious partiality of friendship, 

Mr. Little died in his one-and-twentieth year; and most of these Poems 
were written at so early a period, that their errors may claim some indulgence 
from the cntio; their author, as unambitious as indolent, scarce ever looked 
beyond the momer of composition; he wrote as he pleased, careless whether 
he pleased as he wrote. It may likewise be remembered, that they were all 
the productions of an age when the passions very often give a colouring ton 

ESEw&'T'f® ’ aild tlua „ mc y r alliate ' if it cannot excuse, that air ol 
y vhich pervades so many of them. The 'aurea legge, s' ei niaeeei 
lice, he too much pursued, and too much inculcates. Pew can regret this 
more sincerely than myself; and if my friend had lived tMudXit of 
h ‘ We cIla3tened llis mind > aad tempered the luxuriance of 

kittle gave much of his time to the study of the amatory writers If 

tlie T i01lt fl that ? eli( # y 0t sentime1 ^ and variety 
UiShJ' • 1 nec ® s f ar y to refine and animate the poetry of love,' lie 

Si n SHtS n i 10W ’UV 117 n 6 ° f th ? m who regarded as 
i, that style: Ovid made love like a rake, and Proncrtius 111™ n 

a ?T° M v ‘f 6 latt ° r ' are called ernclitioli by 
love ^ 0stentatloll J s upon a subject so simple as 

wve, would be now esteemed vague and puerile, and was. even in bis own 

a s is n g r that «° ritics imv ° 1 ™ to 

«!dSniJh5™SL{2 1 bfill T the 1 Hofeets -whieh a common reader 
iTr Uf' r • 3 beautie3 \ y tlloae ei ’udite men, the 
iSSS S f0rtheir Wtyanlresearch in hi. Grecian 
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Tibullus abounds with touclies of fine and natural feeling. The idea of 
his unexpected return to Delia, ‘Tunc venianP aubito,’ &o., is imagined with 
all the delicate ardour of a lover; and the sentiment of 1 neo te posse carore 
velim,’ however colloquial the expression may have been, is natural and from 
the heart. But, in my opinion, the poet of Verona possessed more genuine 
fcoliug than any of them. His life was, I believe, unfortunate; his associates 
were wild and abandoned; and the warmth of his nature took too much 
advantage of the latitude which the morals of those times so criminally allowed 
to the passions. All this depraved his imagination, and made it the slave of 
his senses; but still a native sensibility is often very warmly perceptible, and 
when he touches on pathos he reaches the heart immediately, They who have 
felt tue sweets of return to a home •from which they have long been absent, 
will confess the beauty of those simple, unaffected lines; 

j quid solatia ost bcatius effris ? 

Cum mens onus reponit, no pcrcgilno 

Laboro fessl vonimus harem ini nostrum 

Lesldorutoquo aoquiosoimuB lecto.'—Carm, mil. 

« 

His sorrows on tlie»death of his brother are the very tears of poesy; and 
when lie complains of the ingratitude of mankind, even the inexperienced 
cannot but sympathise with him. I wisli I were a poet; I should endeavour 
to catch, by translation, the spirit of those beauties v^hicli 1 admire 1 so 
warmly. 

It seems to have been peculiarly the fate of Catullus, that the better arid 
more valuable part of his poetry lias not reached us; for there is confessedly 
nothing in his extant works to authorize the epithet ‘docks,’so universally 
bestowed upon him by the ancient*, If tiino had suffered the rest to escape, 
we perhaps should have found among thorn some more purely amatory; but of 
those we possess, can there be a sweeter specimen of warm, yet chastened 
description, than his loves of Aqpie and Septimius ? and the few little songs 
of dalliance to Lesbia are distinguished by such an exquisite playfulness, that 
they have always been assumed as models by the most elegant modern Latinists, 
Still I must confess, in the midst of these beauties, 

* Medio tie fonte 

Surgit immri illiquid, quod in ipsis florilma migat .' 1 

It has often been remarked, that the ancients knew nothing of gallantry; 
and we aro told there was too much sincerity in their love to allow them to 
trifle with the semblance of passion. But 1 cannot perceive that they were 
anything more constant than the moderns; they felt all the same dissipation 
of the heart, though they knew not those seductive graces by which gallantry 
almost teaches it to be amiable. Watton, the learned advocate fertile moderns, 
deserts them in considering this point of comparison, and praises tlie ancients 
for their ignorance of such *1 refinement; but lie seems to have collected his 
notions of gallantry from the insipid fadenri of the French romances, which 
are very unlike the sentimental levity, the ‘grata protervitaa,’ of a Roolusster 
or a Sedloy. 

.From what I have had an opportunity of observing, the early poets of our 
own language were the models, which Mr, Little selected for imitation, To 
attain their simplicity (tmm rarimma nostro simplidtas) was his fondest 

1 In the following Poet* there is a trims- serves to be praised for little more thim the 
lsiion of one of his finest hut 1 attempt, 

limey k is only a schoolboy® essay, and do- 4 Lucretius. 
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« 

ambition. He could not have aimed at a grace more difficult of attainment, 1 
and his life was of too short a Hate to allow him to perfect such a taste; but 
how far he was likely to have succeeded, the critic may judge from his 
productions. 

* I have found among his papers a novel, in rather an imperfect state, which, 
as soon as I have arranged and collected it, shall be submitted to the 
public eye, . , .,. , „ 

Where Mr. Little was born, or what js the genealogy of his parents," are 
points in which very few readers can be interested. His life was one of those 
humble streams which have scarcely a name in tho map of life,^ uud the 
traveller may pass it by without inquiring its. source or direction, His 
character was well known to all who w#e acquainted with him; for lift had 
too much vanity to hide its virtues, and not enough of art to . conceal its 
defects. The lighter traits of l»is mind may bo traced perhaps in his writings; 
but the few for which lie was valued live only in the remembrance of his 
friends. 

T. M. 

-------*-- 

•' It is n curious illustration of tho labour which duetion of painful labour, pausing on every word, 
simplicity requires, thnt tho Bahiblaniof Johnson, and balancing every sentence, 
elaborate ns they appear, were written with 2 it need scarcely; bo said that;‘Littio was 
fluency, and seldom required revision;, while the the nom tie plume of Moore himself, under which 
simple'language of Rousseau, which seems tu lie published his juvenile poems, This Muei 
come flowing from tho heart, was*tho slow pro-1 was pruned to them 
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TO J. ATKINSON, Esq, 

• • 

My .Dear Sir, * 

1 feel a very sincere pleasure in dedicating to you the Second 
Edition of our friend,Little’s .Poems. I am not unconscious that there are * 
many m the colleetiofi which perhaps it would he prudent to have altered 
nr omitted; and, to say the truth, I more than once revised them for that 
purpose. But, 1 kiftwnot v/hy, I distrusted either my lxe&rt or my judgment; 
and the consequence is, you have them in their original form : 

‘ Non possunt nostros multm, Faustina, llturaj 
Emondaro jqjjos; una iitura potest . 1 

lam convinced, however, that though not quite a easuistc nldchS, you have 
chanty enough to forgive such inoffensive follies: you know the pious Been was 
not tho less revered for those sportive jmnilk which he published under a 
fictitious name; nor did the levity of Bembo’s poems prevent him from making 
a very good cardinal. 

Believe me, my dear friend, 

With the truest esteem, 

Yours, 

„ „ T, Me 

April 19,1802. 



POEMS, Etc, 


FRAGMENTS 01. COLLIGE EXERCISER. 

Nobililas iola^st atque uilic'i vitttUb'-JIllii 

MaUK those pbond boaatterfe of a Splendid line, 
bike gilded mills, mouldering whilo they shine, 
How heavy sits that weight of alien show, 

Like martial helm upon an infant’s brow; , 

Those borrow’d splendours, whose contrasting light 
Throws hack the native shades in deeper night. 

Ask tTie proud train who glory’s shade pursfie, 
Where are the arts by which that glory grew ? 

The genuine virtues that with eagl#gaze 
Sought young Renown in all her orient blaze, 
Where Is the heart by chymio truth relined, 

The exploring soul, whose eye nad read mankind? 
Where are the links that twined, with heavenly art, 
Mis country’s interest round the patriot’s heart ? 
Where is the tongue that scatter’d words of fire ? 
The spirit breathing through the poet’s lyre ? 

Do these descend with all that tide of famo 
Which vainlv waters an unfruitful name? 

* *“ * * $ 


Juatum bellum quibus necessarian;, ot pin aim qulbttj Bulla nisi in ahnk reilnqntlut 
apes.— Iky, 

* * * * * 

Is there no call, no consecrating cause, 

Approved by Heaven, ordained by Nature's laws, 

Where justice flies the herald of our way, 

And truth’s pure beams upon the banners play ? 

Yes, there’s a call sweet as ah angel’s breath 
To slumbering babes, or innocence in death: 

And urgent as the tongue of heavgn within, ‘ 

When the mind’s balance trembles nnon sin, 

Oh !’tis our country's voice, whose claim slipuld meet 
An echo in the soul’s most deep retreat; 

Along the heart’s responding string should run, 

Nor let a tone there vibrate—but the one! 


iffiVENiLtiPomi 

TO A BOY, WITH A* WATCH. 

WRITTEN FOR A FRIEND. 

Is it not sweet, beloved youth, 

To rove through Erudition’s bowers, 

And cull the golden fruits of truth, 

And gather Fancy’s brilliant flowers ? 

And is it not more sweet than this, 

To feel thy parks’ hearts approving, 

And pay them back in sums of bliss 
The dear, the endless debj; of loving ? 

It must he so to thee, my youth; 

With this idea toil is lighter; 

This sweetens all the fruits of truth, 

Aiid makes the flowers of Fanoy brighter! 

The little gift we send thee, boy, 

May sometimes teach thy sou! to ponder, 

If indolence or syren joy * 

Should ever tempt that soul to wander; 

’Twill tell thee that the winged day 
Cau ne'er be gain'd by man’s endeavour; 

That life and time shall fade away, 

While heaven and virtue bloom for ev6?! 


TO A LADY, WITH SOME MANUSCRIPT POEMS, 

ON LEAVING THE COUNTUV. 

WHEN, casting many a look behind, 

I leave the friends, I cherish here— 

Perchance some other friends to And, 

But surely finding none so dear— 

Haply the little simple page, 
which votive thus I’ve traced for thee; 

May *ow and thou a look engage, 

And steal a moment’s thought for uie, 

But, oh! in pity let not those 
Whoso hearts are not of gentle mould, 

Let, not the eyo, that seldom flows 
With feeling tear, my song behold, 

For, trust me, they who never melt 

* With pity, never melt with love; 

And they will frown at all I've felt, 

And all my loving lays reprove. 
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But if, perliap*, some gentler mind, 

Which rather loves to praise than blame, 

Should in my page an interest find, 

And linger kindly on my name; 

Tell him,—or, oh ! if gentler still, 

By female lips my name be blest: 

Ah ! where do all affectfbns thrill 
So sweetly as in woman’s breast ?— 

Tell her, that lie whose loving themes 
Her eye indulgent wmders o’er, 

Could sometimes wake from idle dreams, 
And bolder*flights of fancy soar; 

That glory oft would claim the lay, 

And friendship oft his numbers move; 

But whisper then, that, ‘ sooth to sfay, 

His sweetest song was given to Love J’ 


r * 


TO THE URGE AND BEAUTIFUL 

MISS-. r 

IN ALLUSION TO SOME PARTNERSHIP IN A LOTTERY SHARE, 

IMPROMPTU. 

Ego pars .—Virile 

In wedlock a species of lottery lies, 

Where in blanks and in prizes we deal; 

But how comes it that you, such a capital prize, 
Should so loug have remained in the wheel ? 

If over, by Fortune’s indulgent decree, 

To me such a ticket should roll, 

A sixteenth , Heaven knows! were sufficient for me/, 
For what could I do with the whole 'l 


TO JULIA. o 

IN ALLUSION TO SOME ILLIBERAL CRITICISMS. 

Why, let the stingless critic chide 
With all that fume of vacant pride , 
Which mantles o’er the pedant fool, 

Like vapour on a stagnant pool! 

Oh! if the song, to feeling true, 

Cau please the elect, the sacred few, * 

Whose souls, by Taste and Nature taught. 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought— 


! 




i 
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If some fond feeling maid Jpte thee, 

The warm-eyed child of Sympathy, 

Shall say, while o’er my simple theme 
She languishes in Passion’s dream, 

1 Ho was, indeed, a tender soul— 

No critic law, uo chill control, 

Should ever freeze, by timid art, 

The fiowings of k) fond a heart!’ 

Yes! soul of Nature! soul of Love! 
That, hovering like a snow-winged dove, 
(» Breathed o'er mu cradle warblings wild, 

And hailed me Passion’s warmest child! 
Grant me the tear from Beauty's eye, 
From Feeling’s breast the Motive sigh; 
Oh ! let my song, my memory, find 
A shrine within the tender mind; 

AudH will scorn the critic’s chide, 

And I will scorn the fume of pride 
Which mantles o’er the pedant fool, 

Like vapour on a stagnant pool! 


« 

TO JULIA. 

Though Fate, nfy girl, may bid us part, 

Our souls it cannot, shall not, sever; 

The heart will seek its kindred heart, 

And cling to it as close as ever, 

But must we, must wo part indeed ? 

Is all our dream of rapture over ? 

And does not Julia’s bosom bleed 
To leave so dear, so fond a lover? 

Does she. too mourn ’—Perhaps she may; 

Perhaps she weeps our blisses fleeting • 

But why is Julia’s eye so gay, 
if Julia’s heart like mine is heating? 

I oft have loved the brilliant glow 
Of rapture in her blue eye streaming— 

But ean*tlio bosom bleed with woe, 

While joy is in the glances beaming ? 

No, no!—'Yet, love, I will not chide, 
Although your heart were fond of roving i 
Nor that, nor all the world beside, 

Could keep* your faithful boy from loviug, 

You’ll soon be distant from his eye, 

And, with you, all that's worth possessing, 
Oh I then it will lie sweet to die. 

When life has lost its only blessing 1 
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INCONSTANCY. 

And do I then wonder that Julia deceives me, 

When surely there’s nothing in nature more commonj 
She vows to be true, and while vowing she leaves me— 
But could I expect any more from a woman ? 

Oh, woman! your heart is a pitiful treasure; 

And Mahomet’s doctrine was not too severe, 

When ho thought you were only materials of pleasure, 
And reason and thinking wCre out of your sphere. 

By your heart, whey, the fond sighing lover can win A, 
He thinks that an age of anxiety’s paid; 

But, oh !^ while he’s blest, let him die on the minute— 

If he live but a day, he’ll bo surely betrayed, 


SONG. 

Swum' seducer! blandly smiling; 
Charming still, and still beguiling I 
Oft I swore to love thee never, 

Yet I love thee more tliau ever! 

* 

Why that little wanton blushing, 
Glancing eye, and bosom Hushing ? 
Flushing warm, and wily glancing— 
All is lovely, all entrancing! 

Turn away those lips of blisses— 

I am poisoned by thy kisses 1 
Yet, again, ah 1 turn them to me: 
Bain’s sweet, when they undo me! 

Oh! be less, be less enchanting; 

Let some little grace lie wanting j 
Let my eyes, when I’m expiring, 
Gaze awhile without admiring! 


' ^ 

THE KISS, 

Grow to my lip, thou sacred kiss, 

On which my soul’s beloved swore. 

That there should come a ■jjime of bliss 
When she would mock my hopes no more > 
And fancy shall thy glow renew, 

In sighs at morn, and dreams at night, 
And none shall steal thy holy dew 
Till thon’rt absolved by rapture’s rite. 
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Sweet hours that are to make me blest, 
Oh ily, hke breezes, to the goal, 
And let my love, my more than soul, 
Come panting to this fevered breast; 
And while in every glance I drink 
Hie rich o’crilowings of her mind, 

Oil! let her all impassioned sink, 

In sweet abandonment resigned 
Blushing for all our struggles past, 

And murmuring, 1 1 am thine at last!’ 


A NIGHT THOUGHT. 

How oft a cloud, with envious veil, 
Obscures yon bashful light, 

\yinch seems so modestly to steal 
1 Along the waste of night! 

I ’Tis thus the world’s obtrusive wrongs 

Obscure with malice keen * 

► _ Some timid heart, which only longs 

To livewnd die unseen I 


ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

Sicjuvnt pei’iro. 

When wearied wretches sink to sleep, 

How hoavoiily soft their slumbers lie! 

How sweet is death to those who weep, 

To those who weep and long to die! , 

Saw you the soft and grassy bed, 

Whore flowerets deck the green earth’s breast '» 

’Tis there I wish to lay my head, 

’Tis there I wish to sleep at rest! 

Oil! let hot tears embalm my tomb, 

None but the dews by twilight given! 

Oh! let not sighs disturb the gloom, 

None buk the whispering winds of Heaven! 


RONDEAU. 

« 

‘ Goon night! good night !’-and is it so ‘i 
And must I from my Rosa go ? 

Oh, Rosa! say ‘Goodnight!’ oncemore, 
And Fll repeat it o’er and o’er, 

Till the first glance of dawning light 
Shall find us saying still, 1 Good night! 
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And still ‘ G§od night!’ my Rosa say— 

But whisper still, 1 A minute stay 
And I will stay, and every minute 
Shall have an age of rapture in it. 

We’ll kiss and kiss in quick delight, 

And murmur, while we kiss, 1 Good night. I’ 

‘ Good night!' you’ll njurmur with a sigh, 
And tell me it is time to fly: 

And I will vow to kiss no more, 

Yet kiss you closer than before; 

Till slumber seal our rfcary sight— 

And then, my love! my soul! ‘ Good night!’ 


TO ROSA, 

* 

Like him who trusts to summer skies, 
And puts his little bark to sea, 

Is he who, lured by smiling eyes 
* Consigns his simple heart to thee ; 
For fickle is the summer wind, 

And sadly may the bark ho tossed ; 
For thou art sure to change thy mind, 
Aud then the wretched heart is lost! 


TO ROSA. 

Oh ! why should the girl of my soul ho in tears 
At a meeting of rapture like this, 

When the glooms of the past, and the sorrow of years, 
Have been paid by a moment of bliss ? 

Are they shed for that moment of blissful delight 
Which dwells on her memory yet ? 

Do they flow, like the dews of the amorous night, 
From the warmth of the sun that has set'!' 

Oh !. sweet is the tear on that languishing smile, 

That smile which is loveliest then; 

, Aud if such are the drops that delight can beguile, 
Thoushalt weep them againanfi again! 


TO ROSA. 

* 

WRITTEN DUIIINII* ILLNESS. 

The wisest soul, by anguish torn, 
Will soon unlearn the lore it lcnftw; 
And when the shining casket’s worn, 
The gem within will tarnish too. 
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But love’s an essence of the soil, 

Which sinks not with this chain of clay— 

Which throbs beyond tile chill control 
Of withering pain or pale decay. 

And surely when the touch of death 
Dissolves the spirit’s mortal ties, 

Love still attends tlfe soaring breath, 

And makes it purer for the skies! 

Oh, Rosa ! when,’ to seek its sphere, 

My soul shall leavt this orb of men, 

That love it found so blissful here 
Shall be its best of blisses tlren! 

And, as in fabled dreams of old, 

Some airy genius, child of time, 

Presidet?o'er each star that rolled, 
And'traoked it through its path sublime; 

So thou, fair planet, not unled, 

Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray; , 

Thy lover’s shade, divinely wed, 

Shall linger found thy wandering way, 

Let other spirits range the sky, 

And brighten in«the solar gem; 

I’ll bask beneath that lucid eye, 

Nor envy worlds of suns to them! 

And oh! if air/ shapes may steal 
To mingle with a mortal frame, 

Then, then, my love!—but drop the veil t 
Hide, hide from Heaveu the unholy flame. 

No!—when that heart shall cease to beat, 
And when that breath at length is free; 

Then, Rosa, soul to soul we’ll meet, 

And mingle to eternity. 


WRITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF OF A LADY’S 
COMMON-PLACE BOOK. 

Here is one leaf reserved for me, 

From all thy sweet memorials free; 

And here my simple song might tell 
The feelings thott must guess so well, 

But could I thus, within thy mind, 

One little vacant corner find, 

Where no impression yet is seen, 

Wfiere no memorial yet has been, 

Dh! it should he my sweetest care 
To write my wwmt mr ever there! 
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LOVE AND MARRIAGE. 

Equc brevi verbo form perenno malum, 

Sccmhts, Elcg, vii. 

Stile the question I must parry, 
Still a wayward truant prove: 
Where I love, I must not marry, 
Where I marry, cannot love. 

Were she fairdi of creation, 

With the least presuming mind; 
Learsfed without affectation; 

Not deceitful, yet refined; 

Wise enough, hut never rigid; 

Gay, but not too lightly frge; 
Chaste as snow, and yet not frigid; 
Warm, yet satisfied with me: 

Were she all this, ten times over, 
•All that Heaven tf earth allows, 

I should be too much her lover 
Ever to become her spouse, 

* 

Love will never hear enslaving; 

Summer garments suit him best: 
Bliss itself is not worth having, 

If we’re by compulsion blest, 


ANACREONTIC. 

Friend of my soul! this goblet sip, 

’Twill chase that pensive tear; 

’Tin hot so sweet as woman's lip, 

But, oh! ’tis more sincere, 

Like her delusive beam, 

’Twill steal away thv mind; 

But, like affection’s dream, 

It leaves no sting behind! 

Come, twine the wreath thy brows to shade; 

These flowers were culled at noon;— 

Like woman’s love the rose will fade, 

But all! not half so soon! 

For though the flower’s decayed, 

Its fragrance is not o’er;' 

But once when love's betrayed, 

The heart can bloom no more 
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in Imyrnt verterat omne morum, 

Tib. lib. i, cleg. 5. 

Press the grape, and let it pour 
Around the board its purple shower; 

And while the drdps my goblet steep, 

I’ll think—iu woe the clusters weep. 

Weep on, weep on, my pouting vine!_ 
Heaven grant no j^ara hut tears of wine, 
Weep on; and, as thy sorrows flow, 

I’ll taste the luxury of woe I 

9 

, * THE BALLAD. 

Thou hast sent me a flowery hand, 

And told me ’twas fresh from the field: 
That the leaves were untouched by the hand. 
And the purest of odours would, yield. 

Am i indeed it was fragrant and fair; 

But, if it were handled by time, 

It would bloom with a livelier air, 

And would surely be sweeter t me! 

• 

Then take it, and let it entwine _ 

Thy tresses, so flowing and bright, 

And each little floweret will shine 
More rich than a gem to my sight. 

Let the odorous gale of thy breath 
Embalm it with many a sigh; 

Nay, let it he withered to death 
Beneath the warm noon of thine oye. 

And instead of the dew that it hears, 

The dew dropping fresh from the tree, 

On its leases let me number the tears 
That affection has stolen from thee! 


TO* PHILLIS. 

Phillis, you little rosy rake, 

That heart of yours I long to rifle: 
Come, give it me, and do not make 
So much ado about a trip / 
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. TO MISS-. 

ON HER ASKING THE AUTHOR WHY SHE HAD SLEEPLESS NIGHTS 

I’ll ask the sylph who round thee flies, 

And in % breath hia pinion dips, 

Who suns him in thy lucent eyes, 

And faints upon,thy sighing lips: 

I’ll ask him where’s the veil of sleep 
That used to shade thy looks of light; 

And why those ejres their vigil keep, * 

When other suns are sunk iu night, 

And I will say—her angel brpast 
Has never throbbed with guilty sting; 

Her bosom is the sweetest nest 
Where Slumber could repost his wing! 

And I will say—her cheeks of flame, 

Which glow like roses in the sun, 

» Have never felt a blush of shame, 

Except for what her eyes have done 1 

Then tell me why, thou child of air! 

Hoes Slumber from her eyelids rove ? 

What is her hearMmpassioned care ?— 

Perhaps, oh sylph! perhaps 'tis lovet 


TO EOSA. 

A fur eonsem, o cumulo d’ amanti.-i’osf, Fid. 

And are you then a thing of art, 
Seducing all and loving none? 

And have I strove to gain a heart 
Which every coxcomb thinks his own? 

And do you, like the dotard’s fire, 
Which, powerless of enjoying any, 
Feeds its abortive sick desire, 
i3y trifling impotent witltaany ? 

Do you thus seek to flirt a number, 

And through a round of danglers run, 
Because your heart’s insipid slumber 

Could never wake to fed for o» tc, 1 . 

' • 

Tell me at once if this be irue, 

And I shall calm my jealous breast, 
Shall learn to join the dangling crew, 
And share your simpers with the rest 


t 
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But if your heart be not so free,— 

Oil! if another share that ieart, 

Tell not the damning tale to me, 

But mingle mercy with your art, 

I’d rather think you black as hell, 

Than find you to be all divine, 

And know that heart could love so well, 
Yet know that heart would not b" mine 1 


TO JfLIA. 

ON HER BIRTHDAY^ 

When Time was entwining the garland of years, 
Whicli to crown my beloved was given, 

Though sonyi of the leaves might be sullied with teal's 
Yet th^flowers were all gathered iu heaven! 

And long may this garland be sweet to the eye, 

May its verdure for ever lie new! 

Young Love shall enrich it with many a sigh,* 

And pity shall nurse it with dew!, 


ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

How sweetly could I lay my head 
Within the cpld grave’s silent breast 
Where Sorrow's tears no more are shod, 

No more the ills of life molest! ' 

For, ah! my heart, how very soon 
The glittering dreams of youth are past; 
And, long before it reach its noon, 

The sun of life is overcast. 



Good reader! if you e’er have seen, 
When gJiffilnis hastens to his pillow, 
The mermaids, with their tresses green, 
Dancing upon the western billow i 
If you have seen, at twilight dim, 

When the lone spirit’s vesper hymn 
Floats wild along the winding shore: 
If you have se»n, through mist of eve, 
The fairy train their ringlets weave, 
Glancing along the spangled green ;-~ 

If Von have seen all this, and more, 

•; God el^ss me 1 what a deal you’ve seen! 
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®E SURPRISE. 

Chloris, I swear, by all I ever swore, 

That from this hour I shall not love thee more.- 
1 What I love no more ? Oh! why this altered vow i’ 
Because I cannot love thee more —than mo I 


TO MRS. -. 

v 

ON HER BEAUTIFUL TRANSLATION OF VOITURE’S KISS, 

. o 

Mon Amo aur ma levre dtait lore touto entitre; 

Pour savourer le iniel qui sur la votro (Stait j 
Mais en mo rotirnnt, olio vesta derritro, 

Tant do oe doux plaWr I'unomo VamAoit l—Voit, 

r 

How heavenly was the poet’s doom, 

To breathe his spirit through a kiss; 
r And lose within so sweet a tomb 

The trembling messenger of bliss! 

* 

r 

And, ah ! his soul returned to feel 
That it again could ravished bo; 

For in the kiss that r chou didst steal, 

His life and soul have lied to thee J 


ON THE DEATH OE A LaM. 

Sweet spirit! if thy airy sleep 
Nor sees my tears, nor hears my sighs, 

Oh 1 I will weep, in luxury weep, 

Till the last lieartVdrop fills mine oyoa, 

But if thy sainted soul can feel, 

And mingles in our misery, 

Then, then, my breaking heart I’ll seal— 
Thou shalt not hear one sigh from me! 

The beam of morn was on tho stream, 

But sullen clouds tho day deform > 

Thou wort, indeed, that morning beam, 

And death, alas! that sullen storm, . 

Thou wert not formed for living here, 

Eor thou wert kindred with the sky; 

Yet, yet we held thee all so dear, 

We thought thou wert not formed to dio ! 




/ 



JUVENILE POEMS. 

TO ROSA, r 

Does the harp of Rosa altimhor? 

Once it breathed tho sweetest number 1 
Never does a wilder song 
Steal tlm breezy lyre along, 

Whun tho wind, in odours dying, 

Woos it with enamoured sigliing, 

t Does the harp Rosa cease ? 

Once it told a tale of pence 
To her lover's throbbing breast— 

Then lie was divinely blest! , 

Ah ! hot Rosa loves no more, 

Therefore Rosa’s song is o'er ; 

And her harp neglected lies; 

Ami her hoy forgotten sighs. 

.Silent harp—forgotten lover - 
Rosa's love anil song are over! 


NATURE'S LABELS. 

A EliAUMKNT. 

IN vain wo fondly strive to trace 
The soul’s redaction in the face; 
lu vain wo dwell mi lines and misses, 
('rankl'd month, or short proboscis; 

Boobies have looked as wise and bright 
As Plato or the iStagyrito: 

And many a sago and learned skull 
Has pooped through windows dark and dull! 
biiico then, thongli art do all it can, 

Wo ne'er can reach tho inward man 
Nor inward woman, from without 
(Though, ma'am, you mik, as if in doubt) 

I think 'twere well if Nature ooiild 
(And Nature could, if Nature would) 

.Some piRtty abort descriptions write, 

’ In tablets large, in black and white, 

' ■ ' Which she might hang about our throttles 
.'ike labels upon physio-bottles. 

There wo might read of all-.But stay— 

Aw learned dialectics say, 

The argument most apt and ample 
For common use, is tho example. 

Fot; instance, then, if Nature’s care 
Had not arranged those traits so fair, 

Which speak tlm soul of Lucy L-nd-n, 

Thk iu tlm label she’d have pinned ml. 
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* LABEL FIRST. 

Within this vase there lies enshrined 
The purest, brightest gem of mind! 

Though Feeling’s hand may sometimes throw 
Upon its charms the shade of woe, 

The lustre of the gem, when veiled, 

Shall be but mellowed, not concealed. 

Now, sirs, imagine, if you’re able, 

That Nature wrote a second label, 

They’re her owu words -at least suppose so- • 
And boldly pin it on Pomposo. 

'label second. 

When I composed the fustian brain 
Of this redoubted Captain Vain, 

I had at hand but few ingredient, 

And so was forced to use expedient, 

I put therein some small discerning, 

A grain of sense, a grain of learning; 

'And wheu I saw the void behind, 

I filled# up with—froth and wind! 


TO JULIA. 

Mock me no more with love’s beguiling dream, 

A dream, I find, illusory a^sweet: 

One smile of friendship, nay, of cold esteem, 

Is dearer far than passion's bland deceit! 

I’ve heard you oft eternal truth declare j 
Your heart was only mine, I once believed. 

Ah! shall I say that all your vows were air ? 

And must I say my hopes were all deceived? 

Vow, then, no longer that our souls are twined, 
That all our joys are felt with mutual zeal: 

Julia! 'tis pity, pity makes you kind; 

You know I love, and you would seem to feel. 

But shall I still go revel in those i^ms 
On bliss in which affection takes no part? 

No, no 1 farewell! you give me lmt your charms, 
When I had fondly thought you gave your heart. 


TO JUIdX 

1 saw the peasant's hand unkind 
From yonder oak the ivy sever; 
They scorned in very being twined; 
Vet nt.w the oak is fresh as over. 
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Not so tho widowed ivy^hincs: 
lorn from its dear and only stay, 

In drooping widowhood it pines, 

And scatters all its blooms away ! 

Tims, Julia, did our hearts entwine, 

I ill fate disturbed their tender ties: 
u/! ^ '!'difference, blooms in thine, 
v< bile mine, deserted, droops and dies! 


SYMPATHY. 

r 

TO JULIA. 

Hino inn sit null# Venus.*— Sitlpidu. 

n 

Otn* hearts, my love, wore doomed to bo 
J oe genuine twins of Sympathy i 
They live with one sensation : 

■Jo joy or grief, but most in love, „ 
Our heart-strings musically move, 

And thrill^ with like vibration, 

How often have I heard time say, 
i’hy vital pulse shall ct iaso to play 
When mine no more is inoviii" ! 

Sinoe, now, to fuel a joy aim 
Were worse to thee than feeling none: 
Snob sympathy in loving! 


TO MRS, M— 

Sweet lady! look not thus again: 

Those little pouting smiles recall 
A maid remembered new with pain, 

Who was my love, my life, my all >, 

Oh! while this heart delirious took 
, Sweet poison from her thrilling eye, 
Hum wn*dd she pout, ami lisp, and look, 
And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh 1 

« ¥«». I did love lu;r..madly love-. 

She was the sweetest, best deceiver 1 
Au\J oft hIhi H\voro hIujM novor ruvo! 

Ami 1, was destined to believe her! 

Then, lady, do not wear the smile 
Ofher whose smile could thus betray; 
Ainu! I think tliu lovely wilo 
Again might steal my heart nwnv, 
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n 


And when tie spell that stole my mind 
On lips so pure as thine 1 see, 
l fear the heart which she resigned 
Will err again, and iiy to thee! 


SONG. 

When Time, who steals our years away 
Shall steal our pleiiures too, 

The memory of the past will stay, 

And halftmr joys renew. 

Then, Cliloe, when thy beauty’s Ilowcr 
Shall feel the wintry air, , 
Remembrance will recall the hour 
When tlmu alone wort fair! 

/Then talk no more of future gloom; 

Our joys shall always last 
For hope shall brighten davs to come, 
And memory gild the past. 

Come, Cliloe, fill the genial bowl, 

I. drink to love and thee: 

Thou never eaust decay in soul, 

Thou It still be young (or me. 

And as thy lips the tear-drop chasg 
Which on my cheek they find, 

So hope shall steal away the trace 
Which sorrow leaves behind I 

TI 1011 fill the bowl—away with gloom! 

Our joys shall always last i 
For hope shall brighten days to eomo, 

And memory gild the past! 

But mark, at thought of futnro years, 
When love shall lose its soul, 

My Cliloe drops her timid teiu%, 

They mingle with my howl! 

How like this bowl of wine, my fair, 

Our loving life shall fleet; 

Though tears may sometimes mingle there, 
The draught will still lie sweet ! 

Then fill the howl—away with gloom i 
Our joys shall always' last; * 

For hope will brighten days to eomo, 

And memory gild the past I 
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THE RING. 1 

A. TALI!. 

Annulus ille viri.—• Ovid. Amor. till. ti. I’lcg, 10, 

The happy day at length arrived 
When Rupert was to wed 
The fairest maid in,Saxony, 

And take her to his bed. 

As soon as morn was in the sky, 
l'li* feast and spurts began; # 

The men admired the happy maid, 

The maids the lmppy man, 

In many a sweet device of mirth 
The day was passed along; 

And some the fuatly dangp amused, 
And some the dulcet |ong. 

Tlio younger maids with Isabel 
Disported through the bowers, 

And decked her robe, and crowned her 
head 

With motley bridal flowers, e 

The matrons all in rich attire, 

Within the castle walls, * 
Sat listening to the choral strains 
That echoed through the hulls. 

Young Rupert and his friends ruptured 
Unto a spacious court, 

To strike the bounding tennis-halt 
In feat and manly sport, 

The bridegroom on his finger had 
The wedding-ring so bright, 

Which was to grace the lily hand 
Of Isabel that night, 

And fearing ho might break the gem, 

I )r lose it in the play, 

He looked around the court, to see 
Where ho the ring might lay. 

Now in the court a statue stood, 

Which there full long had been ; 

It was a heathen goddess, or 
Perhaps a hcatlmu queen. 

I I Hlimilil In- Hurry to think Hint my Mil liml 
any serums inletitlniw of lri|flil;i-nini! flm nursery 
by (his story: I rutlii-r )iii|io llnniAi tlutimimmr 
of it lends tun to iliiulit" i,hip. Inn tlnaijfinviifl lo 
rWieule Hint liinlempereil (unto which prefers 
Hioho monsters of the fancy to Urn ‘ sjluolomi 
imtueuia ol true poetlu imugimitier.. 


Upon ijjs marble finger then 
He tried the ring to tit; 

Ami, thinking it was safest there, 
Thereon lie fastened it. 

And now the tenuis sports went 
Till they were wearied all, 

And messengers announced to them 
Tlmir dinner in the hall. 

Young .Rupert for his wedding-ring 
Unto the statue went; 

Hut, oli! how was he shocked to find 
The marble linger hunt I 

The hand was closed upon the ring 
With firm and mighty clasp 
In vain he tried, ami tried, and. tried. 
He could not loose the grasp | 

How sore surprised was Rupert’s . 
mind,— 

As well his mind,might lie; 

‘I’lleomo,'quoth lie, ‘atnight again, 
When iiffim are here to see? 

He went unto the feast, and much 
Hu thought upon his ring; 

And much he wondered what could 
mean 

•So very strange a thing I 

1 lie feast Was o’er, and to the court 
He went without delay, 

Resolved to break the marble hand, 
And force the ring away ! 

lint mark a stranger wonder still— 
The ring was tlmre no more; 

Yet was the marble hand lnigraspeil, 
And open us before! 

He searched tlm base, and all the court, 
And nothing could ho find, 

Rut to the castle did return 
With sore bewildered mind 

Within he found them all in mirth, 

' The night in dancing flow; 

The youth another ring procured, 

And none the adventure kner. 

f liuil, by u nub) in the manuscript, that ho 
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And now the priest 1ms joined their 
hands, 

The hours of love advance! 

Eupert almost forgets to think 
Upon the morn’s mischance, 

Within the bed fair Isabel 
In Mushing sweetness lay, 

Lika flowers half-opened by the dawn, 
And waiting for the day. 

And Rupert, by her lovely side, 

In youthful beauty glows, 

Like Phoebus, when he bends tj cast 
His beams upon a rose! 

And here my song should leave them 
both, 

Nor let the rest be told, 

But for the horrid, horrid tale 
It yet has to unfold! 

Soon Rupert, 'twixff his bride and him, 
A death-cold carcase found; 

He saw it not, hut thought he felt 
Its arms embrace him round. 

He started up, and then returned, 

But found the phantom still; 

In vain he shrunk, it clipped him round, 
With damp and deadly chill! 

And when lie bent, the earthy lips 
A kiss of horror gave; 

'Twas like the smell from charnel vaults, 
Or from the mouldering grave! 

ill-fated Rupert, wild and loud 
Thou criedst to thy wife, 

‘ Oh! save me from this horrid fiend, 

My Isabel! my life!’ 

But Isabel had nothing seen, 

She looked around in vaiu; 

And much she mourned the mad con- , 
colt 

That racked her Rupert’s brain. 

At length from this invisible 
These words to Rupert came; 

(Oh God! while he did hear the words, . 
What terrors shook his frame!) 

'Husband! husband! I’ve the ring 
Thou gav'st to-day to, me ; 

And thou’rt to me for ever wed. ] 
As I am wed to thee 1’ 


ir And all the night the demon lay 
Cold-chilling by his side, 

And strained him with such deadly 
grasp, 

He thought he should have died! 

But when the dawn of day was near, 
•The horrid phantom fled, 
i And left the affrighted youth to weep 
By Isabel in bed. 

All, all that day a gloomy cloud * 

Was seen on Rupert’s brows; 

Fair Isabel was likewise sad, 

But strove to cheer her spouse. 

a And, as the day advanced, he thought 
Of coming*night with fear: 

Ah! that ho must with terror view 
The bed that should be dear! 

j At length the second night arrived 
Again their couch they pressed; 

Poor Rupert hoped that all was o'er, 
And looked for love and rest, 

Bui oh! whon midnight came, again 
The fiend was at his side, 

, And, as it strained him in its grasp, 
With howl exulting cried,— 

‘ Husband! husband! I've the ring, 
The ring thou gav'st to me; 
i And thou’rt to me for ever wed, 

As I am wed to thee!’ 

In agony of wild despair, 

He started from the bed; 

And thus to his bewildered wife '■ 
The trembling Rupert said: 

‘ Oh Isabel! dost thou not see 
A shape of horrors here, 

That strains me to the deadly kiss, 

And keeps me from my dear ?’ 

‘ No, no, my love! my Eupert, I 
No shape of horrors see; 

And much I mogrn the phantasy 
That keeps my dear from mo !’ 

This night, just like the night before, 

In terrors passed away, 

Nor did the demon vanish thence 
| Before the dawn of day. 
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Says Rupert then, ‘ My Isabel, 

Hoar partner of my woo, 

To Father Austin’s holy cave 
This instant will I go.’ 

Now Austin was a reverend man, 

Who acted wonders maint, 

Whom all the country round believed 
A devil or a saint I 

To Father Austin’s holy cave 
Thw Rupert went full straight, t 
And told linn all, and asked him how 
To remedy his fate. 

The father hoard the youth, and thou 
Retired awhile to pray; 

And, having prayed for half an hour, 
Returned, and thus did say: 

; There is a place where four roads meet, 
Which 1 will toll to thee; 

3e there this eve, at fall of night, 

And list what thou shult see. 

0 

rhou’lt soo a group of figures pass 
In strange disordered crowd, 
Travelling by torchlight through tlio 
roads, 

With noises strange and loud. 

a 

And one that’s high above the rest, 
Tomlin towering o’er, 

Will make thee luimv him at a glance, 
So .1. need say no more, 

To him from mo these tablets give, 
They’ll soon be understood ; 

Thou need’st not fear, but give thorn 
straight, 

I’ve scrawled them with my blond !’ 

The nightfall came, and Rupert all 
In pale amazement went 
To where the cross-roads met, and ho 
Was by the father sent, 

And. lo! a group of figures came 
In strange disordered crowd, 
Travelling by torchlight tlnmiglj the 
roads, 

With noises strange and loud. 

And as the gloomy train advanced, 
Runerr, beheld from far 


A female form of wanton mien. 

Seat®! upon a oar, 

And Rupert, as bo gazed upon 
The looaely-vosted dame, 

Thought of tlie marble statue’s look, 
For hors was just the same. 

Behind her walked a hideous form, 
With eyeballs Hashing death; 
Whene’er he breathed, a sulphured 
smoke 

Game burning in his breath! 

He scofficd the first of all the crowd 
Terrific towering o’er; 

‘Yes, yes,’ said Rupert, ‘this is ho, 
And I need ask no mure,’ 

Thou slow he went, and to this iioml . 

Tlio tablets trembling gave, 

Who looked and ri^d thorn with a yell 
That would disturb tlio grave, 

t 

And when ho saw tlio blood-scrawled 
name, 

His eyes with fury shine, 

‘ I thought,’ cries lie, ‘ his time was out, 
But ho must soon lie mino !’’ 

Then darting at the youth a lock, 
Which rent his soul with fear, 
lie went unto tlio female fiend, 

And whispered in her ear. 

The female Iioml no sooner heard, 

Than, with reluctant look, 

Tho very ring that Rupert lost 
Shu from her finger took ; 

And, giving it unto tlm youth, 

With eyes that breathed of hell, 

She said in that tremendous voice 
Which ho remembered well: 

‘In Austin’s name take hook tho ring, 
The ring thou gav’st to me; 

And thou’rt to me no longer wed, 

Nor longer I to thee, 1 

He took the ring, tlio rabble passed, 

He home returned again ; 

His wife was thou the happiest fair, 
Tlio happiest he of men. 
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#> SONG. 

Think on that look of humid ray, 

Which for a moment mixed with mine, 
And for that moment seemed to say, 

‘I dare not, or I would ho thine !’ 

Think, think on every smile and glance, 
On all thou hast to charm and move; 
And then forgive my bosom’s trance, 

And toll mo ’tis not sin to love 1 

Oh ! not, to love thee were the sin ; 

For suref if Heaven’s decrees he done, 
Tlum, thou art destined still to win, 

As I was destined to ho won. 


SONG. 

Ply from tile world, 0 Bossy! to me, 
ThouTt'nover .find any siiuiferer; 

I'll give up the world, 0 Bessy! for thee, 

I can never moot any that’s dearer! 

Then toll mo no more, wfbli a tear and a sigh, 
That our loves will ho censured by many; 
All, all have tlioir follies, and who will deny 
That ours is the sweetest'of any! 





And each to the other embracjjig will say, 

‘ Farewell! let us hope we’re forgiven!’ 
Thy last fading glance will illumine the way, 
And a kiss be our passport to heaven! 

. . 

THE SHRINE. 

„ TO -—•. 

My fates had destined me to rove 
A long, long pilgrimage of lo^e ; 

And many an altar on my way 
Has lured my pious steps to stay; 

For, if the saint was young and fair, 

I turned and sung my vespers there, 

This,•from a youthful pilgrim’s lire, 

Is what your pretty saints require: 

To pass, nor tell a single bead, 

With them would he profane indeed! * 

But, trust me, nil this young devotion, 

Was but to keep my zeal in motion; 

, And, every humbler altar past, 

I now have reached the shrine at last! 


I 

'■ THE CATALOGUE. 


When your lip has mot mine, in abandonment sweet, 
Have we felt as if virtue forbid it 
Have we felt as if Heaven denied them to meet ?— 
No, rather Was Heaven that did it! 

So innocent, lhvo! is the pleasure we sip, 

So little of guilt is there in it, 

That I wish all my errors wero lodged on your lip, 
And I’d kiss them away in a minute r i! 

Then come to your lover, oh! fly to his shod 
From a world which I know thou despisest; 

And slumber will hover as light mi our bod, 

As o’er on tli e couch of the wisest 1 
And when o’er our pillow the tempest iH driven 
( And thou, prejty innocent! foarest, ’ 

Ill tell time, it is not the eluding of Heaven, 

’Tis only our lullaby, dearest ! 

• 

Awl, oh! when we lie on our doath-hed, my love! 

Looking back on the scene of onr errors, 

A sigh from my Bossy shall plead them above, 

And Heath be disarmed of his terrors! 


‘Come, tell me,’ says Rosa, as, kissing and kissed! 
One day she reclined on my breast; 

‘ Come, tell me the number, repeat me the list 
Of the nymphs you have loved and caressed,’ 

Oh, Rosa! 'twas only my fancy that roved, 

My heart at the moment was free 

But 111 tell thee, my girl, how many I’ve loved, 
And the number shall finish with thee! 

My tutor was Kitty; in infancy wild 
She taught me the way to bo blest; 

She taught me tif love her, I loved like a child, 

But Kitty coidd fancy the rest. 

This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore 
l have never forgot, I allow; 

I have had it by role very often before, 

But never by heart until now! 

Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all flame, 
But my head was so full of romance, t 

That I fancied her into some chivalry dame, 

And l was her knight of the lance ! 
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But Martha wainot of this fanciful school, 

And she laughed at her poor little knight j 
While I thought her a goddess, she thought me a tool, 
And I’ll swear she was most in the right. 



Oh! trust me, when I swear tjiee this, 
Doarest! the pain of loving thee, 
The very pain, is sweeter bliss 
Than passion’s wildest ecstasy! 


My soul was now calm, till, by Cloris’s looks, 
Again 1 was tempted to rove j 
But Gloria, I found, was so learned in books, 
That she gave mo more logic than love! 

So I left this young Sappho, and hastened to fly 
To those sweeter logicjfins in bliss, 

Who argue the point with a soul-telling eye, 

And convuicg us at once with a kiss! 

Oh ! Susan was then all the world unto me, 

But Susan was piously given; 

And the worst of it was, we could ntever agree 
On the road that was shortest to heaven ! 

‘Oh, Susan!’ I've said, in the moments of mirth, 
1 What’s devotion to thee or to me 1 
l cftvoutly believe there’s a heaven on eartli, 
And believe that that heaven’s in thee 1 ’ 


TO-—. 

Remember him thou leav’st behind, 
Whose heart is warmly hound to thee, 

Close ns the tciulerest links can hind 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Oh! I had long in freedom roved, 

Though many seemed my soul to share; 

’Twas passion when I thought I loved, 
’Twas fanoy when I thought them fair, 

E’en she, my Muse's early theme, 

Beguiled me only while she warmed; 

’Twas young desire that fed the dream. 
And reason broke what pateion formed. 

But thou—ah ! better had it been 
If I had still in freedom roved, 

If I had ne'er thy beauties seen, 

For then I never should have loked 1 

Then all the pain which lovers feel 
Had never to my heart been known; 

But, ah! the joys which lovers steal, 
Should they have ever been my own? 


» 



That little cage I would not part, 

In which my soul is prisoned now, 

For the most light and winged heart 
That wantons on the passing vow. 

Still, my beloved ! s*ill keep in mind, 
However far removed from me, 

That there is one thou leav si* behind, 
Whose heart respires for only thee! 

And though ungenial ties have bound 
Thy f&e unto another’s care 
That atm, which clasps thy bosom round, 
Cannot confine the heart that’s there. 

No, no! that heart is only mine, 

By ties all other ties above, , 

For I have wefi it at a shrine 
Where we have had no priest but Love 


,S0NG. 

A captive thus to thee, my girl, 

How sweetly shall 1 pass my age, 
Contented, like the playful squirrel, 

To wanton up and down my cage! 

When Death shall envy joy like this, 
And come to shade our sunny weather, 
Be our last sigh the sigh of bliss, 

And both our souls eMraled together [ 


SONG. 

Where is the nymph, whose azure eye 
Can shine through rapture’s tear ? 
The .sun has sunk, the moon is high, 
And yet she^omes not here! 

Was that her footstep on the hill—- 
Hfir voice upon the gale ?. 

No; ’twas the wind, and all is stills 
Oh, maid of-Marlivale 1 


JUVENILE FOETUS. 

Comedo me, love, I’ve wandered far, 
’Tis passed the promised hour: 
Come to me, love, the twilight star 
Shall guide thee to my bower. 


REUBEN AND ROSE. 

A TALE OF ROMANCE. 

tfiiE darkness which hui% upon Willumberg’s walls * 
Has long been remembered with awe and dismay 1 
for years not # sunbeam had played in its halls, 

And it seemed as shut out from the regions of day: 

Though the valleys wore brighteueilby many a beam, 

Yet none could the woods of the castle illume; 

And the lightning which Hashed oil tlib neighbouring stream 
flew back, as it fearing to enter the gloom I 

'Oft 1 when shall this horrible darkness disperse ?’ 

Said WiJJumherg’s lord to the sow of the cave. 

1 It can never dispel,’ said tho^mard of verso, 

'Till the bright star of chivalry’s sunk in the wave 1’ 

And who was the bright star of chivalry then ? 

Who could be but Reuben, tile flower of the ago ? 
for Reuben was first in the combat of men, 

Though Youth had scarce written his name on lior page. 

for Willuraborg’s daughter his bosom had beat, 
for Rose, who was bright as the spirit of dawn, 

When with wand dropping diamonds, and silvery feet, 

It walks o’er the flowers of the mountain and lawn 1 

Must Rose, then, from Reuben so fatally sever ? 

Sad, sad were the words of the man in the cave, 

That darkness should cover the castle for over, 

Or Reuben he sunk in the merciless wave! 

She flew to the wizard—'And tell me, oil tell! 

Shall my Reuben no more ho restored to my eyes!'— 

‘ Yes, yes -when a spirit shall toll the great bell 
Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben shall rise f 

Twice, thrice ho repented, ‘ Your Reuben shall rise!’ 

And Rose felt a moment’s release from her pain; 

She wiped, while she listened, the tears from her eyes, 

And she hoped she might yet sue her hero again! 

Hor hero could smile at the terrors of death, 

When ho felt that lie died for the sin? of his Rose 1 
To the Oder he flew, and there plunging beneath, 

In the lapse of the billows aeon found his repose,— 


' I' Jtmrnm poms. 

At 

«y How strangely the order of destiny fall|! 

Not long in the waters the warrior lay, 

• . When a sunbeam was boou to glance over the walk, 

And the castle of Wilhuuberg basked in the ray! 

- ( • All, all hut the soul of tho maid was in light, 

* There sorrow and terror lay gloomy ami blank: 

Two days did she wander, and all the long night, 

^ In quest of hor love on the wide river’s bank. 

‘ e Oft, oft did she pause for the toll of the boll, 

And she hoard but the bra,wrings of night in tho air; 
Long, long did she gaze on tho watery swell, 

Ami she saw but the foam of tho white billow there. 

And often as midnight its veil would uudraw, 

As she looked aji tho light of tho moon in the stream, 

She thought ’twjis his helmet of silver she saw, 

As the Curl of tho surge glittered high in tho beam. 

And now the third night was begemming tho sky, 

Poor Rose on the cold dewy margont reclined, 

There wept till the tear almost froze in horroyo, 

When, ~lmrk I ’twas the bell that came deep in tho wind 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering shade, 

A form o’er tho waters in majesty glide; 

She knew ’twas her love, though his cheek was decayed, 
And Ida helmet of silvey was washed by the tide. 

Was this what the seer of the cavo had foretold ?— 

Dim, dim through tho phantom the moon shot a gleam; 
’Twas Reuben, but ah! ho was deathly and cold, 

And flitted away like the spell of a dream! 

Twice, thrice did lie rise, and as often she thought 
Prom the bank to embrace him, but never, ah! never! 
Then springing beneath, at a billow alio caught, 

And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever I 


® SONG. 

ON THE BIRTHDAY 01? MRS. —., 

WRITTEN IN IRELAND. 

» 

Of all my happiest Jmurs of joy,— 

Ami oven 1 have had my measure, 

When hearts Were full mid every eye 
Has kindled with the beams of pleasure !■-* 
Such hours as this I ne’er was given, 

So dear to friendship, dear to blisses . 



JUVENILE POEMS. 

• 

Young Love himself looks down from heaven, 
To smile off such a day as this is! 

' Then, oh! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let’s feel as if we ne’er could sever 1 
And may the birth of her vve love 
Be thus with joy remembered ever 1 

Oh ! banish every thought to-night, 

Which could disturb our soul’s communion 5 
Abandoned thus to dear delight, 

We'll e'en for once forget the Union! 

On that let statesmen Jry their powers, 

And tremble o'er the rights they’d die for j 
The union of # tko soul be ours, 

And every union else we sigh for. 

Then, oh! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let’s feel as if we ne'er could sever; 
And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remeinberechever 1 

In every eye around I mark 
, The feelings of the heart o’erilowing, 

From every soul I catch the spark 
Of sympathy in friendship glowing! 

Ob! could such moments evfSr fly; 

Oh! that wo ne'er were doomed to lose ’em. 
And all as bright as Charlotte's eye, 

And all as pure as Charlotte’s bosom, 

But oh! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let’s feel as if we ne’er could sever; 
And may the birth other we love 
Bo thus with joy remembered ever 1 

For me—whate’or my span of years, 

Whatever sun may light my roving 
Whether I waste my life in tears, 

Or live, as now, for mirth and loving— 

This day shall come with aspect bind, 

Wherever Fate may cast your rover; 

He’ll think of those he left behind, 

And drink a health to bliss that’s over! 
Then, oil! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let's feel as if we ne’er could sever; 

And may the birth of her \v§ love 
Be thus with joy remembered ever 1 


THE NATAL GENIUS. 

A DIIEAJI. * 

To ->, THU MORNING) OF HER BIRTHDAY. 

In witching slumbers of the nigltf, 
l dreamed I was the airy sprite 
That on % natal moment smiled ; 
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Ami thought I wafted on my wing 
Those flowers which in Elyaiffm spring, 

To crown my lovely mortal child. 

With olive branch I bound thy head, 

HeartVeasu along thy path X shed, 

Which was to bloom through all thy years 
Nor yet did I. forgot to bind " 

Love's roses, with his myrtle twined, 

And flowed by sympathetic tears, 

Such was the wild Iflit precious boon, 

Which Fancy, at her magic noon, 

Bade me to Nona's image pry— 

Oh ! were I, love, thus doomed to ho 
Thy little guardian deity, 

How bleat around thy steps I’d play! 

Thy life should softly steal along, 

Calm as somu lonely shepherd's song 
That's heard at distance in the grove; 

No cloud should ever shade thy sky, 

No thorns along thy pathway lie, 

But all he mfushino, peace, and love 1 

The wing of Time should never brash 
Thy dewy lip’s luxuriant flush, 

To bid its roses withering die; 

Nor age itself, though dim and dark, 

Should ever ipielieh a single spark 
That Hashes from my .Nona’s eye! 


MORALITY. 

A KAMI I,I Alt RI'IH’im 

AlrtmiWWl TO ,T, AT—NH—N, HHQ,, M.It.T.A. 

Tliomni long at school and college, during 
On books of rhyme and books of prosing, 
And copying from their moral pages 
Fine rcciposw forming sages; 

Though long with those divines at school. 
Who think to make us good by rule, 

Who, in methodic forms advancing, 
Teaching morality like dancing, 

Toll us," for Hiiuvtjt or money’s sake, 

What ttfr/w wo are through life to take s 
■Though thus, my friend, so long employed, 
And Ho.much midnight oil destroyed, 
l must confess, my searches past, 
i only learned to at last. 
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I find the doctors and the sages 
Have differed in all climes and ages, 

And two in fifty scarce agree 
On what is pure morality! 

’Tis like the rainbow’s shifting zone, 

And every vision makes its own. 

The doctors of the Porch advise, 

As modes of being great and wise, 

That we should cease to own or know 
The luxuries that^rom feeling flow. 

1 Reason alone must claim direction,' 

And Ajjifcliy’s the soul's perfection. 

Like a dull lake the heart must lie; 

Nor passion’s gale nor pleasure’s sigh, 
though heaven the breeze, tin* breath supplied. 
Must curl the wave or swell tho^ide!' 

Such was the rigid Zeno's plan 
* To form his philosophic man; 

Such were the modes he taught mankind 
To weed the garden of tl^e mind; 

They tore away some weeds, ’tis true, 

But all the Jl<mm were ravished too! 

• 

Now listen to the wily strains, 

Which, on Gyrene’s sandy plains, 
iVlien Pleasure, nymph, with loosened zone. 
Usurped the philosophic throne , 

Hear what the courtly sago’s tongue' 

To his surrounding pupils sung: 

‘ Pleasure’s the only noble end 
To which all human powers should tend, 

And Virtue gives her heavenly lore, 

But to make Pleasure please us more 1 
Wisdom and she were both designed 
To make the sensos more refined, 

That man might revel, free from cloying, 

Then most a sage, when most enjoying!' 

Is this morality ?—Oh, no ! # 

a w * ser P a ^ could show. 

Ihe flower within this vase confined. 

The pure, the uufading flower of mind, 

Must not throw all its sweets away 

Upon a mortal mould of.clay j 

No, no! its richest breath should rise 
•in vir tue’s incense to the skies! 



Aristippus of Cyrono. He fiaiwiahod m mn Wore Cliriat. 
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But thus it is, all sects, wo nee, 

Havo watchwords of morality: 

Some cry out Venus, others Jove; 

Here ’tis religion, there ’tis love! 

But while they thus so widely wander, 

While mystics dream, and doctors ponder 
And some, in dialectics firm, 

Seek virtue in a middle torm; 

While thus they strive, in Heaven's defiance, 
To chain morality with science; 

The plain good m;*u, whose actions teach 
More virtue than a sect can preach, 

Pursues his course, unsagel# blest, 

His tutor whispering in his breast : 

Nor could he act a purer part, 

Though ho had Tally all by heart; 

And when !m drops the tear on woo, 

He little knows or cares to know 
That Epictetus blamed that tear, 

By Heaven approved, to virtue dear! 

Oil! when I’ve seen the tuomipg beam 
Floating wi Jhin tlm dimpled stream, 

While Nature, wakening from the night, 

Has just put on her robes of light, 

Have 1, with eold optician's gaze, 

Explored the ilmtrm of those rays'/ 

No, pedants, 1 have left to you 
Nicely to separate hue from hue: 

Oo, give that moment up to art, 

When Heaven and Nature, claim the heart j 
And dull to all their best attraction, 

Go-measure uiujlrx »/ rejmtum! 

While I, in feeling's sweet romance, 

Look on each day-beam as a glance 
From tlm great eye of Him above, 

Wakening his world, with looks of love S 


HONG. 

* 

Wnv does azure deck the sky? 

’'Tis to lie like thy looks of blue/ ■ 
Why is red the rose’s dye V 
Because ill is thy blushes’ hue, 

All that’s fair, by Love’s decree, 

Has been made resembling thee! 

Why is falling snow so white, 

But to bo like thy bosom fair ? 

Why arc solar beams so bright? 

That they may seoK»% golden hair ! 




u 


JUVENILE POEMS, 


All that's bright, by Love’s decree. 
Has been Tnade resembling thee! 

Wliy are Nature's beauties felt ? 

Oh i ’tie thine in her we see) 
Why has music power to melt ? 

Oli! because it speaks like thee. 
All that’s sweet, by Love’s decree, 
Has been made resembling thee1 


SON& 

Mauy, I believed thee true, 

And 1 was blest in thus believing: 

But now I mourn that e’er I knew 
A girl so fair and so deceiving] 

Few have ever loved like me,—- * 

Oh 1 I have loved thee too sincerely! 

And few have e’er deceived like thee,™ 

Alas! deceived me too severely! 

Fare tliSe well! yet think javliile 
On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee, 
who now would rather trust that smile 
And die with thee, Mian live without thee 1 
Fare thee well! I’Jl think of thee, 

-lliou leav’st mo mauy a hitter token: 
i or see, distracting womitii! see, 

My pence is gone, my heart is broken I- 
hare time well! 


SONG, 

Have not you seen the timid tear 

Steal trembling from mine eye’ : 
Lave you not marked the Hush of fear, 
Or caught the murmured sigh ’ 

And can you think my love is chill 

Nor fixed on you alone? 

And can you rend, by doubting still 
A heart so much your own ? ’ 

To you my soul’s affections move 
Devoutly,, warmly true; 

Wy life lias been a task of love, 

One hmg, long thought of you. 

If all your tender faith is o’er, 
if still my truth you’ll try; 

Jtlunv l)Ut m proof more,-, 
ill bless.vourname,mid diet 



THE SHIELD.* 

0l Vnd i llv l [ 10ar ^ voice of death? 
wi • i i wwk this paly form 

Which rode on the silver mist ,/tlm bath 
And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm ? ’ 

VVli di shrieks on the house of woe all *. 
Or a shnmnng fiend that flow to a tomb % ’ 
1" howl and to feed till tlm glance uf light ? 

It screams tor the guilt of days that are past! 
Sco howtfm rod, red lightning strays 

Wk ™ tll,J «*'>Md of Hiis sou of death ! 

“ j ! ,1,, * lli i l « wjtti imirdermifi stains; 
il ; | {* , from tlm cold yew's snriv • 

Jhd, neither can tab the Id,Kid away 

OFtlythatyinv, mi the blast ,!,1 Held, 

\VMl !t!!! H, . ,lllUl, i t " t, ! (,TOl i'"«m’slight; 


THE mil, 

On hodsiifsiiowtlunnoonhearn slept, 
And ehilly was the nndnight gloom, 

Wbu by tlm , amp grave Ellon wunfi. 

nuiiiit m#nl! it was her Limlor's tiiml, l 

A warm Liar frushoil, .the wintry air 

ongeahljt unit flowed away; 

Altnight it lay an ioiMlrop there 
At in,mu it glittered, in tlm ray j 

An aiige], wamlenng f mm her sphere 
'V 1 '] H«iw tlijN bright, this frozen gem, 

Eh i roycdlhty bniughtthe tettb 1 ’ 
Ami Jning it mi. her diadem) 
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• A DREAM. 

1 thought this heart consuming lay 
On Cupid’s burning shrine: 

I thought he stole thy heart away. 
And placed it near to mine. 

I saw thy heart begin to melt, 

Like ioe before the sun; 

Till both a glow congenial felt, 

And mingled ii^o one! 


TO A LADY. 

ON HER SINGING. 

Thy song has taught my heart to feel 
Those soothing thoughts of heavenly love, 

, Which o’er the sainted spirits steal 
When listening to the spheres above! 

When, tired of life and misery, 

I wish to sigh my latest breath, 

Oh, Emma! I will fly to thee, 

And tb'ou shalt sing me into death! 

And if along thy lip and cheek 
That smile of heavenly softness play, 

Which,—ah ! forgive a mind that’s weak,-** 
So oft has stolen my mind away j 

Thou’lt seem an angel of the sky, 

That comes to charm me into bliss: 

I’ll gaze and die—who would not die, 

If death were half so sweet as this ? 


WRITTEN IN A COMMON-PLACE BOOK, CALLED 
‘THE BOOK OP POLLIES.’ 

h which every one that opened it slmldhninbutc something 

TO THE BOOK 0 V HOUM, 

This tribute’s from a wretched elf, 

. Who hails thee emblem of himself! 

The book of life, which *1 have traced, 

Has been, like thee, a motley waste 
Of follies scribbled o’er and o’er, 

One folly bringing hundreds more,* 

Some have indeed been writ so neat, 

In characters so fair, sp sweet, 
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That those who judge not Joo severely 
j liive said they loved such follies dearly! 
\ot still, O book! the allusion stands; 

I or these were penned by female hands: 

IJie vest,—alas I I own the truth,—- 
llavo all been seribblod so uncouth, 

I hat prudence, with a withering look, 
Disdainful (lings away the heok'i 
Like thine, its pages horn and. there 
Havo oft liuoti stained with blots of care 
And sometimes hours of peace, I own, 
Upon some fairer leaves have shown, 
White as the suowiuga of that Heaven 
By which those hours of peace were given, 
But now no longer-such, oh! such " 
lhc blast of Disappointment's touch! 

No longer now those hours appear; 
hi\di leaf in Hullintl by a tear \ 

Blank, blank is every page with enro, 

Not o on a folly brightens there. 

Will they yet brighten ?~Nover, iieveH 
Tlu'ii shut the book, 0 God, for over 1 


TfWULIA. 

WUIJWNO, 

Oil j if your tears are given to care, 

If real woe disturbs your peaeo, 

Come tinny bosom, weeping fair! 

And 1 will bid your weeping cease. 

But if with Pinny's visioned fears, 

With dreams of woe your bosom thrill ; 
You look ho lovely in your tears, 

That 1 must bid you drop timm still! 


CHARITY. 

Neither do I iiumleinii then: go, ami nln mi imiro.’-fto, John, elmp, vlll, 

0 woman ! if by simple wile 
Thy soul has strayed from honour's track 
Tis mercy only can beguile, 

By gentle ways, the wanderer back. 

The stain that on thy virtue lies, 

Washed by thy tears, may yet decay, 

As clouds that sully morning skies 
May all he wept in showers away. 
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Go go—btfinnocent, and live— 

The tongues of men may wound thee sore j 
But Heaven in pity can forgive, 

And bids thee ‘ go, and sin no more! ! 


AT MIGHT. 

At night, when all is still around, 

How sweet to hear Jhe distant sound 
Of footstep, coining soft and light! * 

What pleasure in the anxious beat, 

With which the bosom Hies to meet 
That foot that comes so soft at night! 

And then, at night, how sweet to say 
‘ ’Tis late, my love!’ and chide "delay, 

Though still the western clouds are bright: 

Oh ! happy too the silent press, 

The eloquence of mute caress, 

With those we love, exchanged at night. 

At night, what dear empfey to trace, 

In fancy, every glowing grace 
, That’s hid by darkness from the sight I 
And guess, by every broken sigh; 

What tales of bliss the shrouded eye 
Is telling from the soul at night! 

TO—. 

Morin pur Quundo vnol, non t bisogna mutur nt fiuida iU voce per csser un Angelo 

Die when you will, you need not wear 
At heaven’s court a form more fair 
Than beauty here oil earth has given; 

Keep hut the lovely looks wo see- 
The voice we hear—and you will bo 
An angel ready-made for heaven! 

* • 

FANNY, DEADEST. 

Oh ! had I leisure to sigh and mourn, 

Fanny, dearest, for thee I’d sigh; 

And every smile on my.cheek should turn 
To tears when thou art nigh. 

But between love, and wine, and sleep, 

So busy a life I live, * 

That even the time it would take to weep 
Is more than my heart can giv«. 


{UVmiE I'OFJW. 

Him Lnl me noli to despair and pine, 
1‘inmy, dearest of all tint dears] 

Ilio Isn't! that s ordered to bathe in wine 
Would be sure to take cold in tears. 

Felice ted bright in this heart of mine, 
fanny, dearest, thy imago lies; 

But oh, the mirror would cense to shine. 
If dimmed too often with sighs. 

They lose the iml|of beauty's light, 

Win; view it; through sorrow’s tears 

And ’tis hut te see time truly bright 
'That I keep my eye-beam dear. 

Then wait no longer till tears shall flow. 
Fttituy, (l«ftnjht-tii(jho|Kj is vain; 

If Hfuishino cannot dissolve thy show, 

I shall never attempt it with rain. 


• KONG. 

!i Sis'Kit oil that lip for a minute have gazed, 

BitU thousand tefiiptutiiuiN besot me, 

And I've thought, as the dear little rubies you raised, 
.liow delicious 'twoiild be if you'd let me! 

Then lie not so angry for what I have done, 
n Ner Nay that you’ve sworn to forgot me; 

They wore buds of temptation too pouting to shim, 
And I thought that.you eould not but kit me! 

Wlum your lip with a whisper eiimo close to my check, 
0 think hmv bewitching it met mo 1 
And, plain as the eye of a, Venus could speak, 

Your oyo seemed to Hay.you would let mo 1 

'Then forgive the tmiiHgressiim, and bid me remain, 

For in truth, iff go, you’ll regret mo; • 

(K*, nil I — liilfniH try tho traiiH^rihSHHHi jigain, 

Ami I’ll do all you wish - will you lot me 1 


LIGHT SOUNDS THE HAIU> 

Lkiht houiuIh tlie harp when the eoinhat is ever, 
When heroes are resting, and joy is in bloom; 
Ylnm laurqls hang luoso from the brow of the lover 
Ami Cupid makes wings of tho warrior’s plume, 
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* 

But when the fee returns, 

Again tie hero burns; 

High flames the sword in his hand uuce more: 

The clang of mingling arms 
Is then the sound that charms, 

Ami brazen notes of war, that stirring trumpets pour;— 

ilifcii conies the Harp, when the combat is over_ 

\ hen heroes are resting, ami Joy is in bloom- 
U hent laurels hang louse from the brow of the lover 
And Cupid makes wings of the warrior’s plume, 

Light went the harp when tlm War-God, reclining, 

-ay lull (1 on tiro white arm of Beauty to rest, 

" if.’f"w hla . «r»»onr the myrtle hung twining, 
A.id flights of young doves made his helmet their nest. 
But, when the battle came, 

; The hero's eye breath’d flame* 

>-0011 from his neck the white arm was flung: 
w hile, to his lvak’ning ear, 

Iso other sounds were dear 

b 2 hmofSti°r V n’ tll0usaud tmmpetBsung, 
tent then came the light harp, when danger was ended 


W V . . / „ r, 1 to rest 

V wI ? of S" ld wth Ins laurels lay blended 
Aud flights ot young doves made his helmet their 


nest. 


i 







^ssKaar 

And wish’d, in every half-breathVI si"li 
1° speak, but did not-to speak, but did not. 
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IMITATION OH OATELLUS. 

TO HlJimi?. 

Miser Catulle, ilesiuas incjitim, ete, 

Obahk the sighing fool to play; 

Cease to trifle life away; 

Nor vainly think those joys thiuo own, 
Which all, alius! have falsely flown 1 
a Wluit hours, CatuUus, once were thine. 

How fairly seemed thy day to shine, 
When lightly thou didst fly to meet 
Ihu girl, who smiled so rosyWcet— 

The girl thou lovedst with fonder pain 
Than e'er thy heart can feel again! 

You met-your souls seemed all in one— 
Sweet little sports were said and donu— 
Thy heart was warm enough, for both, 

Ami licrs indeed was nothing loth. 

Such wore the hours that once were tliiiToj 
But, ah ! those hours no longur whine! 
tor now the nymph delights no more 
In what aim loved so dear before; 

And all Catullus now can do 
In to lie proud and frigid too; 

Nor follow where the wanton flies, 

Nor sue the bliss that she denies, 

False nuiid 1 he bids farewell to thee, 

To love, and all love's misery. 

The heyday of his heart iw o'er, 

Nor will he court one favour more; 

But soon lie'll see thee droop thy head, 
Doomed to a lone and loveless hod, 

When none will seek the happy night, 

Or come to traffic in delight! ' 

Fly, perjured girl!-but’whither II,y ? 

Who now will praise thy cheek ami oyoi 1 
Who now will drink the syren tone, 

Which tells him thou art all his own? 

Who now will court thy wild delights, 

Thy honey kiss, and turtle bites? 

Oil! none.—And lie who loved before 
Can never, never love thee more! 


warmly felt her bosom thrill 

« it closer, eloser still? 5 
Til) 'nft | en % hid not—though mmtly hi 

UI , °', crs > M'lio so nearly err’d * 

And yet who did not-and yet who did n 



A REFLECTION AT SEA, 

Sum how, beneath the moonbeam’s smile. 

Yon little billow heaves its breast, 

Ami foams aiul sparkles for awhile, 
n * Au(1 murmuring then subsides to rest, 
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Thus man, Hie sport of bliss and care. 
Rises on Time’s eventful son; 

And, having swelled a moment there, 
Tims melts into eternity I 


SONG, 

If I swear by that eye, you’ll allow 
Its look is so shifting mid new, 

That the oath 1 might take on it now 
The very next glance would undo! 

Those babies that nestle so sly, 

Such different arrows have got, 

That an oath, on the glauco of an, eye 
Sneh as yours, may he off in a s\ot 1 

Should I swear by the dew on your lip, 

• Though each moment the treasure renews, 
If my constancy wishes to trip, 

I maydriss off the oath when I choose! 

Or a sigh may disperse from that flower 
The dew and the oaty that are there ! 

And I’d make a now vow every hour, 

To lose them so sweetly in air! 

But clear up that heaven of your brow, 

Nor fancy my faith is a feather; 

On my heart I will pledge you my vow, 

And they both must he broken together 1 
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I hoped that, after all its strife,* 

My weary heart at length should rest, ■ 

And, fainting from the waves of life, 

Find harbour in a brother’s breast. 

That brother’s breast was warm with truth, 
v\ as bright with honour’s purest ray; 

He was the dearest, gentlest youth— 

Oh! why then was ho tom away ? 

He should have stayed, have lingered hers, 

To calm his Julia's olery woo; 

Ho should have chased each bitter tear, 

And not havo caused those teifi's to How. 

We saw bis youthful soul expand 
Moo™ °f genius, nursed by taste; 

While 'Science, with a fostering hand, 

Upon his brow her chaplet placed. 

We saw his gradual opening mind 
Enriched by all the graces dear; * 

Enlightened, social, and refined, 

In friendship fljm, in love sincere," 

Such was the youth wo loved so well; 

Snen wore the hope# that fate denied— 

We loved, but, ah! wo could not tell 
How deep, how dearly, till lie died! 

Close as the fondest links could strain, 

Twined with my very heart lie grew; 

And by that fate which breaks the chain, 

The heart is almost broken too ! ■ 


ELEGIAC STANZAS, 

finrrOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY JULIA ON THE DEATH OF II E R BROTHER, 

Though sorrow long has worn my heart; 

Though overy day I’ve counted o’er 
Has brought a new and quickening smart 
lo wounds that rankled fresh before; 

Though in my earliest life hereft 
Of many a link by nature tied; 

Though hope deceived, and pleasure left; 

1 hough friends betrayed, and foes belied j 

I still had hopes—for hope will stay 
After the sunset of delight; * 

So like the star which ushers day, 

We scarce can think it heralds night 




Sweetest love! I’ll not forget thee - 
Time shall only teach my heart, 
louder, warmer, to regret tlieo, 
Lovely, gentle as thou art !~ 
Farewell, Bessy! 


Yet, oh ! yet again we’ll meet, lovo, 
And repose our hearts at last • 

Oh ! sure ’twill then he sweet, love, 
Oahu to think on sorrows past,-- 
Farewell, Bessy! 


H cs, my girl, the distant blessing 
Mayn’t ho always sought in vain; 
Ami the moment of possessing— 
Will’t not, love, repay our pain ?- 
Tare well, Bessy ,i 
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Still I Seel my heart is breaking, 
When I think I stray from thee, 
Round the world that quiet seeking, 
Which I fear is not fur me !— 
Farewell, Bessy! 

Calm to peace thy lover’s bosom— 
Can it, dearest! must it be ? 

Thou within an hour shalt lose him, 
He for ever loses thee !— 
Farewell, Bgssy! 


SONG. 

Come tell me where the maid is .found 
Whose heart can love without deceit, 

And I will range the world around, 

To sigh one moment at her feet. 

* 

Oh! tell me where’s her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh; 

A pilgrimage of years I’ll foam 
To catch one sparkle of Her eye! 

And, if her cheek be rosy bright, 

While truth within her bosom lies, 

I’ll gaze upon her, morn aucl night, 

Till my heart leave me through my eyes 1 

Show me on earth a tiling so rare, 

I’ll own all miracles are true; 

To make one maid sincere and fair, 

Oh! 'tis the utmost Heaven can do 1 


TO-. 

With all my soul, then, let us part, 

Since both are anxious to be free; 

And f will sand you homo yo»r heart, 

If you will send back mine to mo. 

We’ve had some lmppy hours together, 
mlt joy must often change its wing: 

And spring would be but gloomy weather, 
It we had nothing else* but spring, 

’Tis not that I expect to find , 

wrui mor6 ' f ^ evo ^i Toncl, and true one, 

With rosier cheek or sweeter mind— 
Enough for me that she’s a new one. 
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Tims let us leave the bower of love, 

Where we have loitered lonjsfin bliss; 

And you may down that pathway rove, 
While I shall take my way through thus. 

Our hearts have suffered little harm 
In this short fever of desire; 

You have not lost a single charm, 

Nor I one spark of feeling fire, 

My kisses have not stained the rose 
Which Nature hung upon your lip; 

And still your sigh with nectar flows 
For many a raptured soul to |ip. 

Farewell! aud when some other fair 
Shall call your wanderer to her arms, 

’Twill be Jny luxury to compare 
Her spells with your remembered charms 

‘ This cheek,’ I’ll say, 1 is not so bright 
As one that used tf jmet my kiss; * 

This eye lias not such liquid light 
As one that need to talk of bliss*!’ 

Farewell! and when some future lover 
Shall claim the h*art which I resign, 

And in exulting joys discover 
All the charms that once were mine; 

I think I should be sweetly blest, 

If, in a soft imperfect sigh, 

You’d say, while to his bosom prest, 

Ho loves not half so well as I! 




t 
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1800 . 


TO FRANCIS, ML OF MOIRA, * 

GENERAL IN HIS MAJESTY’)? FORGES, MASTEll-GENEHAL OF THE ORDNANCE, 
'CONSTABLE OF THE TOWER, ETC. 

My Lord, It is impossible to think of addressing a Dedication to your Lord- 
ship without calling to mind the well-known reply of the Spartan to a 
rhetorician who proposed to pronounce aueulogiuiu on Hercules. ‘ On Hercules!' 
said the honest Spartan, ‘who ever thought of blaming Hercules?’ In a 
similar maimer, the concurrence of public opinion has left to the panegyrist of 
your Lordship a very superfluous task. I shall therefore be silent on the 
Subject and merely entrtiat your indulgence to the very humble tribute of 
gratitude winch I have here the honour to present. 1 am, my Lord, 

With every feeling of attachment and respect, 

Your Lordship's very devoted servant, 

THOMAS MOORE. 

'M, Bury Street, St. James's, April 10,1800. 


PREFACE. 

The principal poems in the following Collection were written during an absenco 
of fourteen mouths from Europe. Though curiosity was certainly not the 
motive of my voyage to America, yet it happened that the gratification of 
curiosity was the only advantage which I derived from it, Finding myself in 
the country of anew people, whose infancy had promised so much, and whose 
progress to maturity has been an object of such interesting speculation. I 
determined to employ the short period of timt, which my plan of return to 
Europe afforded me, m travelling mrough a few of the States, and acquiring 

some knowledge of the inhabitants, ' 0 

I he impression which my mind received from the character and manners 
™. es ® republicana, suggested the Epistles which are written from the citv 
of Washington and Lake Erie. 1 How far I was right, in thus assuming the 
tone of a satirist against a people whom* I viewed but as a stranger and a 
visitor, is a doubt which my feelings did not allow me time to investigate. All 
I presume to answer for is the fidelity of the picture yliich I have given ; and 

'EpistlosVl.,Vir,,^ym, 
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9 

Lave^LtiHe\fseverel Sht ^ d “ Mfld §' entler k , B S ua S e ' trut E 1 think, would 

4 D f dca , ^ prepossessions by no means unfavourable, and, 
S ’ p f bulged rn many of those illusive ideas with respect to the 

L] ty f the government, and the primitive happiness of the people, which I 
L f lmblbed 111 Wnative country, where, unfortunately, cL’onteS a 
T*l f Stant ^P.^ 0 .". and the Western world lias long been 
wli pvc as a ea J 4 om real or imaginary oppression, its the elysiun Atlantis, 

might find their visions realised, ami be weS 
everv flntt S J Unfal to aud re l )0Se ' 1 was completely disappointed in 

AmenV fl * dt nTWn! XpGCtatl °4 W 4 C1 W formed > !U1(1 inclined to say to 
t ^ t0 h,s mistfess - 4 iutentata nites.’ Brissot, in the 
so£ t0 1 b2S irav ; eIs - ^serves, that ‘freedom in that country is carried t ( 
a rl A desr “ f to border u PO“ a state of nolure;’ and there certainly ii 
t0 f va S 6 . life > not the liberty which they enjoy 

it TlS-in 0 f e of A pmfc ?, ad of private animosit y wllich results from 
IJfc" ^embitters all social intercourse; and though I scarcely 

rational Ifl 1U Se ectin f , P arfc y whose views appeared the more pure and 
aZS.nl 1 T ? S ° 1Ty /° ° b8erve tllat - in MSei % their opinions, they both 
S “ !^v a + ' iare of 4 toleranc ® ’ the Democrats, consistently with their 
Eft’!?wli ga vul S mtyof rancour which the Feckralists too often 
aie so forgetful of their cause as to imitate. 

of Ude familiai ? ty of * Iie orders > “d, inrteed, the unpolished state 
flowXf TJT m }-’ ? eit!W sur r se aw disgust if they seemed to 

rofiln t ? f olia racter, that honest ignorance of the gloss of 

efinement, which majr be looked for nj a new and inexperienced people, But 

of S + ?ld the wi a u Ved at matnnty iD most of the vices and all the prido 
• cmll ®mou, while they are still so remote from its elegant characteristics it 

n 2 r SlWe tD feel , tIiatthis youthful decay, this erode anticipation of the 

JZ£"’ KP " M! 

Jtjtt ?,* iu v 6 nt " riii s*»■ 1un s«i j U » 

l g a u db y 110 means sufficient to convince; for the limits of a' 

preiace will not allow me to enter into a justification of my opinions, and I 
a ir mi S d Cn 4 16 ect as effectually as if I had written volumes in their 
S reader,. however, is apprised of the very cursory observation 
11101,8 are founded, and can easily decide for himself upon 
Wm degree of attention or confidence which they merit. r 

t]l respect to the poems in genera,1 which occupy the following pages, I 
SL n0t i! n wliat manner to apologize to the public for intruding upon their 
not c such a mass of. unconnected trifles, such a world of epicurean atoms, as 

fhSiT W 10 “U^^gcther. To say tlmt 1 have been tempted by 
the liberal offers of mybooksffler, is an excuse which can hope for but little 
3® 06 from tlie critic; yet I owu that, without this seasonable induce- 
3 Peems very ijosstbljr would never have been .submitted to the 

rjToi M ? i • P ubllcat,nn 1810 ° strfm g for such imperfect productions: 
they should be. shown but to the eye of friendship, in that dim light of 
privacy which is as favourable to pgetical as to female beauty, and serves as 
a veil for faults, while it enhances every clmnn which it displays. Besides, 
this is not a, period for the idle occupations of poetry, and times like the 
present require talents wire active and more useful. Few have now the 
leisure to read such trifles, and I sincerely regret that I have had the leisure to 
write them. 
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EPISTLE I. 


TO LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD. 

• * 


ABOARD THE PHAETON FRIGATE, OFF THE AZORES, BY MOONLIGHT. 


Sweet moon! if like Crotona's sage. 1 

By any spell my hand could dare 
To make thy disk its ample page,. 

And write my thoughts, mywishos there; 
How many a friend, whose careless eye 
Now wanders o’er that starry sky, 

Should smile, upon thy orb to meet 
* The recollection, kind and sweet, 

The reveries of fond regret, 

The promise never to fonget, 

And all my heart and soul would send 
To many a dear-loved, distant friend! 

* 


Oh, Strangford! when we parted last, 

I little thought the times were past, 

For over past, when brilliant joy 
Was all my vacant heart’s employ: . . 
When, fresh front mirth to mirth again, 

We thought, the rapid hours too few, 

Our only use for knowledge then 
To turn to rapture all wo knew! 
Delicious days of whim and soul! 

When, mingling lore and laugh together, 
We leaned the book on pleasure’s bowl, 
And turned the leaf with folly’s feather! 
I little thought that all wore lied, 

That, ere that summer’s bloom was shed, 
My eye should see the sail unfurled 
That wafts me to the wcsteiji world ! 


And yet ’twas time—in youthful days, 

To eool the season's burning rays, 

The heart may let its wanton wing 
Repose awhile in pleasure’s spring, 

But, if it wait for winter’s breeze, 

The spring will dry, the heart will freeze! 



i Pythagoras, who was supposed to have a ftivrifr of writing upun the glow by tho moans of 
a magic mirror. See Baylc, art. Fjitlmu 
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And then, that, Hope, that ftiry Hope, 
Oli! she awaked such happy dreams, 
And gave my soul such tempting scope 
For all its dearest, fondest schemes, 
That not Verona’s child of song, 

When Hying from the Phrygian shore, 
With lighter hopes could bound along, 
Or punt to liu a wanderer more i 1 ' 

Even now delusive Imptrwill steal 
Amid the dark regrets I feel, 

Soothing as yonder placid beam 
Pursues the murmurs of tho deep, 
And lights them with consoling gleam, 
And smiles them into tranquil sleep ! 
Oh ! such a blessed night as this, 

I oftnii think, if friends were near, 
How we should foul, and gaze with bliss 
Upon the moon-bright scenery here! 
The sea is like-asilvery lake, 

And e’er its calm the vessel glides * 
Gently, as if il; feared to wake 
The slumlifjr of tho silent tides 1 
The only envious cloud that lowers, 

Hath hung its shade on Pico’s height, 11 
Where dimly, ’mid the dusk, he towers, 
i And, scowling at this Heaven of light, 
Exults to see the infant storm 
Cling darkly round his giant form! 

Now, uonld I. range those verdant isles 
Invisible, at this soft hour, 

And see the looks, the melting smiles, 
That brighten many an orange bower; 
And could I. lift each pious veil, 

* And see the blushing cheek it shades, 
Oh 1 1 should have full many a talo 
To toll of young Azorian maids, 1 


Dear Strangford! at this lmur, perhaps, 
Some faithful lover (not so bloat 
As they who in their Indies 1 laps 
May emdle every wish to rest) 

Warbles, to touch his dear one's soul, 
Those madrigals, of breath divine, 
Which Oamoens’ harp from rapture stole, 
And gave, all glowing warm, to thine H 


1 Alluding to those unlimited Hush in thodUli 
Carmen of this poet (Catullus); 

•Jam minis pnetmpidfum iymt vngnrl, 

Jam lull studio pedes vlgommiit! 

s Pico is» very high mountain tin ann ortho 
Amm, from which tho Island derives Us immn. 


It in siiid iij Homo to lie ns high ns tho pale of 
Ttmni'ill'c, 

3 1 believe it Is (iiitlirio who nnya, that tint in¬ 
habitants of tho Azures on much addicted to gal¬ 
lantry. This is an assertion in which even 
Uiitlirie tniiv ho credited, 

* 'Abano islands belong to the PorluRiioeo 
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• 

Oh! could the lover learn from thee, 

And breflthe them with thy graceful tone, 

Such dear beguiling minstrelsy 
Would make the coldest nymph his own. 

But, hark !—the boatswain’s pipings toll 
'Tis time to bid my dream farewell : 

Eight bells—the middle watch is set; 

Good night, my Strangford!—ne’er forget 
That far beyond the western sea 1 
Is one whose heart remembers thee! 

• p 


STANZAS. 

®u/xos &' ttot’ epo; .... 

, lie npotrijmva tuSe' > 

Vivtatntt rWdpftifffta pi) crc/3eu> ayav. 

AAyl, Fragment. 

A beam of tranquillity smiled in the west, 

Tift storms of tho morning pursued us uo more, 

Aiul the wave, while it welcomed tho moment of rest, 
Still heave?!, as remembering ills that were o’er f 

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour, 

Its passions were sleeping, were mute as the dead, 

And the spirit becalmed but remembered their power, 
As the billow the force of the gale that was Hod! 

I thought of the days, when to pleasure alone 
My heart ever granted a wish or a sigh; 

When the saddest emotion my bosom had known 
Was pity for those who were wiser than 11 

I felt how tho pure intellectual lire 
In luxury loses its heavenly ray; 

How soon, in tins lavishing cup of desire, 

The pearl of tho soul may ho melted away! 

And I prayed of that Spirit who lighted the flame, 

That pleasure no more might its purity dim, 

And that sullied but little, or brightly tho same, 

I might give back the gem I had Jxinwod from him J 

The thought was ecstatic! I felt as if Heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown; 

As if, passion all chastened and error forgiven. 

My heart had begun to be purely its own! 


l Prom Captain Oneldmrn, who commanded bo impertinent to state, that the object of this 
the Plmeton, 1 received such kind attentions us voyage across the Atlantic was mv appointment 
v must ever remember with gratitude, Assume to tho offleo of Rbgistrur of the Vice-Admiralty 
t the journalists have gravely asserted that 1 Court of Bermuda. 

„ent to Amorloe to speculate in lands,,it may not , ’ 
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o 

I looked to the west, and the beautiful sky 
Which morning had clouded, was clouded no more; 
“Oh! thus,' 1 exclaimed, 'can a heavenly eye 
tilled light on the soul that was darkened before!’ 


. THE TELL-TALE LYIIE. 

I’vk heard, there was in ancient days 
A. Lyre of most melodious spoil; 

’Twas Heaven to l^ur its fairy lays, 

If half he true that legends toll. 

’Twas played on by the gentlest sighs, 

And to their breath it breathed again 
In such entrancing melodies 
As oiw lmd never drunk till then! 

Hot harmony’s screncst touch 
So stilly could the notes prolong, 

They wore not heavenly song so much * 

As they were dreams of heavenly song! 

« 

If sad the heart, whoso murmuring air 
Along the chords in languor stole, 

Tho southings it wakened there 
Were eloquence from pity’s soul! 

Or if the--High, serene and light, 

Was but tho breath of fancied woes, 

The string, that felt its airy flight, 

•Soon whispered it to kind repose 1 

And oh ! when lovers talked alone, 

If ’mid their bliss tho Lyre was near, 

It made their murmurs all its own, 

And echoed notes that Heaven might hear! 

There was a nymph, who long had loved, 

But dared not tell the world how well; 

The shades, where she at evening roved, 
Alone c|uld know, alone could toll, 

’Twas there, at twilight time, she stole 
•So oft, to make the dear one blest, 

Whom love had given her virgin soul. 

And nature soon gavo all the rest! 

• 

It chanced that in the fairy bower 
Where they had found their sweetest shod, 
This lyre, of strange and magic power, 

Hung gently whispering o'er their head. 
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And whihmwith eyes of mingling fire, 

They listened to each other's vow, 

The youth full oft would make the Lyre 
A pillow for his angel’s brow! 

And while the melting words alio breathed 
On all its echoes wantoned round, 

Her hair, amid the strings enwreathed, 
Through golden mazes charmed the sound! 

Alas! their hearts but little thought, 

While thus entrained they listening lay, 
That every sound the Lyre was taught 
Should linger long, and long betray! 

So mingled with its tuneful soul 
Were all their tender murmurs grown, 

That other sighs unanswered stole, 

Nor changed the sweet, the treasured tone, 

Unhappy nymph ! thy name was sung 
To every passing lip that sighed: 

* The secrets of thy gentle tongue 
On every ear in murmurs died! 

The fatal Lyre, by Envy 1 ! hand 
Hung high amid the breezy groves, 

To every wanton gal^that fanned 
Betrayed the mystery of your loves! 

Yet, oh ! not many a suffering hour, 

Thy eup of shame on earth was given: 
Benignly came some pitying power, 

And took the Lyre and thee to heaven! 

There, as thy lover dries the tear 
Yet warm from life’s malignant wrongs, 
Within his arms, thou lov’st to hear 
The luckless Lyre’s remembered songs! 

Still do your happy souls attune 
The notes it learned, on earth, to move; 
Still breathing o'er the chords, commune 
, In sympathies of angel love! 


TO THE ELYING-FISH, 1 


When X have seen thy snowy wing 
O'er the blue wave at evening spring, 


1 It is tho opinion of St. Austin, upon Genesis, 
and I believe of nearly nil the Fathers, that birds, 
ljlte fish, were originally produced from the 
waters; in defence of which idea they have col¬ 
lected every fanciful circumstance which can 
tend to prove a kindred similitude between 


thorn ■ my'/eveiav raw irerofievoi? jrpo; th vij era, 
With this thought in our minds when we first 
see the Flying-Fish, we could almost fancy 
that we are present at the moment of crea¬ 
tion, and witness' the birth of the first bird from 
the waves. 
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And give those scales, of sifver white, 

So gaily to the eye of light, 

As if thy frame were formed to rise, 

And live amid the glorious skies j 
Oh! it has made me proudly feel, 

How like thy wing’s impatient zeal 
Is the pure soul, that scorns to rest 
Upon the world's ignoble breast, 

But takes the plume that God has given, 
And rises into liglit and Heaven! 

But when I see that wing, so bright, 

Grow languid with a momeht’s flight, 
Attempt the paths of air in vain, 

And sink into the waves again; 

Alas! (the flattering pride is o’er; 

Like thee, awhile, the soul may soar, 

Birt erring man must blush to think, 

Like thee, again, the soul may sink! 

Oh virtue ! when thy clime I seek, 

Let not my •pint’s flight be weak: 

Let me not, like this feeble thing, 

With brine still dropping from its wing, 

Just sparkle in the solar glow, 

And plunge again to depths below; 

But when I leave the grosser throng 
With whom my soul hath dwelt so long, 

Let me, in that aspiring day, 

Cast every lingering stain away, 

And, panting for thy purer air, 

Fly up at once and fix me there 1 


EPISTLE II. 

TO MISS MOORE. 

FROM NORFOLK, IN VIRGINIA, NOVEMBER 1803 , 

In days,*my Kate, when life was new, 
When, lulled with innocence and you, 

I heard, in home’s belovdd shade, 

The din the world at distance made ; 

When every night my weary head 
Sunk on its own unthorned bed, 

And, mild as evening’s matron hour 
Looks on the faintly shutting flower, 

A mother saw our eyelids close, 

And blessed them into pure repose! 

Then, haply if a week, a day,. 

I lingered from your arms away, 
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* 

How long the little .absence seemed! 

How bright the look of welcome beamed, 

As mute you heard, with eager smile, 

My tales of all that passed the while ! 

Yet now, my Kate, a gloomy sea 
Rolls wide between that home and mo; 

The moon may thrice be born and die, 

Ere even your seal can reach mine eye; 

And oh! even then, that darling seal 
(Upon whose print I#ised to feel 
The breath of home, the cordial air 
Of loved lij^, still freshly there!) 

Must come, alas! through every fate 
Of time and distance, cold and late, 

When the dear hand whose touches filled 
The leaf with sweetness may be Shilled! 

But hence that gloomy thought! At last, 
Belovbd Kate! the waves are passed: 

I tread on earth securely now, 

’And tho green cedar’s living bough 
Breathe^ more refreshment to my eyes 
Than could a Claude’s divinest dyes i 
At length I touch the happy sphere 
To Liberty and Virtue dear, 

Where man looks up, ifhd, proud to claim 
His rank within the social frame, 

Sees a grand system round him roll, 

Himself its centre, sun, and soul! 

Par from the shocks of Europe; far 
Prom every wild, elliptic star 
That, shooting with a devious lire, 

Kindled by Plea yen’s avenging ire, 

So oft bath into chaos hurled 
The systems of the ancient world! 

The warrior here, in arms no more 
Thinks of the toil, the conflict o’er, 

And glorying in the rights they won 
Por hearth and altar, sire and son 
Smiles on the dusky webs that hide 
Hiasleeping sword’s remember#cl pride 
While Peace, with sunny cheeks of toil, 

Walks o'er the free unlorded soil, 

Effacing with her splendid share 
Ihe drops that War had sprinkled there! 
Ilmce happy land! where lie who flies 
Prom the dark ills of otlidr skies, 

Prom scorn, or want’s unnerving woes, 

May shelter him in proud repose! 

Hope sings along the yellow sand * 

His welcome to a patriot land; 

Che mighty wood, with pomp, receive? 
ihe stranger in its world of leaves, 
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Which soon their barren gllry yield 
To the warm shed and cultured field; 

And he, who came, of all bereft, 

To whom malignant Pate had left 
Nor home nor friends nor country dear, 

Finds home and friends and country heieS 

Such is the picture, warmly such, 

That long the spell of Fancy’s touch 
Hath painted to my sanguine eye 
o Of man's new world of liberty 1 

Oh! ask me not if truth will seal 
The reveries of Fancy’s zeal. 

If yet my charmed eyes belxold 
These features of an age of gold— 

No—yet, alas! no gleaming trace l 1 
Never did youth, who loved a face 
Prom portrait’s rosy, flattering art, 

Recoil with more regret of heart, 

To find an owlet eye of gray, 

Where painting pouted the sapphire’s ray, 

Than I have felt, indignant felt, 

To think tli%glorious dreams sllbuld melt, 

Which oft, in boyhood’s witching time, 

Have wrapt me to this wondrous clime! 

0 

But, courage yet, my wavering heart! 

Blame not the temple’s meanest part, 3 
Till you have traced the fabric o’er 
As yet, we have beheld no more 
Thau just the porch to Freedom's fane, 

And, though a sable drop may stain 
The vestibule, ’tis impious sin 
To doubt there’s holiness within! 

So here I pause—and now, iny Kate, 

• To you (whose simplest ringlet's fate 

Can claim more interest iu my soul 
Than all the Powers from pole to pole) 

One word at parting—iu the tone 
Most sweet to you, and most my own. 

Tho simplest notes I send you here, 3 
Though rude arid wild, would still be dear, 

If you blit knew the trance of thought 
In whioh my mind their murmurs caught. 

I Such romantic works us The American Fur- s Norfolk, it must bo owned, is an unfavourable 
■ner'i Letters , and tho Account of Kentucky, by specimen of America. The characteristics of 
imlay, would seduce us info a belief that inno- Virginia In general are nut such as can delight 
eence, peace, and freedom hud deserted tile rest either the politician or the moralist, and at Nor* 
of tho world, for Martha’s Vineyard and the banks folk they arc exhibited in their lonst attractive 
of the Ohio. Tho French travellers, too, almost form. At the time when wo arrived tho yellow 
all from revolutionary motives, have contributed fever had not yet disappeared, and every odour 
their share to the diffusion of this flattering mis- that assailed us in the streets very strongly ac- 
conception, A visit to the country is, however, counted for its visitation, 
quite sufficient to correct even tho most enthu- 3 A Wiling attempt at musical composition 
elastic prepossession. . J accompanied this Epistle. 
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'Twas one those enchanting dreams, 

That lull me oft, when Music seems 
To pour the soul in sound along, 

And turn its every sigh to song! 

I thought of home, the according lays . • 
Respired the breath of happier days; 

Warmly in every rising note 
I felt some dear remembrance float, 

Till, led by Music’s fairy chain, 

I wandered back to home again! 

Oh! love the song, #nd let it oft * 

Live on your lip, in warble soft! 

Say that i$ tells you, simply well, 

All I have bid its murmurs tell, 

Of memory’s glow, of dreams that shed 
The tinge of joy when joy is fled, 

And all the heart’s illusive hoaftl 
Of love renewed and friends restored! 

Now* sweet, adieu—this artless air, 

And a few rhymes, in transcript fair, 

Are all the gifts I yet can boast 
To send you from Columbia’s coast; . 

But when the sun, with warmer smile, 

Shall light me to my destined Isle, 

You shall have many a cowslip-bell 
Whore Ariel slept, aiftl many a shell 
In which the gentle spirit drew 
From honey flowers the morning dew! 


TO CARA, 

AITER AN INTERVAL OF ABSENCE. 

Concealed within the shady wood 
A mother left her sleeping child, 

And flew to cull her rustic food, 

The fruitage of the forest wild. 

But storms upon her pathway rise, 

► The mother roams, astray and weeping. 

Far from the weak appealing*cries 
Of him she left so sweetly sleeping. 

She hopes, she fears—a light is seen, 

And gentler blows the night-wind's breath * 
Yet no—’tis gone—the storms are keen, 

The baby may be chilled to death! 

Perhaps his little eyes are shaded 
Dim by Death’s eternal chill- * 

And vet, perhaps, they are not faded; 

Life and love may light them still. 
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Thus, when my soul with patting sigh, 
Hung on thy hand’s bewildering touch, 
And, timid, asked that speaking eye, 

If parting pained thee half so much: 

I thought, and, oh! forgive the thought, 
For who, by eyes like thine inspired, 
Could e’er resist the flattering fault 
Of fancying what his soul desired? 

Yes-I did think, in Cara’s mind, 

Though yet to Cara’s mind unknown, 

I left one infant wish behind# 

One feeling, which I called my own! 

Oh blestj though but in fancy blest, 

How d!id I ask of pity’s care, 

To shield and strengthen in thy breast 
The nursling I had cradled there. 

And, many an hour beguiled by pleasure, 
And many an hour of sorrow numbering, 
I ne’er forgot ^he new-born treasure 
I left within thy bosom slumbering. 

Perhaps indifference has not'chilled it, 
Haply it yet a throb may give— 

Yet no—perhaps a doubt has killed it I 
Oh, Cara '.—does the infant live ? 


TO CARA, 

ON THE DAWNING OF A NEW YEAR’S DAY. 

When midnight came to close the year, 
Wo sighed to think it thus should take 
The hours it gave us—hours as dear 
As sympathy and love could make 
Their blessed moments! every sun 
Saw us, my love, more closely one! 

But, Cara, when the dawn was nigh 
Which came another year to shed, 

The smile we caught from eye to eye 
Told us those moments were not lied; 
Oh no!—we felt, some future sun 
Should see us still more closely one! 

Thus may we ever, side by side, 

From happy years to happier glide; 
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And still,'my Cara, may the sigh 
We give to hours that vanish o’er us, 

Be followed by the smiling eye 
That Hope shall shed on soenes before us 1 


TO THE INVISIBLE GIRL. 

They try to persuade me, my dear little sprite, 

That you are not a daughter of ether and light, 

Nor have any concern with those fanciful forms 
That dance upo§ rainbows and ride upon storms; 

That, in short, you’re a woman; your lip aud your breast, 
As mortal as ever-were tasted or pressed! 

But I will not believe them—no, Science! to you 
I have long hid a last aud a careless fldieu: 

Still flying from Nature to study her laws, 

Aud dulling delight by exploring its cause, 

Yon forget now superior, for mortals below, 

Is the fiction they dream to the truth that they know. 

Oh! who, t^at has ever had rapture complete, 

Would ask how we feel it, or \thy it is sweet; 

How rays are confused, or how particles fly 
Through the medium refined of a glance or a sigh! 

Is there one, who hut once would not rather have known it, 
Than written, with Harvey, whole volumes upon it ? 

No, no—but for you, my invisible love, 

I will swear you are one of those spirits that rovo 
By the bank where at twilight the poet reclines, 

When the star of the west on his solitude shines, 

And the magical fingers of Fancy have hung 
Every breeze with a sigh, every leaf with a tongue! 

Oh! whisper him then, ’tis retirement alono 
Can hallow his harp or ennoble its tone; 

Like yon, with a veil of seclusion between, 

His song to the world let him utter unseen, 

And like you, a legitimate child of the spheres, 

Escape front the eye to enrapture the ears 1 
Sweet spirit of mystery! how I should love. 

In the wearisome ways I am fated to rove, 

To have you for ever iuvlsibly nigh, 

Inhaling for ever your song and your sigh! 

’Mid the crowds of the world and the murmurs of care, 

I might sometimes converse with my nymph of the air, 

And turn with disgust from the clamorous crew, 

To steal in the pauses one whisper from you, 

Oh! come and lie near me, for ever ho mine, 

We shall hold in the air a communion divine, 

As sweet as. of old was imagined to dwell 
In the grotto of Nurmi, or Socrates’ cell. 

And oft, at those lingering moments of night, 

When the heart is weighed down and the eyelid is light, 
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You shall come to my pillow and telf me of love, 
Such as angel to angel might whisper above 1 
Oh spirit!—and then, could you borrow the tone 
Of that voice, to my ear so bewitchingly known. 

The voice of the one upon earth, who has twined 
With her essence for over my heart and my mind I 
Though lonely and far from the light of her smile, 

An exile and weary and hopeless the while, 

Could you shed for a moment that voice on my ear, 

I will think at that moment my Cara is near, 

That she comes with consoling enchantment to speak, 
And kisses my eyelid and sighs on my check, 

And tells me the night shall go rapidfy by, 

For the dawn of our hope, of our heaven is nigh! 
Sweet spirit! if such be your magical power, 

It will lighten idle lapse of full many an hour; 

And let Fortune’s realities frown as they will, 

Hope, Fancy, aud Cara may smilo for me still 1 


PEACE AND GLORY. .. 

writ™ AT THE COMMENCEMENT 01? THE PRESENT WAR, 

Where is now the smile that lightened 
Every hero’s couch of rest ? 

Where is now the hope that brightened 
Honour’s eye and Pity's breast ? 

Have we lost the wreath wo braided 
For our weary warrior men? 

Is the faithless olive faded ? 

Must the bay lie plucked again! 

Passing hour of sunny weather, 

Lovely in your light awhile ■ 

Peace and Glory, wed together, 

Wandered through the blessed isle. 

And the eyes of Peace would glisten, 

Dewy as a morning sun, 

When the timid maid would listen 
To the deeds her chief had done. 

Is the bout of dalliance over ? 

Must the maiden's trembling feet 

Waft her from her warlike layer 
To the desert’s still retreat ? 

Fare you well I with sighs we banish 
Nymph so fair and guest so bright; 

Yet the smile, with which you vanish. 

Leaves behind a soothing light 1 

Soothing light I that long shall sparkle 
O'er your warrior’s sanguine way, 

Through the field where horrors .darkle 
Shedding Hope’s consoling ray! 
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Long the smile his heart will cherish, 
To its absent idol true, 

While around him myriads perish, 
Glory still will sigh for you! 


TO-1801. 

To be the theme of every hour 
The heart devotes to Fancy's power, 

When her soft mflgie fills the mind _ • 

With friends and joys we've left behind, 

And joj» return and friends are near, 

And all arc welcomed with a tear ! 

In the mind’s purest scat to dwell, 

To be remembered oft and well 

By ono whose heart, though Vain and wild, 

By passion led, by youth beguiled, 

Can proudly still aspire to know 
The feeling soul’s divinest glow! 

If thus to live in every part 
Of 4 lone weary wanderer’s heart; 

If thus to bo its sole oiflploy 
Can give then one faint gleam of joy, 

Believe it, Mary! oil! believe 
A tongue that never can deceive, 

Whon passion doth nut first betray 
And tinge the thought upon its way! 

In pleasure’s dream or sorrow’s hour, 

In crowded hall or lonely bower, 

The business of my life shall bo, 

For ever, to remember thee! 

And though that heart lie dead to mine, 

Since love is life and wakes not thine, 

I’ll take thy imago as the form 
Of something l should long to warm, 

Which, though it yield no answering thrill, 

Is not less dear, is lovely still! 

I’ll take it, wheresoe'er I stray, 

The bright, cold burthen of my way! 

To keep this semblance fresh in bloom, 

My heart shall lie its glowing tomb, 

Ami love shall lend his sweetest care, 

With memory to embalm it there! 


S 0IG. 

Take hack tlui sigh, thy lips of art 
In passion’s moment breathed to me ■ 
Yet, no- it must not, will not pare, 

’Tiff now the life-breath of my heart. 
And lew hmamio too imru fur tltuC 1 
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Take back the kiss, that faittyoss sigh 
With all the warmth of truth imprest; 

Yet, no—the fatal kiss may lie, 

Upon thy lip its sweets would die, 

Or bloom to make a rival blest! 

Take back the vows that, night and day. 

My heart received, I thought, from thine; 

Yet, no—allow them still to stay, 

They might some other heart betray, 

# As sweetly as they’ve ruined mine! 

A BALLAD. 

THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP, 

WHITTEN AT NORFOLK IN VIRGINIA. 

‘ They toll of n young man who lost his mind upon the death of a girl he loved, and who, and- 
donly disappearing from his friends, was never afterwards heard of, As lie lmd Imgiimtly 
said, in his ravings, that the girl was not dead, hut gone to the Dismal Swamp, It, is supposed Ini 
lmd wandered into that dreary wilderness, and hud died of hunger, or been lost in some of its 
dreadful morasses.'—4«o». * ' 

‘ La Po&io a ses monstres eoinmo la Nature, 1 — D'Almleri 

1 They made her a gnvye, too cold and damp 
For a soul so warm and true ; 

Anil she’s gone to the Lake of the Dismal Swamp , 1 
Whore, all night long, by a fire-fly lamp, 

She paddles her white canoe, 

‘ And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see, 

And her paddle I. soon shall hear; 

Long and loving our life shall bo, 

And I’ll bide tlie maid in a cypress tree, 

When the footstep of Death is near!’ 

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds— 

His path was rugged and sore, 

Through tangled juuipor, beds of reeds. 

Through many a fen, where the serpent feeds, 

And man never trod before I 

And when otfthc earth lie sunk to sleep, 

If slumber hiH eyelids know, 

Ho lay where the deadly vino doth weep 
Its venomous tear, and nightly steep 
The flush with blistering dew! 


And near him the sbo-wolf stirred the brake, 
And the copper-snake breathed in his ear, 



I The Great Dismal Swamp Is ten or twelve miles distant from Norfolk, and the Lake in tbn 
middle ol it (about seven miles long) is called Drummond's ?ond, 
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Till he starting cried, from his dream awake, 

‘ Oil! whdfc shall I see the dusky hake, 

And the white canoe of ray dear. 

He saw the Lake, and a meteor blight 
Quick over its surface played- 
‘Welcome,’ he said, • my dear-one a light! 

And the dim shore echoed, for mauy a night, 
The name of the death-cold maul 1 

Till lie hollowed a boat of the birchen bark, 
Which carried hty off from shore j 
Tar lie followed the meteor spark, 

The wind was high and the, clouds wore dark, 
And the boat returned no more, 

But oft, froifr the Indian hunter's camp, _ 
This lover and maid so true * 

Aro seen, at the hour of midnight damp, 

To cross the lake by a fire-fly lamp, 

And paddle their white canoe! 


" EPISTLE III, 

TO THE MARCHIONESS^ DOWAGER OF D LL. 

FROM BERMUDA, JANUARY, 1804. 

Lady, where’er you roam, whatever beam 
Of bright creation warms your mimic dream ; 

Whether you trace the valley’s gulden meads, 

Where many Linth his lingering current leads; 

Enamoured catch the mellow hues that sleep, 

At eve, on Meillerie’s immortal steep: 

Or, musing o’er tile Luke, at day s uudiiiiy 
Mark the last shadow on the holy shrine,- _ 

Where, many a night, the soul of lull complains 
Of Gallia's triumph ami Helvetia's chains; 

Oh! lay the pencil for a moment hy, 

Turn from the tablet that creative eye, 

And let its splendour, like the morning ray 
Upon a shepherd’s harp, illume my lay! 

Yet, Lady! no-for song so rude as mine, 

Chase not the wonders of your dream divine ; 

Still, radiant eye I upon the tablet dwell; ^ 

Still, rosy linger! weave your pictured spell; 

And, while I sing the animated smiles 
Of fairy nature in these suu-born isles, 

Timh D 1 supposed, was at this time still in * The eh** of William Tell, on the Lake or 
Switzerland’,’ where the powers of her pencil must Lucerne, 
have been frenuentl, awakened. 
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Oh! might the song awake some bright design, 

Inspire a touch, or prompt one happy line, 

Proud Were my soul to see its humble thought 
On painting’s mirror so divinely caught, 

And wondering genius, as he leaned to trace 
The faint conception kindling into grace, 

Might love my numbers for the spark obey threw, 

And bless tlm lay that lent a charm to you 1 

Have you not oft, in nightly vision, strayed 
B To the pure isles of ovur^looming shade, 

Which hards of old, witli kindly magic, placed 
For lmppy spirits in the Atlantic waste ? 

There, as eternal gales, with fragrance warm, 

Breathed from Elysium through each shadowy form 
In eloquence of eye, and dreama*of song, 

They charmed their lapse of nightless hours along 1 
Nor yet in song that mortal car may suit, 

Tor every spirit was itself a lute, 

Where Virtue wakened, with clysiau breeze, 

Pure tones of thought and mental harmonies! 

Believe me, Lady, when the zephyrs bland 
Floated our bark tijtbis enchanted hufll, 

These leafy isles upon the ocean thrown, 

Like studs of emerald o'er a silver zone; 

Not all the charm that ethnic fancy gave 
To blessed arbours o’er the western wave, 

Gould wake a dream more soothing or sublime, 

Of bowers ethereal and the spirit’s clime! 

The morn was lovely, every wave was still, 

When the Hint perfume of a cedar-hill 
Sweetly awaked us, and with smiling charms 
The fairy harbour wooed us to ills arms. 1 
Gently wo stole before the languid wind, _ 

Through plantain shades that like au awning twined 
And kissed on either side the wanton sails, 

Breathing our welcome to these vernal vales; 

While far rulleetcd, o'er the wave serene, 

Each wooded island sheds so soft agrcoit, 

That tlie enamoured keel, with whispering play, 

Through liquidJierbugc seemed to steal its way! 

Never did weary bark more sweetly glide, 

Or rest its anchor in a lovelier tide! 

Along the margin many a brilliant demo, 

White as the palace of a Lapland gnome, 

Brightened the wave; in every myrtle grove 
Heeluded bashful, likft a shrine of love, 

1 Nothin? oiui ho more romantic than the little gliithi? for over between tlm Inlands, anil scorning 
harbour of St. George, ; I he number of beautiful to sail from one (ieilar-?rov« Into another, form 
islets, the ainplnr dearness of the water, ami ultomther tho sweetest miniature of nature tha* 
alto animate! play of the graceful little boats, can be Imagined, 
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Some elfin nmsiou sparkled through the shade; 
And, while the foliage interposing played, 
Wreathing the structure into various grace, 

Fancy would love in many a hum m trace 
The flowery capital, the shaft, the porch, 

And dream of temples, till her kindling torch 
Lighted me hack to all the glorious days 
Of Attic genius; and I seemed to gaze 
On marble from the rich Pcntehe mount, 

Gracing the umbrage of some Naiad s fount. 

Sweet airy being I s who, in brighter hours, 

Lived on the perfume of those honeyed bowors, 
In velvet buifs, at evening loved to lie 
And win with music every rose a sigh . _ 

Though weak the magic of my Irani Ido strain 
To oharm your spirit from its orb again, . 

Yet oh! i'or her, beneath whose smile 1 smg, 

For'her (whose pencil, if your rainbow wing 
Were dimmed or rallied by a wintry sky, 

Could smooth its feather and relume its dyo), 

A moment wander from your starry sphere, 

And if tlft lime-tree grove tjpit once was dear, 
The sunny wave, the bower, tlm breezy lull, 

Tho sparkling grotto, can delight you still, 

Oh! take their fairest tint, their softest light, 
Weave all their beauty into dreams of night, 

And, while the lovely artist slumbering 1ms, 

Shed the warm picture o’er her mental eyes 5 
Borrow for sleep her own creative spells, 

And brightly show what song hut faintly tells! 


THE GENIUS OF HARMON Y. 

AN IRHEUULAH ODE, 

Ad harmonium canoro niundum.—C’icmi, Nal. r, lib. 3. 

Them lies a shell beneath this waves 
In many a hollow winding wreathed, 

Such as of old, 

Echoed the breath that warhiTiig sea-mauls breathed; 


1 Thin in an allusion which, to tho few who 
are fanciful enough to induce in it, remiers tho 
ficonery of Bermuda particularly interesting. In 
the short hut beautiful twilight of their spring 
[raiings, the'white cottages scattered over the 
Wands, ami but partially aeon through tin) trees 
that surround them, assume often the appear* 
Mice of little Grecian temples, and fancy may 
embellish tho poor fisherman’s hut with columns 
which the pencil of Claude might imitate. I had 
mo favourite object of this fond m my walks. 


which the hospitality of its owner robbed mo of, 
by asking me (0 visit him. He was a plain good 
man, aim received me well and warmly, but 1 
nnyev euulil turn his house into a Grecian temple 

Ariel. Among tho many charms which Ber- 
nmda,‘ tbestill vexed Bovinoothort/lias for a poetlo 
eye, we cannot for an instant forget that it is the 
MiH> nf ElmlvHpiiare'a Temmt, nnd that here ho 
conjured up tho ‘delicate Ariel." 
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This magic shell,, 

From the white bosom of a syren fell, 

As once she wandered by the tide that laves 
Sicilia’s sand of gold. 

It bears 

Upon its shining side, the mystic notes 
Of those entrancing airs 1 
The Genii of the deep were wont to swell, 

When Heaven’s eternal orbs their midnight music rolled! 

Oh ! seek it, wheresoe’er it floats; 

And, if the power 

Of thrilling numbers to thy soul be dear, 

Go, bring tho bright shell to my bower, 

And I will fold thee in such downy dreams, 

As lap the spirit of the seventh sphere, 

When Lima’s distant tone falls faintly on his ear ! E 
And thou shalt own, 

That, through the circle of creation’s zone, 

Where matter darkles or where spirit beams; 

From the pellucid tides , 3 that whirl 
The planets through their maze of song, 

To the small rill, that weeps along 
Murmuring o’er beds of peali; 

From the rich sigh 

Of the sun’s arrow through an evening sky , 4 
To the faint breath the tuneful osier yields 
On Afric’s burning fields ; 5 
Oh ! thou shalt own this universe divine 
Is mine! 

That I respire in all and all in me, 

One mighty mingled soul of boundless harmony! 


Welcome, welcome, mystic shell! 
Many a star has ceased to burn, 1 ’’ 
Many a tear has Saturn’s urn 



_ ' In the Ektoire natunlk des Antilles there conjectures that the idea of the harmony of the 
js an account of some curious shells, found at spheres originated with this poet, who, in repre- 
purn?oa, on the back of which wero lines filled senting the solar beams as arrows, supposes them 
with musical characters so distinct and perfect, to emit a peculiar sound in the air. 
that, tho writer assures us, a very charming trio 5 In the account of Africa which d’Abhmconrt 
was sung from one of them, has translated, there is mention of a tree in that 

8 According to Cicero, and his commentator country, whose branches when shaken by the 
Maerobius, the lunar tone is the gravest and handproduco very sweet sounds, [The'singing 
faintest on the planetary heptachord. tree’ of tho Arabian Nights, It is found in 

l.eone Hebreo, pursuing the idea 0 £ Aristotle, India. The musical sounds proceed from two 
that the heavens are animal, attributes their liar- half shells like an opened walnut, which, struck 
mnny to perfect ami reciprocal love. This ‘ re- by tho air, sound like castanets.] 
eiproco amore’ of Leone is the (fnkonjs of n the Alluding to the extinction, or at least the 
ancient Empedocles, who seems, in his Love and disappearance, of somo of those fixed stars which 
Hate of the Elements, to have given 11 glimpse we are taught to consider ub suns, attended 
of the principles of attraction and repulsion. each by its system. Descartes thought that our 
3 Leucippus, the atomist, imagined a kind of earth might formerly have been a sun, winch 
vortices in tho heavens, which ho borrowed from became obscured by a thick Incrustation over its 
Anaxagoras and possibly suggested to Descartes, surface. This probably suggested the idea of a 
< Heraclides, upon the allegories of Homer, central fire- 

E H 
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O’er the cc^d bosom of the ocean wept, 

Since thy aerial spell 
Hath in the waters slept! 

I fly, 

With the bright treasure to my choral sky. 

Where she, who waked its early swell, 

The syren, with a foot of lire, 

Walks o’er the great string of my Orphic Lyre, 

Or guides around the burning pole 
The winged chariot of some blissful soul I 

While tho%! » 

Oh, son of earth ! what dreams shall rise for thee?, 
Benct^k Hispania's sun, 

Thon'lt see a streamlet run, 

Which I haije warmed with clews of melody; 

Listen I—when the night wind dies 
Down the still current, like a lmrp it sighs! 

A lirjuicl chord is every wave that flows, 

An airy plectrum every breeze that blows! 

There, by that wondrous stream, 

Go, lay thy languid brow, 

And I will send thee such a god like dream, 

Such -nftrtal! mortal! hast thou heard of him, 1 
Who, many a night, with his primordial lyre. 8 
Sate ou the chill Paugsean mount, 3 
And, looking to the orient dim, 

Watched the first flowing of that sacred fount, 

From which his soul had drunk its fire! 

Oh! think what visions, iu that lonely hour, 

Stole o’er his musing breast! 

What pious ecstasy 4 

Wafted his prayer to that eternal Power, 

Whose seal upon this world imprest 5 
The various forms of bright diviuity ! 

( Or, dost thou know what dreams [ wove, 

’Mid the deep horror of that silent bower, 0 
Where the rapt Samian slept his holy slumber? 


1 Orpheus 

! They eall Ins lyre apyaiorpotw eirTaxopSoe 
OpiW.' See a curious work by a professor of 
(ireuk at Venice, entitled Sebiomaies, sive 
teptm de itdeno.no libri, lib. 1, oap, 3, p. 177. 

Eratosthenes, tolling the extreme veneration 
jturpheus for Apollo, says that hewasaccustBined 
lo go to the Pangrean mountain at daybreak, and 
(hero wait the rising of the sun, that he might 
Be the lirst to hail its beams. 

4 There are some versos of Orpheus preserved 
to us, which contain sublime ideas of the unity 
andrnwnlficonco of the Deity. As those which 
Justin Martyr lias produced; 

Ohio; \abmoo mipaiw ecmjaiKTar 
Ad, Qttec, cofortul. 



It is thought by eomo, that these aro to be 
reckoned amongst the fabrications which were 
lrcquont nUho early times of Christianity. Still 
it appears doubtful to whom we should impute 
them; they are loo pious for the Pagans, and too 
poetical for the Fathers. 

5 In one of the hymns of Orpheus, ho attributes 
R . hgured seal to Apollo, with which ho ima¬ 
gines that deity to have stamped a variety of 
lorms upon tiro universe. 

I 3 Alluding to the cave noar Samos, whore 
Pythagoras devoted the greater part of his days 
I P! 1(i ni £Ms to meditation and the mysteries of 
ins philosophy. Jambliok de Vit. This, ns 
Hptateuus remarks, wus in imitation of the 


EPISTLES, ODES, AND OTHER POEMS , 

When, free t 

.From every earthly chain, 

.Ftom wreaths of pleasure and from bonds of pain 
His spirit flew through fields above, 
lJraiik at the source of Nature’s fontal number, 1 
And saw, in mystic choir, around him move, 

Ihe stars of song, Heaven’s burning miiistrelsy! 
buck dreams, so heavenly bright, 

I swear 

By the great diadem that twines my hair 
And by the seven g.ma that sparkle there, 8 
Mingling their beams ' 

In a soft iris of harmonious light, 

Oh, mortal! such shall be thy radiant dreams 1 


EPISTLE IV. 

TO GEORGE MORGAN ESQ., 

OF NOllFOr.K, VimilNIA," 

From Bermuda, January IfNts. 
KEINH A' IINEMOKXSA KAI ATPOIIOS, 
O'lA 0'AAIUAIIS, AI0YIHS KAI MAAAON 
EHIAl'OMOS HEIIEP, TmiOIE, iroNTlf 
ENESTHPIKTAI. 

CitUimtwh , Hymn. in Bel v. 11 , 

Oil, what a tempest whirled us hither I 4 
Winds, whoso savage breath could 
wither 

All the light and languid (lowers 
That bloom in Epicurus' bowers! 
iYet think not, George, that Fancy’s 
charm 

Forsook me in this rude alarm. 

’ The totraetys, or sumid number of the Py. 
tlingofcime, on which they solemnly swore, mid 
Winch tlmy CUllt'd 7r« , yar' atim.nu f/iwrcws ‘ tin 1 luuu- 
lam ol rnrnM nuiim-' Mari Iiuk riUimicd 
thiH religious arithmeliu veiylindy in liiu tukof 
rfiihmipkei'n, o' 

a Thini dimlom is iulomlful to vuprowttit lh<> 
analogy betwi'un tins imtott ol* nuiKic* mid r.ho pri«- 
rnntiocolon vh. Wu lintl in I’liitardi u visin' in. 
lunation ot this .kindred harmony in colours and 
.ijOUIluH, Oi/ri? re km oxnVf limn ijmioy; tc mi 
0UTOV tm aputmw m<lmimn.—hn ilmint, 
Caaslndorua, whoso idea 1 may tx: suppusodnto 
have borrowed, says, in a letter iipun music to 
iioetius: lit diadenm oculis, vnrin law gmnma- 
cythnra diversitalo suni, lihuiditur au¬ 
dit™- t 1 Ida is nideud the only tolerable ihmight 
in the letter. Lib, 2, Vumr. 

This gentleman is nltunbml to the Ilritish 
consulate at Norfolk. Ilia talents are worthy of 


When close they reefed the timid sail, 
When, every plank complaining loud, 
We laboured in the midnight gale, 

And even our haughty main-mast 
bowed!. 

The muse, in that unlovely hour, 

• Benignly brought her soothing power, 

[ And, _’midst the war of waves ant) 

! wind, 

In songs clyaian lapped my mind 1 
She opened, with her golden key, 

1 ( ^ The casket where my memory lays 
, Those little gems of poesy, 

Which time lias saved from ancient 
days I 

Take out) of these, to Lais sung, 

I wrote it while my hammock swung, 
As one might write it dissertation 
Upon ‘suspended animation I’ 

a much higher gphera; lmt the excellent ill™. 
HitimiH ol liit family with whom lie widen, und 
the cordial repose he enjoys amongst gome of tin, 
kindest hearts in tlm world, should lie almost 
enough to iitanc (0 him for the worst caprice 
ol lortuno. Thu consul lilimdf, Colonel llumll- 
ton, is 0110 am,mg (lie, very lew instances of a 
nimi, ardently loyal to his king, mid yet beloved 
by tlio Americans, Ills bonne Is the very temple 
[ ol hospitality, and 1 ahiuercly pity tlm heart of 
1 tlmt stranger who, warm IVom tlio welcdnie of 
mioli a hoard, ami witli the tasto of such Ma- 
ileirii■ still upon his llpg—' col 'deice in boeea’~ 
otmld mt down In write a libel on his host, In tin) 
mw spirit of a modern philosophise See the 
i much of the Dnko do la ItoeliolimcauU Linn- 
cniirt, vnl. ii, 

v 4 S y w f‘; swn days 011 our pwiwigo from 
Aorlolk to Bermuda, during three of whioh wo 
were Breed to lay-to in a sreJa ’>{ wind Tlio 
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EPISTLES, ODES, 

Sweetly 1 you kiss, my Lais dear! 
But, while you kiss, I feel a tear, 
Bitter as those when lovers part, 

In mystery from your eyelid start V 
Sadly you lean your head to mine. 

And round my neck in silence twine, 
Your hair along my Bosom spread, 

AH humid with the tears you shed! 
Have I not kissed those lids of snow ? 
Yet still, my love, like founts they 
flow, 

Bathing our cheeks, whene’er they 
meet— 

Why is it thus 1 do toil me, s^veet! 

Ah, Lais! arc my bodings right ? 

Am I to lose you 1 is to-night * 

Our last-go, false to Heaven and me! 
Your very tears are treachery. 


Such, while in air I floating hung, 
Such was the strain, Morgante mio ! 
The muse and I together sung, 

With Boreas to make out the trio. 
But, bless the little fairy isle! 

How sweetly, after all our ills, 

We saw the dewy morning smile 
Serenely o’er its fragrant hills I 
And felt the pure elastic flow 
Of airs, that round this Eden blow 
With honey freshness, caught by 
stealth 

Warm from the very lips of health ? 

Brim 1 sloop of war, in which I went, was built 
at Bermuda of cedar, and is accounted an excel* 
lent sea-boat. She was then commanded by my 
very regretted friend Captain Compton, who in 
July Inst was killed aboard thcXiij.in an action 
wiih a French privateer. Poor Compton 1 he 
fell a victim to the strange impolicy of allowing 
such a miserable thing ns the Lily to remain in 
the service i so small, crank, and unmanageable, 
that a well-manned merchantman was at any 
time a match for her, 

1 This epigram is by Paulue Silentiarins, awl 
may lie found in the Anuleda of Brunch, vol. iii. 
[). 72 , But as the reading there is somewhat 
different from what I have followed in this trans¬ 
lation, I shall give it as I had it in my memory, 
at the time, anil as it is in Iloinaius, who, 1 
believe, first produced the epigram. See his 
Foemalct. 

'HSv free eori ijiihjpa. to AaiSo?' T)Sv k aww 
Hffioitv^Ttuv Saitpv \-m? (SkEifinpur, 

Km iro,\u Kix^ovtra traga? du/ioirrpiixor atyAni' 
’HjMttpa ceijiaAt|V Sr/pov ep«ffa/«po). 


AND 0Tq.EE POEMS. 

Oh! could you view the scenery dear, 
That now beneath iny window lies, 
You’d think that Nature lavishedhere 
Her purest wave, her softest skies, 
To make a heaven for Love to sigh in, 
For bards to live and saints to die in! 
Close to my wooded bank below, 

In glassy calm the waters sleep, 

And to the sunbeam proudly show 
The coral rocks they love to steep ! a 
The fainting breeze of morning fails, 
The drowsy boat moves slowly past, 
And I can almost touch its sails 
That languish idly round the mast, 
The sun has now profusely given 
The flashes of a noontide heaven, 

And, as tljp wave reflects his beams, 
Auother heaven its surface seems! 

Blue light and clouds of silvery tears 
So pictured o’er the waters lie, 

That every languid bark appears 
To float along a burning sky! 

Oh! for the boat the angel gave 2 3 
T? him, who in his heavenward flight, 
Sailed, o’er the Sun’s ethereal wave, 

, To planet-isles of odorous light! 
Sweet Venus, what a clime he found 
Within thy orb’s ambrosial round ! 4 
There spring the breezes, rioh and 
warm, 

That pant around thy twilight car 
There angels dwell, so pure of form, 
That each appears a living star! 

Mnpopei'iji' S’e,f)ito)<ra' ra 8’u? Spoirepijs two mjyijs, 
Aafcpim pu ympevuv mtrre Kara aTOfLamv' 

Etire 6' ampopeixii, two? ovi'ena Sa/cpea A«|3et?; 
AeiSia fir} /ie Atirps‘ eerre yap opicamrat. 

2 The water is so clear around the island, that 
the rocks are seen beneath to a very great depth; 
and as we entered the harbour, they appeared to 
us so near the surface, that it seemed impossible 
we should not strike mi them. There is no ne¬ 
cessity, of course, fur heaving the lead; and the 
negro pilot, looking down at the rocks from the 
bow of the ship, takes her through this difficult 
navigation with a skill and confidence which 
seem to astonish some of the oldest sailors. 

3 In Kircher’s JSerfntic Journey k Heaven, 
Cosmiel, the genius of the world, gives Thnodi- 
dnetua a boat of asbestos, with which ho embarks 
into the regions of the sun. 1 Vidus (says Cosmiel) 
linne asbestinnm miviculam commoditati turn 
prieparatum.’— Itinenr. i, dial. i. cap. 5. There 
arc some very*strango fancies in tjiin work of 
Kircher. 

1 When the genius of the world and his fellow* 


EPISTLES, mES, AND OTHEli POEMS. 


JIB 


These are the sprites, oh radiant 
queen! 

Thou send’st so often to the bed 
Of her I love, with spell unseen, 

Thy planet’s brightening balm to 
shea; 

To make the eye’s euchantmu.k clearer) 
To give the cheek one rosebud more, 
And bid that flushing lip be dearer, 
Which had been, oh I too dear be- 
ford! r 

But, whither means the muse to roam ? 
’Tis time to call the wanderer home, 
Who could have ever thought to search 
lier 

Op in the clouds with Fat lift Kircher ? 
So, health and love to all your mansion I 
Long may the Bowl that pleasures 
Bloom in, 

The How of heart, the soul’s expansion, 
Mirth, and song, your board illumine! 
Fare you well—remember too, t 
When cups are flowing to the brim, 
That here is one who drinks to you, 
And, oh! as warmly drink to him. i 


THE RING. 
to —, 11101. 

No—lady! lady! keep the ring; 

Oh! think how many a future year, 
Of placid smile and downy wing, 

May sleep within its holy sphere! 

Do not disturb their tranquil dream, 
Though love hath ne’er the mystery 
warmed, 

Yet Heaven will shod a soothing beam, 
To bless tho bond itself hat|j,formed. 

But then, that eye, that burning eye! 

Oh ! it doth ask, with magic power, 
If Heaven can ever bless the tie 
Where Love inwreaths no genial 
flower! <, 


i Away, away, bewildering look ! 

Or all the boast of Virtue’s o’er; 

Go—hie thee to the sage’s hook, 

And learn from him to feel no more! 

I cannot warn thee! every touch, 

That brings my pulses close to thine, 

Tells me I want thy aid as much, 

Oh! quite as much, as thou dost 
mine! 

r 

Yet stay, dear love—one effort yet— 

A moment turn those eyes away, 

And let ine, if I can, forget 
Tbejight that leads my soul astray 

Thou say’st that we were horn to meet, 
That our hearts bear one common 
• seal,— 

Oh, lady! think, how man’s deceit 
Can seem to sigh and feign to feel! 

When o’er <thy face some gleam ot 
thought, 

Like day-beams through the morning 
air, 

Hath gradual stole, and I have caught 
The feeling ere it kindled there: 

The sympathy I then betrayed, 

Perhaps was hut the child of art; 

The guile of one who long hath played 
With all these wily nets of heart. 

Oh! thou hast not my virgin vow! 
Though few tho years I yet have told, 

Canst thou believe I lived till now, 
With loveless heart or senses cold? 

No—many a throb of bliss and pain, 
For many a maid, my soul hath 
proved; 

With some I wantoned wild and vain, 
While some 1 truly, dearly loved! 

The cheek to thine I fondly lay, 

To theirs hath been as foudly laid; 

The words to thee I warmly say, 

To them have been as warmly said. 


traveller arrive at the planet Venus, they find an of the heavens, a casuistical question oeoura to 
island Of loveliness, full of odgurs and iutelli* Theodidactm, and lie asks 1 Whether baptism 
ffeuecs, where angels preside, who shed tho may he performed with the waters of Venus?’— 
cosmetic Influence of this planet over the earth; 1 An aquis globi Veneris baptismus institul pos* 
such belnq, according to astrologers, the ‘vis Bit to which the genius answers, ‘ Certainly,’ 
itiiluxiva ’ of Venus. When they are in this parti 
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mSTL'ES, (WES, AND OTHER POEMb. 


Then scorn at once a languid heart. But, ’tsvas my doom to err with one 
Wlucli long hath lost its oarlyspring; in every look so like to thee, 
riiiuk of the' pure bright aoul thou art, That, oh ! beneath the blessed sun, 
A n d_keep' the ring, oh 1 keep the Ho fair there are but thou and she! 

ring- WJmte’e 1 ' may be her angol birth, 

Enough—now, turn thino eyes again; She w. thy lovely perfect twin, 
Wlnt still that look and still that And wore the only shape on earth 
. , That could have charmed my soul to 

61 <r ' , ^ i ....I I uin i 


HlgU i . . , 

Dost thou not fool my counsel thou ? • 

Oil! no, beloved! -nor do I. ( , y our eyes i—the eyes of languid doves 
. Were never half so like each other: 

While thus to mine thy bosom lies, „] ance8 0 f the baby loves 

While thus our breaths commingling Tpesemble less their warm-eyed 

gl° w » - , , • * mother! 

’Twsre more than woman to be wise, 

"I'were more than man to wish thee Her lip !-«oh, call me not false-hearted, 
' Z I When such a lip I fondly pressed, 

, ’Twus Love some melting cherry parted, 

Did we not love so true, so dear,. Q ave thco one half and her the rest! 

mi.* iwnrmt Un rni*rmrnn * 


i * i iitnct i .nirn uium uu:i i v Mini 

Did we not love so true, so dear,. 

This lapse could never lie forgiven; 

But hearts so fond and lips so near— . And when, with all thy murmuring 
Give me the ring, apd now—oil tone 

heaven! Tlfey sued, half open, to be kissed, 

—I could as soon resist thine own— 

. And thorn, Heaven knows; I no’er 
TO—, resist. 

ON skeino tike with a white veil Then, scorn me not, though false I lie, 
and a bioii oi utile. Twas love that waked the dear ex- 

0G5S > 

MAFrAl’lTAI AHAOYSI AAKPYDN POON. jj„ ] UjiU ,( i ] 1!t d i Kjen jnoi'C true to time, 
Ap, Meplior. m Mtmri m. AIiul mine eye prized thy beauty Jess) 

Put off the vestal veil, nor, oh I t ..... 

Lot weeping angels view it j 

Your cheeks belie its virgin snow, TO . 

And blush repenting through it. ,,,,,, 

L . When I loved you, I can’t but allow 

put off the fatal zone you wear j I had many an exquisite minute; 

The lucid pearls around it But the scorn that I feel for you now 

Are tears that full from Virtue there Hath even more luxury in it! 

The hour that love unbound it. Thus, whether we re on or we’re off, 
t 8omo%itchory seems to await you ; 

To love you is pleasant enough, 

THE RESEMBLANCE. A,1(i ' 0,1 ’ ’ tis llelicious to liato y0H: 


THE RESEMBLANCE. 

.ve Miami 1 in 

Domm, pant’d piHtihilo, m nltrut 
La taints vustra forma vora. 

Frtrim. SonetL It. 


FROM THE GREEK OF 
MELEAGER. 


Yes, if Were any coiriinon love Fill high % cup with liquid flume, 
That led my pliant heart astray, And speak my Mindoro s name; 

1 grant, there’s not a power above Repeat its magic o’er and o’er, 

Could wipe the faithless crime away 1 And let the sound my lips adore. 


EPISTLES, I)DES, AND OTHER POEMS. 


Sweeten the breeze, and mingling swim 
On overy bowl’s voluptuous brim! 


Qh! most to him, 
e lip hath drained 


Give me the wreath that withers there, 
It was but last delicious night 
It hung upon her wavy hair, 

And caught her eyes’ reflected light! 
Oh! haste, and twine it round my 
brow; 

It breaths of Heliodora now! 


Whoso lip hath drained life’s cup 
pleasure, 

Nor left one honey-drop to shed 
Round misery’s brim, 


The loving rose-bud drops a tear, 
To see the nymph no longer here, 
No longer, where she used to lie, 
Close to my heart’s devoted sigh! 


Yes —he can smile serene at death: 
Kind Heaven! do thou hut chase tli 
weeping 

Ot friends who love him; 

Tell them that lie lies calmly sleeping 
Where sorrow’s sting or envy’s brunt! 
.. % more shall move him. 


LINES. 


ODES TO NBA. 


WRITTEN IN A STORM AT SEA, 


WRITTEN AT BERMUDA, 


That sky of clouds is not the sky 
To light a lover to the pillow 
Of her he loves— ' 

Th 6 swell of yonder foaming billow, 
Resembles not the happy sigh 
That rapturo moves. 


NEA TYl’ANNEt, 

J'krijrid. M Am, v. 1III7. 


Yet do I feel more tranquil now 
Amid the gloomy wilds of ocean, 

In this dark hour, 

Than when, in transport’s young emo¬ 
tion, 

I’ve stolen, beneath the evening star, 
To Julia’s bower. 


Nay, tempt mo not to love again: 1 
There was a time when Jove wa 
sweet 

' Dear Nea! had I known thee then, 
Our souls had not been slow to meet 
But, oh! this weary heart hath run 
Ho many a time the rounds of pain, 
Not even for thou, thou lovely one! 
Would l ondnro such pangs again, ’ 


Oil! there’s a holy calm profound 
In awe like this, that ne’er was given 
To rapture’s thrill; 

’Tis as a solemn voice from heaven, 
And the soul, listening to the sound, 
Lies mute and still! 


’Tis true, it talks of danger high. 

Of slumbering with the dead to-morrow 
In the cold deep, 

Where pleasure’s throb or tears of sor¬ 
row 

No more shall wake the heart or oy/i, 
But all must sleep 1 


ff there bo dimes where never yet 
The print of Beauty’s foot was set, 
Where man may pass his loveltif 
nights 

Unfavored by her false delights-- 
Thither my wounded soul would fly, 
Where rosy cheek or radiant eye 
! Should bring no more their bliss, thei 
pain, 

Or fetter mo to earth again! 

Dear absent girl! whoso eyes of light 
Tlmudi little prized when all uv 


Well!— there are some, thou stonuv 
bod, * . 

To whom thy sleep would be a trea¬ 
sure : 


Though little prized wlum all m 
own, 

Now float before mo, soft and bright 
As wlum they first enamouring shorn 
How ninny hours of idle waste, 
Within these witching arms embracot 
Unmindful of the Hooting day, 

Have I dissolved life’s dream away 1 
0 bloom of time profusely shed! ’ 

0 moments 1 simply, vainly fled, 
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epistles, odes, and otmeb poems. 


Yet sweetly too-for love perfcimed 
i'he flame which thus my life con¬ 
sumed ; 

And brilliant was the chain of flowers 
!u which he led my victim hours I 

Say, Nea dear! couldst thou, like her, 
When warm to feel and quick to err, 
Of loving fond, of roving fonder, 

My thoughtless soul might wish to 
wander— 

Couldst thou, like her, the wish re¬ 
claim, # 

Endearing still, reproaching never, 
Till all my heart should burn with 
shame, 

And bo thy own more fixed than 
ever ? 

No, uo -on earth there’s only oue 
Could bind such faithless folly fast: 
And sure on earth ’tis I alone 
Could make such virtue false at last! 

Nea! the heart which she forsook, 

For thee were hut a worthless 
shrine— 

do, lovely girl, that angel look 
Must thrill a soul more pure than 
mine, 

Oh! thou shalfc he all else to me, 

That heart can feel or tongue can 
feign; 

I’ll praise, admire, and worship tliee, 
But must not, dare not, love again, 


,,,, Talc iter omne 

Propert. lib. Iv, clog. 8, 

1 fray you, let us roam no more 
Along that wild and lonely shore, 
Where late we thoughtless strayed; 
'Twas not for us, whom Heaven in¬ 
tends 

To he no more than simple friends, 
Such lonely walks were made. 

That little bay where, winding in 
'From Ocean’s rude and angry din 
(As lovers steal to .bliss),: ' 

The billows kiss the shore, and then 
Flow calmly to the deep again, . 

As though they did not.kiss! 


Remember, o’er its circling flood 
In what a dangerous dream we stood- 
The silent sea before us, 

Around us, all the gloom of grove, 
That e’er was spread for guilt or love, 
No eye but Nature’s o’er us! 

I saw you blush, you felt me tremble, 
In vain would formal art dissemble 
All that we wished and thought; 
,’Twas more than tongue could dare 
reveal, _ • 

'Twas more than virtue ought to feel, 
But all that passion ought! 

I stooped to cull, with faltering hand, 
A shell that, on the golden sand, 
Before us faintly gleamed; 

I raised it to your lips of dew, 

You kissed the shell, I kissed it too— 
Good Heaven! how sweet it seemed! 

Oh ! trust me, ’twas a place, an hour, 
The fvorst that e’er temptation’s power 
Could tangle me or you in! 

Sweet Nea, lot us roam no more 
Along that wild and louely shore, 

Such walks will be our ruin! 


You read it in my languid eyes. 

And there alone should love be read; 
You hear me say it all in sighs. 

And thus alone should love be said. 

Then dread no more; I will not speak; 

Although my heart to anguish thrill, 
I’ll spare the burning of your cheek, 
And look it all in silence still! 

Heard you the wish I dared to name 
To murmur on that luckless night, 
When passion broke the bon els of 
shame, 

And love grew madness in your 
sight ? 

Divinely through the graceful dance, 
You seemed to float in silent song, 
Bending to earth that beamy glance, 
As if to light your steps along! 

Oh ! how could others dare to touch 
That, hallowed form with hand so 
free, 


EPISTLES, 9DES, AND OTHER POEMS\ 


When hut to look was bliss too much, 
Too rare for all but Heaven and me! 


With smiling eyes, tlmt little thought 
How fatal were the beams they 
threw, 

My trembling hands you lightly 
caught, 

And round me, like a spirit, flew, 

Heedless of all, I wildly turned, 

My sgul forgot—nor, oh! condemn,, 

That when such eyes before me burned,* 
My soul forgot all eyes but them I 

I dared to speak in sobs of bliss, 
Rapture of every thought bereft me, 

I would have clasped you-oh, even 
this!— 9 ■ 

But, with a bound, you blushing 
left me. 


And say the vestal planet weep 
Her tears of light on Ariel's Hood. 
My heart was Mi of Fancy’s dream, 
And as I watched the playful stream 
Entangling in its net of smiles 
So fair a group of elfin isles, 

I felt as if the scenery there 
Were lighted by a Grecian sky— 
As if I breathed the blissful air 
That yat was warm with Sappho 
- sigh! 


Forget, forget that night’s offence; 
Forgive it, if, alas! you can; “ 


'Twas love, ’twas passion—soul and 


sense— 

’Twas all thobest and worst of man! 


And nay the downy hand of rest 
Her signet on my eyes imprest, 

And sjill the bright and balmy spell, 
Like star-dew, o’er my fancy fell! 

I thought that, all eurapt, I strayed 
Through that serene luxurious shade, 
Where Epicurus taught the Loves 
To polish Virtue’s native brightness 
Just as the beak of playful doves 
Can give to pearls a smoother white 

TIM AH 


That moment did the mingled eyes « 
Of heaven and earth my madness 
view, 

I should have seen, through earth and 
skies, 

But you alone, but only you! 

Did not a frown from you reprove, 
Myriads of eyes to me wero none; 

I should have—oh, my only love! 

My life! what should I not have 
done ? 


A DREAM OF ANTIQUITY. 

I just had turned the classic page, . 

And traced that happy period over, 
When love could warm thejproudest 
sage, 

And wisdom grace the tenderest 
lover! 

Before I laid me down to sleep, 

Upon the hank awhile I stood, 


’Twas oue of those delicious nights 
So common in the climes of Greece, 
When day withdraws hut. half it 
lights, 

And all is moonshine, balm, an 
peace! 

And thou wert there, my own beloved 
And dearly by thy side I roved 
Through many a temple’s reverem 
gloom, 

And many a bower’s seductive bloom. 
Where beauty blushed and wisdoii 
taught, 

Where lovers sighed and sages thought 
Where hearts might feel or heads dig 
cern, 

And all was formed to soothe a 
move, i 

To make the dullest love to learn, 

To make the coldest learn to love!! 


And now the fairy pathway seemed | 
To lead us through enchantei 
ground, 


' Gassendi thinks that lire gardens which 
Pansanias mentions in his first hook were those 
of Epicurus; and Stuart says, 1 *in his Antiquities 
of Athens; ‘Near this convent (the convent of 
Hagios Assomatos) is the place called at present 
Kepoi, or the Gardens; and Amneloa Repos, or 


the Vineyard Garden; these wove probably tli 
gardens VYhiehPau8aiiiasvl8ltod.’-Chap,ii,v(>l.] 

0 mi.!._i.1. „ .1* I-!. . 1 1 


2 This method of polishing pearls, by Icavlni 
them awhile to he played with by doves, is men 
tioned by the fanciful Cardanus, de P snip 
Vanelat, lib, vii. cap. 34 , 
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Where all that bard has ever ^reamed 
_ Of love or luxury bloomed around! 
Oh ! 'twas a bright bewildering scene— 
Along the alley’s deepening green, 

Soft lamps, that hung like burning 
flowers, 

And scented and illumed the bowers, 
Seemed, as to him, who darkling roves 
Amid the lone Hercynian groves, 
Appear the countless birds of light 
That sparkle in the leaves at night, 
And from their wings diffuse a ray 
Along the traveller's weary way 1 
'Twas light of that mysterious kind, 
Through which the soul is Roomed 
to roam 

When it has left this world behind, 
And gone to seek its heavenly home! 
And, Nea, thou didst look and move, 
Like any blooming soul of bliss, 

That wanders to its home above 
Through mild and shadowy light 
like this! 

But now, methought, we stole along 
Through halls of more voluptuous 
glory 

Than ever lived in Teian song, 

Or wautoued in Milesian story l 1 * 
Andnymphs were there, whosevery eyes 
Seemed almost to exhale in sighs; 
Whose overy little ringlet thrilled, 

As if with soul and passion tilled! 
Some Hew, with amber cups, around, 
Shedding the flowery wines of Crete, 3 
And, as they passed with youthful 
bound, 

The onyx shone beneath their feet ! 3 

1 The MileaiBKs, or Mllostan fables, had Mr 
origin in Allletus, a luxurious town of Ionia. 
Aristides was tlio most celebrated author of those 
licentious notions, See Plutarch (in Ornsso), 
who calls them n/coA both /Ji0Aui. 

* ‘ 8omo of the Cretan wines, which Athenmus 
calls on/09 ai/0o<r/iui9, from their fragrmiey re> 
Bomb ling that of the finest llowora. 1 — Bam/ on 
Wines, uhap. vii, 

u It appears that, in very gplondid mansions, 
the floor or pavement was frequently of onyx. 
Thus Martial: ‘Calcat usque tuo sub pede luoet 
onyx.'—Jipi'g. 50 , lib. xii. 

4 Bracelets of this shape wore a favourite orna- 
montamongthQwamihiofantiqutty. Oi micapmoi 

ajicis Kaiaixputrai irsdai @wios km Apnrra-yopm 
km Aoifio! (/>ap[icuca. — Philostrnt. opis. xl. 
luician, too, tells of the SpaytoMTt Spukoi/tk, 


While others, waving arms of snow 
Entwined by snakes of burnished 
gold, 4 

And showing limbs, as lotli to show. 
Through many athiiiTarentiau fold, 
Glided along the festal ring 
With vases. all respiring spring, 
Where roses lay, in languor breathing, 
And the young bee-grape, round them 
wreathing, 

Hung on their blushes warm ajtdmeek 
Like curls upon a rosy cheek! 

Oh, Nea! why did morning break 
The spell that so divinely bound me 
Why did I wake ? how could I wake, 
With ifhee my own and Heaven 
around me 1 


Well— peace to thy heart, though, 
another's it he, 

And health to thy cheek, though it 
bloom not for me! 

f o-morrow I sail for those cinnamon 
groves, 

Where nightly the ghost of the Caribheu 
roves, 

And, far from thine eye, oh! perhaps 
I may yet 

Its seduction forgive and its splendour 
forget! 

Farewell to Bermuda, 5 and long may 
the bloom 

Of the lemon and myrtle its valleys 
perfume; 

See Ills Amoves, where lie describes the dressing- 
room of a Grecian lady, ami we find the ‘silver 
vase,’ the rouge, the tooth-powder, and all the 
1 mystic order’ of a modern toilet. 

5 The Habitants pronounce the name as if It 
wove written Uermooda, -See the commentators 
011 the words 'still-vexed Bermoothca,' In the 
Tempest,—! wonder it did not occur to some ot 
those all-reading gentlemen, that possibly the 
discoverer of this ‘island of hogs and devils' 
might have been no less n personage than the 
grout John Bermudez, who about the same 
period (the beginning of the sixteenth century) 
was sent Patriarch of the Latin Church ta 
Ethiopia, and lias left us most wonderful stories 
of the Amazons'nnd the Griffins which lie en¬ 
countered.— Travels qf the Jesuits, vol. i. I am 
afraid, however, it would take the Patriarch 
rajrer too much out of his way. 
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May spring to eternity hallow the shade, 

Where Ariel has warbled and Waller 1 
has strayed 1 

And thou—when, at dawn, thou shall; 
happen to roam 

Through the lime-covered alley that 
leads to thy home, 

Wliero oft, when the dance and the 
revel were done, 

And the stars were beginning to fade 
in the sun, < 

I have led thee along, and have told 
by the way 

What my. heart all the night had been 
burning to say— 

Oh! think of the past—give a sigh to 
those times, . * 

And a blessing for me to that alley of 
limes! 


Behold *he leafy mangrove bending 
O’er the waters blue and bright, 
Like Nea’s silky lashes, lending 
Shadow to her eyes of light! 


If I were yonder wave, my dear, 

And thou the isle it clasps around, 

I would not let a foot come near 
My land Of bliss, my fairy ground!.. 

If I were yonder conch of gold, 

And thou tho pearl within it placed, 

I would not let an eye behold 
The sacred gem my arms embraced! 

If I were yonder orange-tree, 

And thou the blossom bluoming 
there, 

I would not yield a breath of thee, 

To scent the most imploring air! 

Oil! bend not o’er the water’s brink, 
Give not the wave that rosy sigh, 

Nor let its burning mirror drink 
The soft reflection of thine eye, 

That glossy hair, that glowing cheek, 

( Upon the billows pour theii»beam 

So warmly, that my soul could seek 
Its Nea in the painted stream, 

The painted stream my chilly grave 
And nuptial bed at once may be; 

I’ll wed thee in that mimic wave, • 
And die upon the shade of thee! 


Oh, my beloved ! where’er I turn, 
Sometrace of thee enchants inineeyei 
In every star thy glances burn, 

Thy blush on every floweret lies, ; 

But then thy breath !—not all the fir 
' That lights the lone Soinenda’s dent! 
In eastern climes, could e’er respire 
A 11 ocl#ur like thy dulcet breath ! ; 

I pray thee, on those lips of thine 
To $ear this rosy leaf for me, 

And breathe of something not divine, 
Since nothi ng human breathes of ilieo 

All other charms of thine I meet 
In nature, but thy sigh alone; 

Then take, oh! take, though not sc 
sweet, 

The breatfi of roses for thine own 1 : 

So while I walk the flowery grove, 

The hud that gives, through morning 
dew, 

Tho lustre of the lips I love, 

May seem to give their perfume tool 


THE SNOW SPIRIT. 

Tu petes itunliliiB, Cynthia, ferre nivos ? 

Proper!. lib. i. clop;, 8, 

No, ne’or did the wave in its element 
steep 

An island of lovelier charms; 

It blooms in the giant embrace of the 
deep, 

Like Hebe in Hercules’ arms! 

The tint of,your bowers is balm to the 
eye, 

Their melody balm to the ear; 

But tho fiery planet of day is too nigh, 

And the Snow Spirit never comes 
here! 


The down from his wing is as white as 
the pearl 

Thy lips for their cabinet stole, 


1 Johnson does not think that Waller was 
ever at Bermuda; but tho Account nftlu Euro- 
pmn Settlements in America affirms it confidently 
(vol. ii), I mention this work, however, less for 


its authority than for tho pleasure I fool hi 
quoting an unacknowledged production of the 
great Edmund Burke. 
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Ami it falls on the green earth*as melt¬ 
ing, my girl, 

As a murmur of thine on the soul! 
Oh ! lly to the clime, where he pillows 
the death, 

As lie cradles the birth of the year; 
Bright are your bowers, and balmy 
their breath, 

But the Snow Spirit cannot come 
hers!' 

How sweet to behold him when, borne 
on the gale, 

And brightening the bosom'of morn, 
He flings, like the priest of Diana, a 
veil * 

O’er the brow of each virginal thorn! 
yet think not the veil he so chillingly 
casts 

is the veil of a vestal severe; 

No, no—thou wilt see what a moment 
it lasts, 

Should the Snow Spirit ever come 
here! 

But fly to his region—lay open thy 
zone, 

And he’ll weep alibis brilliancy dim, 
To think that a bosom, as white as his 
own, 

Should not melt in the day-beam 
like him! 

Oh! lovely the print of those delicate 
feet 

O’er his luminous path will appear— 
Fly! my beloved! this island is sweet, 
But the Snow Spirit cannot come 
here! 

Errwda & Kofepfutrraii^fuv. mu o, n pci’ ovoptt 

Tfi njvw owe otSa' 6' or jraos ye epov 

ovapufaiTo.—Philostrat, Jeon, 17 , lib. 2 , 

I stole along the flowery bank, 

While many a bending sea-grape 1 
drank 

The sprinkle of the feathery oar 
That winged me round this fairy shore 1 

’Twas noon; and every orange bud 
Hung languid o’er the crystal flood, 
Faint as the lids of maiden eyes 
Beneath a lovor’s burning sighs 1 

1 The sea-side or mangrove grape, a uativa of 
the West Indies. 


Oh for a Naiad’s sparry bower, 

To shade mo in that glowing hour 1 

A little dove, of milky hue, 

Before me from a plantain flew, 

And, light along the water’s brim, 

I steered my gentle bark by him; 

For Fancy told me Love had sent 
This snowy bird of blandishment, 

To lead me, where my soul should 
> meet— • 

I knew riot what, but something sweet! 

Blest be the little pilot dove ! 

He had indeed been sent by Love, 

To guide me to a scene so clear 
As Fate allows but seldom here: 

One of those rare and brilliant hours, 
Which, like the aloe’s lingering flowers, 
May blossom to the eye of man 
But once in all his weary span! 

Jusfc^whero the margin’s opening shade 
A vista from the waters made, 

My bird reposed bis silver plume 
JJpon a rich banana’s bloom. 

Oh, vision bright! oh, spirit fair! 
What spell, what magic raisedhertherei 
’Twas Nen! slumbering calm and mild, 
And bloomy as the dimpled child 
Whose spirit in Elysium keeps' 

Its playful sabbath while he sleeps! 

The broad banana’s green embrace 
Hung shadowy round each tranquil 
grace; 

One little beam alone could win 
The leaves to let it wander in, 

And stealing over all her charms, 

From lip to cheek, from neck to arms, 
It glanced around a fiery kiss, 

All trembling, as it went, with bliss! 

<1 

Her eyelid’s black and silken fringe 
Lay on her cheek, of vermil tinge', 

Like the first ebon cloud that closes 
Dark on Evening's Heaven of roses! 
H$r glances, though in slumber hid, 
Seemed glowing through their ivory 
lid; 

And o’er hor Jip’s reflecting dew 
A soft and liquid lustre threw, 

Such as, declining dim and faint, 

The lamp of some beloved saint 
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Doth shed upon a flowery wreath, 
Which pious hands have hung beneath, 

Was ever witchery half so sweet 1 
Think, think how all my pulses heat, 
As o’er the rustling bank I stole— 

Oh ! you that know the lover’s soul, 

It is for you to dream the bliss, 

The tremblings of an hour like this. 


I found tier not—the chamber seemed 
Like some divinely haunted place, 
Where fairy forms had lately beamed, 
And left behind their odorous trace! 

It felt as if her lips had shed 
A sigh around her, ere she fled, 

Which hung, as on a melting lute, 
When all the silver chords are mute, 
There lingers still a trembliug breath 
After tire note's luxurious death, 

A shade of song, a spirit air 
Of melodies which had been there k 


Nor tli ought that time’s eternal lapso 
Shottltfsee it grace a lovelier maid! . 

Look, darling, what a sweet design! 
The more wo gaze, it charms the 
more! 

Come,—closer bring that cheek to mine, i 
And trace with ine its beauties o’er, 

Thou seest, it is a simple youth 
By some enamoured nymph em- 
» braced— 

Look, Nea, lovo 1 and say, in sooth, 

Is not her hand most dearly placed '! 

Upon his curled head behind 
It seems in careless play to lie, 1 
Yet presses gently, half inclined 
To bring his lip of nectar nigh! 

Oh happy maid! too happy boy! 

The one so fond and faintly loth, 

The other yielding slow to joy— 

Oh, rare iiftleed, but blissful both 1 


I saw the web, which, all the day, Imagine, love, that I am lie, 

Had floated o’er her cheek of rose, . And just as warm as he is chilling; 
Lsaw the couch, where late she lay Imagine too that thou art she, 

In languor of divine repose ! But quite as cold as she is willing : 


And I could trace the hallowed print 
Her limbs had left, as pure and warm 
As if ’twere done in rapture’s mint, 
And Love himself had stamped the 
form! 

Oh, Nea! Nea ! where wert tliou ? 

In pity fly not thus from me; 

Thou art my life, my essence now, 

And my soul dies of wanting thee! 


So may we try the graceful way 
In which their gentle arms are 
twined, 

And thus, like her, my hand I lay 
Upon thy wreathbd hair behind: 

And thus I feel thee breathing sweet, 
As slow to mine thy head 1 move > 
And thus our lips together meet, 
And—thus 1 kiss thee—oh, my love! 


A KISS A L’ANTIQUE. 

Behold, my love, the curious gem 
Within this simple ring of gold; 
Tis hallowed by the touch of them 
Who lived in classic hours of old. 

Some fair Athenian girl, perhaps, , 
Upon her band this gem displayed, 


... Ai/ 3 avori»> ctxncrev, iricwnAXe/Mm^w/j/wim. 

Amtot Motor, lib. iii. cap. 4 , 

There's not a look, a word of thine, 
My soul hath e'er forgot; 

Thou ne’er hast bid a ringlet shine, 
Nor given thy looks one graceful twine, 
Which I. remember not! 


i Somewhat ilko tho symplcgpia of Cupid and 44 . I know of very few Hubjccla in which 
I’syoho nt Florence, in which the position of poetry could bo more interestingly employed, 
Psycho's hand is finely expressive of affection, than In illustrating soma of tha undent statues 
8 eo the Muieum Flmntinm, tom. li, tub, 43 , nnd gems. 
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There never yet a murmur fell To die were sweeter, than to loti 

From that beguiling tongue, The loved remembrance go. 

Which did not, with a lingering spell, 

Upon my charmed senses dwell, jj 0i this slighted heart must see 
Like something Heaven had sung 1 faithful pulse decay, 

Ah! that 1 could at once forget Oh 1 let it die, remembering thee, 

All, all that haunts me so— And, like the burnt aroma, bo 

And yet, thou witching girl!—and yet, .Consumed in sweets away. 



EPISTLE Y. 


TO JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ. 

FROM BERMUDA, 1 , 

* March. 

‘ Tiie daylight is gone—but, before we depart, 

One cup shall go round to the friend of my heart, 

To the kindest, tlm deareat-oh! judge by the tear, 

That I shed while I name him, how land and how doar S' 

• 

’Twas thus, by the shade of a calabash-tree, 

With a few who could feel and remember like mo, 

The charm, that to sweeten my goblet I threw, 

Was a tear to the past and a blessing on you! 

1 Pinkerton tics said that ‘ n good history and the Government; of the day, was a wild and use* 
description of the Bermudas miirht afford a pleae- less speculation. Mr, Hamilton, wlm \m 
Inu addition to the geographical library but governor of the island Home years Hinas pm* 
llierc certainly are not materials for such a work, posed, if I mistake not, the establishment nl n 
The Island, since the time of its discovery, 1 ms marine academy for the Instruction of those 
experienced so very few vicissitudes, tho people children of West Indians wiio miirht lie Intended 
Imvo been so indolent, and their trade so limited, for any nautical employment. This was a more 
that there is but little which the historian oould rational idea, and for something of tliln nature 
amplify into importance; and, with respect to the island is admirably calculated. Hut the plan 
the natural productions of the country, the few should he much more extensive, arid embrace a 
which the inhabitants can lie induced to culti- general system of education, which would entirely 
rate are so common in the West Indies, that remove the alternative in which the cohinlsts arc 
they have been described by every naturalist who involved at present, of either sending their son* 
has written any account of tlioso islands, to England lor instruction, or entrusting them lo 
It is often asserted by the transatlantic polltl- colleges In the States of America, where Ideas by 
claim, that this little colony deserves more atten* no means favourable to Great Iliitiiiu are very 
lion ran tlm mother-country than it receives; sedulously inculcated, 
and it certainly possesses advantages of situation, The women of Ilerinuda, though not generally 
to which we should not be long insensible ifif were handsome, have an alVeetimmlo iangiuirin their 
oneo in the hands of an enemy, 1 was told by a look and maimer, which is iilwuyn interesting, 
celebrated friend of Washington, at Now York, What tlm French imply by tlmir epithet uimwte 
that they had formed a plau for its capture to- seems very much the character of tlm young 
wards tho conclusion of tho American War, 1 with Iiurauidtnn girls—that predisposition to hiving, 
the intention (ns he expressed himself) of making which, without being awakened iiy any purlieu, 
it a nest of hornets for tho annoyance of British lar abject, diffuses itself through tho general 
trade in that part of tho world.’ Amt there iH no maimer in a tone of tendornuss that never fail) 
doubt it lies so fairly in the track to tho West to fascinate. Tlm men of the island, I mnfiwt 
Indies, that an enemy might with ease convert it are not very civilised; and tho old philosopher, 
into a very harasstaf impediment, who imagined tl»t, alter this life, men would ha 

The plan or Bluing Berkeley for a college at changed into mules, and women into turtle- 
Bermuda, where American savages might bo doves, would find the metamorphosis in some 
converted and 'derated, though concurred in by degree anticipated at Bermuda, 


iay 
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Oh! say, do you thus, in the luminous hour 
Of wine and of wit, when tho heart is in flower 
And shoots from tlm lip, under Bacchus's dew, 

In blossoms of thought over springing and new 1 
Do you sometimes remember, aud hallow the brim 
Of your cup with a sigh, as you crown it to him, 

Who is lonely and sad in these valleys so fair, 

And would pine in Elysium, if friends were not there 1 

Lust night, when wo came from the calabash-tree, 
When ray limbs wore at rest and my spirit was free, 
The glow of tho grape aifd tho dreams of the day 
I’ufc the magical springs of my fancy in play, 

And oh!—such a vision ns haunt*! me then 
I eowd slumber for ages to witness again! 

The many I like, aud the few Iluloru, 

The friends, ivho. were dear aud beloved before, 

But never till now so beloved and dear, 

At tho eall of my fancy surrounded mo hero 1 
Soon, soon did the flattering spell of their smile 
To a paradise brighten the blest little isle j 
Scroncr the wave, as they looked on it, flowed, 

And warmer tlm rose, as they gathered it, glowed 1 
Not the valleys Hetman (though watered by rills 
Of the pearliest flow, from those pastoral hills, 1 
Where the song of the Shepherd, primeval and wild, 
Was taught to the nymphs by tlmir mystical child) 
Could display such a bloom of delight, as was given 
By tlm magic of love to this miniature Heaven ! 


Oil, magic of love! unemhollished by you, 

Has tho garden a blush or the herbage a hue ? 

Or blooms there a prospect in nature or art, 

Like tho vista that shines through the eye to tlm heart ‘t 

Alas! that a vision so happy should fade! 

That, whim morning around mu in brilliantly played, 

The rose and. the stream 1 had thought of at night 
Should still iio before me, unfailingly bright; 

While tlm friends, who had seemed to hang over the stream, 
And to gather the roses, had tied with my dream! 


But see, thnni|di tho harbour, in floating array, 

The hark that must carry these pages away 11 
Impatiently flutters her wing to tlm wind, 

Aud will soon leave tlm bowers of Ariel behind! 

What billows, what gales is she fated to prove, 

Ere she sleep in tlm lea of tho land that!. love! 

Yet pleasant the swell of tlioso billows would he. 

And the sound of those gales would he music to me! 

i Mountains of Sicily, upon wllk Puphme, the first Inventor of bucolic petty, was nurscil by 
“ h ‘ Kip, wady to Bail for KmftaL 
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Not the tranquillest air that the winds ever blew, 
Not the silvery lapse of the summer-eve dew, 

Were as sweet as the breeze, or as bright as the foam 
Of the wave that would carry your wanderer home 1 


LOVE AND REASON. 

Qunnd I’homme commence u raisonner, il ecsso do sentir,’—/, J, Bornean, 

’Twas in the summei«time so sweet, 1 

When hearts and flowers are both in season, 

That—who,*if all the world, should meet, 

One early dawn, but Love and Reason ‘ 

Love told his dream of yesternight, 

While Reason talked about thfl weather; 

The morn, in sooth, was fair and bright, 

And on they took their way together, 

The boy in many a gambol flew, 

While Reason like a Juno stalked, 

And froift her portly figure ^brew 
A longtlicnod shadow as alio walked, 

No wonder Love, as on they passed, 

Should find the sunny morning chill, 

For still the shadow Reason east 
Fell on the boy, and cooled him still, 

In vain lie tried lus wings to warm, 

Or (hid a pathway not so dim, 

For still the maid’s gigantic form 
Would pass between the sun and him! 

‘ This must not be,' said little Love -- 
‘ The sun was made for more than you.’ 

So, turning through a myrtle grove, 

He bid the portly nymph adieu! 

Now gaily roves the laughing boy 
O'or many a mead, by many a stream’ 

In every breeze inhaling joy,' f 
Ami drinking bliss in every beam. 

From all the gardens, all the bowers, 

He culled the many sweets they shaded, 

And ate the fruits ami smelt the flowers, 

Till taste was gone andodour faded! 

But now the sun, in pomp of noon. 

Looked blazing o’er the parched plains ; 

Alas! the boy grew languid soon, 

' pd fever thrilled through all his veins A 
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The dew forsook his baby brow, 

No more with vivid bloom lie smiled— 

Oh ! where was tranquil Reason now, 

To cast her shadow o’er the child ? 

Beneath a green and aged palm, 

His foot at length for shelter turning, 

Ho saw the nymph reclining calm, 

With brow as cool as his was burning J 

s Oil! take me to that bosom cold,’ 

In murmurs at her feet ho said; 

And Reason oped her garment’s fold, 

And flung it round ids fevered head. 

Ho felt her bosom’s icy touch, 

And soon it lulled his pulse to rest; 

For, all! the chill was quite too much, 

And Love expired on Reason’s breast! 


TO FANNY. 

Nay, do not weep, my Fanny dear I 
While in these.arms you lie; 

The world hath not a wish, a fear, 

That ought to claim one precious tear 
From that beloved eye! 

The world!—ah, Fanuy ! Love must slum 
The path where many rove; 

One liosom to recline upon, 

One heart, to bo his only one, 

Are quite enough for Love ! 

What can we wish, that is not here 
Between your arms and mine ? 

Is there on earth a space so dear, 

As that within the blessed sphere 
Two loving arms entwine? 

For me; there’s not a lock of jet 
Along your temples curled,’ 

Within whose glossy, tangling net, 

My soul doth not, at once, forgot 
All, all the worthless world ! 

’Tis in your eyes, my sweetest love I 
My only worlds I see; 

Let, but their orbs iu sunshine move, 

And earth below, and skies above 
May frown or smile for me! 


10 
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• ASP AS I A. - 

'Twas in the fair Aspasia s bower, 

That Love and Learning many an houi’ 

In dalliance met, and Learning smiled 
With rapture on the playful child, 

Who wanton stole to find his nest 
Within a fold of Learning’s vest! 

There, as the listening statesman hung 
In transport on Abasia's tongue, 

Tho destinies of Athens took 
Their colour from Aspasia’s look. 

Oil, happy time! when laws of state, 
When all that ruled the country’s fate, 

In glory, quiet, or alarms, 

Was planned between two snowy arms I 

Sweet times! you could not always last— 
And yet, oh ! yet, you arc not past; 
Though we have lost the sacred mould 
I n which their men were cast of old, 
WomtTii, dear woman, still the same, 
While lips are balm and looks arc ilame., 
While mau possesses heart or eyes, 
Woman’s bright empire never dies! 

Fanny, my love, they ne’er shall say 
That beauty’s eliarm hath passed away; 
No—give tho universe a soul 
Attuned to woman's soft control, 

And Fanny hath the charm, the skill, 

To wield a universe at will 1 


THE GRECIAN GIRL’S DREAM OF THE BLESSED ISLAND. 

TO HER I.OVER. 

...... re Ka\Oi 

IMayo/iris, aovoi re xopur ffTpptfar fuiuTos. 

ArroMcui/ irepi ll/mnm,—Un^iu,Metric, a Jonn.Opmp.colkcta 

Was it the moon, or was it morning’s ray, 

That called thee, dearest, from these arms away f 
I lingered still, in all the murmuring rest, 

The languor of a soul too richly blest! 

Upon my breath thy sigh yet faintly hung; 

Thy name yet died in whispers o'er my tongue; 

i I t was imagined by some of tho ancients that ingly, we find Unit the word flwawis was some- 
there is an ethereal ocean above us, and that tho times synonymous with aijp, and that deatii was 
min mid moon are two floating luminous islands, not nnmxiuontlv railed UKeavnw ttopos, or ‘ the 
In which the solrlta of the blessed reside. Accord- passage of the ocean. 
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I heard thy lyre, which thou har^t left behind. 

In amorous eon verso with the breathing wind; 

Quick to my heart I pressed the shell divine, 

And with a lip yet glowing warm from thine, 
i Kissed its every chord, while every kiss 
blied o’er the chord some dewy print of bliss, 

I lien soft to tlieo I touched the fervid lyre, 

Which told such melodies, such notes of lire, 

As none but chords that drank the burning dewf 
Of kisses dear as ours could e’er diffuse! 

Oh love! how blissful i^the bland repose 
Unit soothing follows upon rapture's close, 

Like a soft twilight, o’er the mind to shod 
Mild melting traces of the transport iled! 

While thus I lay, in this voluptuous calm, 

A drowsy laiiguor steeped my eyes in halm, 

Upon my lap the lyre in murmurs fell, 

While, faintly wandering o'er its silver shell, 

My lingers soon their own sweet requiem played, 

Ami slept in music which themselves had made! 

I lien, then, my Theou, what a heavenly, dream! 

Rsaw two spirits Oft the lunar beam, 

Two winged boys, descending from above, 

And gliding to my bower with looks of love, 

Like tho young genii, Who repose their wings 
All day in Ainatha's luxurious springs, 1 
And rise at midnight, from the tepid,rill, 

To cool their plumes upon some moonlight hill! 

Soft p or my brow, which kindled with their sighs, 
Awhile they played; then gliding through my eyes 
(Where tile bright babies for a moment hung, 

Like those thy lip hath kissed, thy lyre hath sung), 

J o that dim mansion of my breast they stole, 

Where, wreathed in blisses, lay my captive soul. 

Swift at their touch dissolved the ties that clung * 

So sweetly round her, and aloft she sprung! 

Exulting guides, the little genii llew 
Through paths of light, refreshed with starry dow, 

And fanned by airs of that ambrosial breath, 

On which the free soul banquets after death! 

0 

Thou know’st, my love, beyond our clouded skies, 

As bards have dreamed, the spirits’ kingdom lies, 
Through that fair clime a sea of ether rolls, 

Gemmed with bright islands, where the hallowed souls, 
Whom life hath wearied in its race of hours, 

Repose for ever in unfading bowers! 


1 Eunapius, in his Ifft ofJmnhlphm, tells ns of 
two beautiful little spirits or loves, which Jam- 
blichiw raised by enchantment from tho warm 
springsntGailara; ‘dicer nstantibiw (says tho 


author of tlio Dii Fatidki, p, WO) illos obso loot 
Gouios f which words, however, are notin iiuna* 

pitlH. 

I find front Cullttrins, that 'Amatlia, In the 
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That very orb, whose solitary light 
So often guides thee to my arms at night, 

Is no chill planet, hut an islo of love, 

Floating in splendour through those seas above 1 
Thither, I thought, we winged our airy way, 
Mild o’er its valleys streamed a silvery day, 
While all around, on lily beds of rest, 
lleelined the spirits of the immortal Blest l 1 
Oh! there I mot those few congenial maids, 
Whom love hath warmed, in philosophic shades, 
There still Leontium, 2 on her sage’s breast, 
Found lore and love, wSs tutored and caressed 
And there the twine of Pythias 3 gentle arms 
Repaid the zd&l which deified her charms! 

The Attic Master, 4 in Aspasia’s eyes, 

Forgot the toil t»f less endearing ties; 

While fair Ilieano, 5 innocently fair, 

Played with the ringlets of her Samiau’s hair, 6 
Who, fixed by love, at length was all her own, 
And passed his spirit through her lips alone! 

Oh Samian sage! whate’er thy glowing thought 
Of mystic Numbers hath divinely wrought, 

The One that’s formed of Two who dearly love. 
Is the best number Heaven can boast above! 


neighbourhood of Gadara, was also celebrated 
for its warm springs, and I have preferred it aa 
a more poetical name than Gadarn. 

1 There were various opinions among the 
ancients with respect to their lunar establish-1 
tnent; some made it an elysitim, and others a 
purgatory; while some supposed it to bo a hind 
of entrepot between heaven mid earth, where 
souls which had left their bodies, and those that 
wero on their way to join them, were deposited 
in the valleys of Hecate, and remained till further 
orders, T 015 jrefu. trcAr)W)e nepi htyeev amt 
KaroiKeir, Ha i arr’ oimi! so™ iipeiv eis rqv , 
irepi-yeioi' yevmv.~Stob, lib, l Eclotj, Physic. 

8 The pupil and mistress of Epicurus, who 
called her his ‘ dear little Leontium’ (Aeompioe), 
as appears by a fragment of one oi his Letters in 
Laertius. This Leontium was a woman oi talent; 
‘she had the impudence (says Cicero] to write 
against Theophrastus f and, at the same time, 1 
Cicero gives her a name -which is neither polite 
nor trauslateablc, ‘ Mcrctrioula ttiam Leontium 
contra Theoplirastum seribere ausa est.’-Zto 
Nutur, Dear. She left a daughter, called Danac, 
who was just as rigid an Epicurean as her 
mothers something like Wieland’s Lame in 
Agatiion, i 

It would sound much better, I think, if the 
name were Leontia, as it occurs the first time in 
Laertius;, but M, Menage will not hear of this 
reading. i 

a Pytliia was a woman whom Aristotle loved, 
and to whom, after her death, he paid divine 
honours, solemnizing her memory by the same 
sacrifices which the Athenians oiVerod to the 
goddess Ceres, For this impious gallantry the 


.philosopher was of course censured, It would 
be well, however, if somo of our modern Stagy 
rites had a little of this superstition about the 
memory of their mistresses, 

I 4 Socrates, who used to console himself in the 
society ofAspasia for those‘less endearing ties’ 
which ho found at homo with Xantippc, For an 
account of this extraordinary creature, Aspasin, 
and her school of erudite luxury at Athens, see 
L'Eistoire. ie l'Academic, etc., tom, xxxi. p, 69. 
Segur rather fails on the subject of Aspasia, La 
Femmes, tom. i. p, 122. 

Tlie author of the Voyage du Monde de Des¬ 
cartes has also placed those philosophers in the 
moon, and has allotted Seigneuries to them, as 
well as to the astronomers (part z, p, M3); but 
he ought not to have forgotten their wives and 
mistresses | ‘ourai non ipsa in morte relin- 
quunt.’ 

5 There are some sensible letters extant under 
the name of this fair Pythagorean, They are 
addressc#to tier female friends upon the educa¬ 
tion of children, the treatment of servants, etc. 
One, in particular, to Nieostrata, whose husband 
had given her reasons for jealousy, contains such 
truly considerate and rational advice, that it 
ought to be translated for the edification of ali 
married ladies, See Gale's Opuscul, Myth. Phys, 
p.041. 

8 Pythagoras was remarkable for fine hair, and 
Dr. Thiers (in his Sistoire des Perruques) seems to 
take for granted it was all his own, us he has not 
mentioned him among those ancients who were 
obliged to have recourse to tlm ‘coma apposi- 
titiil .'—L'Eist. des Permquct, chap. 1, 
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But think, my Thcon, how this sfoul was thrilled, 

When near a fount, which o’er the vale distilled, 

My fancy’s eye beheld a form recline, 

■ Of lunar race, hut so resembling thine, 

That, oh !—’twas but fidelity in me, 1 

To fly, to clasp, and worship it for thee! 

No aid of words the unbodied soul requires 
To waft a wish, or embassy desires; 

But, by a throb to spirits only given, 

By a mute impulse, only felt in heaven, 

Swifter than meteor shaft through summer skies, 

From soul to soul theglanced idea flies! 

o : 

We met—like thee the youthful •vision smiled; 

But not like thee, wuen passionately wild, 

Thou wak’st the slumbering blushes of my cheek, 

By looking things thyself would blush to speak! 

No; ’twas the tender, intellectual smile, 

Flushed with the past, and yet serene the while, 

Of that delicious hour when, glowing yet, 

Thou yicld’st to nature with a fond regret, 

And thy soul, waking from its wiklerM dream. 

Lights in thine eye a mellower, chaster beam i \ 


Oh, my beloved! how divinely sweet 
Is the pure joy, when kindred spirits meet! 

The Elean god, 1 whose faithful waters flow, 

With love their only light, through caves below, 
Wafting in triumph all the flowery braids, 

And festal rings, with which Olympic maids 
Have decked his billow, as ail offering meet 
To pour at Arethusa’s crystal feet! 

Think, when he mingles with his fountain-bride, 
What perfect rapture thrills the blended tide! 
Each melts in each, till one pervading kiss 
Confound their currents in a sea of bliss 1 
’Twas thus— 

But, Theon, ’tis a weary theme, 

And thou delight’st not in my lingering dream, 
Oh! that our lips wore, at this moment, near, 
And I would kills thee into patience, dear ! 

And make thee smile at all the magic tales 
Of star-light bowers and planetary vales, 

Which my fond soul, inspired by thee and love, 
In slumber’s loom hath exquisitely wove. 

But no; no more—soon as to-morrow’s ray 
O’er soft Ilissus shall dissolve away, 
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I’ll fly, my Tliqpn, to thy burning breast, 

And there in murmurs tell time nil the rest : 

Then, if too weak, too cold the vision seems, 

Thy lip shall teach me something more than dreams! 


THE STEERSMAN’S SONG. 

Written aboard the boston frigate, 211th apkii,. 1 

When freshly blow* the northern gale, 

And under courses snug we ily; 

When lighter breezes swell the sail, 

And royals proudly sweep the sky, 

'Longside tlfe wheel, unwearied still 
I stand, and as my watchful eye 
Doth mark the needle's faithful thrill, 

1 think of her 1 love, and ery, 

Port, my boy! port. 

When calms delay, or breezes blow 
Eight from the point we wish to steer; 

When by the wind closo-fiauled we go, 

And strive in vain the port to near ; 

I think ’tis thus the Fates defer 
My bliss with oneUat’s far away; 

And while remembrance springs to her, 

1 watch the sails, and sighing say, 

Thus, my boy! thus, 

But see the wind draws kindly aft, 

All hands are up the yards to square, 

And now the floating stu’n-sails waft 
Our stately ship through waves and air. 

Oil! then I think that yet for me 
( Some breeze of Fortune thus may spring, 

Some breeze to waft me, love, to thee! 

And in that hope 1 smiling sing, 

* Steady, boy! so, 


TO CLOE. * 


IMITATED FROM MARTIAL, 


I could resign that eye of blue, 

Howe’er it burn, howe'er it thrill me; 
And though your lip be rich with dew, 
To lose it, Cloe, scarce would kill me. 


1 1 left Bermuda; in the Boston, about the 
middle of April, in company with Hit! Cambrian 
and liemdev, aboard the latter of which whs the 
Admiral, Sir Andrew Mitchell, who divides his 


year between Halif« and Bavmnda, and is the 
very bouI of society and good-fellowship to both, 
We separated in a few days, and the Boston alter 
a short ernise proceeded to Now York. 
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That snowy neck I ne’er should miss, 

However warm I’ve twined about it! 

And though your bosom beat with bliss, 

I think my soul could live without it. 

In short, I've learned so well to fast, 

That, sooth my love, I know not whether 
1 might not bring myself at last 
To—do without you altogether 1 



This morning, when the earth and sky 
Were burning with the blush of spring, 

I saw thee,not, thou humble fly ! 

Nor thought upon thy gleaming wing. 

But now the skies have lost their hue, 

And sunny lights no longer play, 

I see thee, and I bless thee too 
For sparkling,o’er the dreary way. 

Oh 1 let me hope that thus for me, 

When life and love shall lose their bloom, 
Some milder joys may come, like time, 

To light, if not to warm the gloom ! 



There was a vase of odour lay 
For many an hour on Beauty’s shrine, 

So sweet that love went every day 
To bancpiot on its breath divine, 

And not an eye had ever seen 
The fragrant charm the vase concealed; 

Oh Love! how happy’twould have been, 

If tlmu liadst ne’er that charm revealed! 

But Love, like every other hoy. 

Would know the spell that lurks within j 

He wished to break the crystal toy, 

But Beauty murmured ‘"’twus a sin!’ ! 

.. .: , ■ 'o' . ' ■ , ■ , 1 ■ ' ' _ • 

5 The lively mid unvarying illumination with snr lea orangers villain#, (pills mcltalont tout: 
which these lire-flloa light up the woods at night mi feu, nous readmit lu vue do lours beaux fruits! 
gives quite an idea of ciiehantipent. ‘Puis oos dorrfn quo la null, avail rnvio/ etc. cite,-Wei! 
mouelies so ddvelnppant do i'ubsourltd do era fHiitobn'det Atriilltt, art. 2, chap. 4, liv. 1. 
arbres et s’npprochant do nous, nous les voyions 
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Upon Am name thy murmuring tongue 
.Perhaps fftth all as sweetly dwelt; 

For him that snowy lid hath hung 
In ecstasy, as purely felt! 

For him-yet why the past recall 
To wither blooms of present bliss ? 

Thon'rt now my own, 1 clasp thee all, 

And Heaven can grant no more than this S 

Forgive me, dearest, oh! forgive ; 

I would ho first, bc^sole to thee; f 

Thou shonklst but have begun to live 
The hour Jliat gave thy heart to me, 

Thy hook of life till then effaced, 

Love shouhf have kept that leaf alone, 

On which he lirst so dearly traced 
that thou wort, soul and all, my own! 

EPISTLE VL 

TO LORD VISOOUNl’ FORBES, 

IT.OM TUB OI'IT OP WASHINGTON. 

KAI Mil ©AYMA2HIS MHT' HI MAKl’OTEl’AN l'EITA4>A TUN EfllSTOAIIN MHA' Isi 
Tl HEPIEPVOTEI’ON II IIPESBYTIKOTEPON EIPHKAMEN EAYTH,' 

If Imm tbm W mm Wt, t,„ 

Of human frailty in tlmir shadowy race, 

Nor o or their pathway written, as they ran, 

One dark memorial of the crimes of man; 

If every age, in now unconscious prime, 

Rose, like a phumix, from tlm fires of time, 

To wing its, way ungraded and alone, 

The future smiling and the past unknown 1 
Then ardent man would to himself he new, 

Earth at his foot and heaven within his view; 

110V ‘ Cti the sanguiim scheme 
Ut tuil perfection prompt his daring dream, 

Ere cold exjjorienoe, with her veteran loro, 

Could toll him, tools had dreame# as miieli before t 
But tracing, as we do, through ago and clime, 

1 ho plans of virtue ’midst the deeds of crime, 

Ilia thinking follies and the reasoning rage 
Of man, a,t once the idiot and tlm sage, 

When still wo see, through gvery varying frame 
Ui a ™ an d polity, his course the same, ‘ 

And know that ancient tools hut died to make 
A space on earth for modern fools to fyke; 

Tis strange, how quickly we tlm past forget; 

Wisdom a self should not he tutored yet. 
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Nor tire of watching for the monstrous birth 
Of pure perfection ’midst the soils of earth! 

Oh! nothing but that soul which Ood has given, 

Could lead us thus to look on earth for lieaveu; 

O’er dross without to shed the flame within, 

' Aral dream of virtue while we gaze on sin! 

Even here, beside the proud Potowmau’s stream, 

Might sages still pursue the flattering theme 
Of days to come, when man shall conquer .Fate, 

Rise o’er the level of his mortal state, 

Belie the monuments of frailty past, 

And stamp perfection on this world at last! 

* Here,’ might they say, 'shall Power’s divided reign 
Evince that patriots have not bled in vain, 

Here godlike Liberty’s herculean youth, » 

Cradled iu peace, and nurtured lip by truth 
To full maturity of nerve and mind, 

Shall crush the giants that bestride mankind!' 

Here shall Religion’s pure and balmy draught, 

In form no more from cups of state be quailed, 

But flow for all, through nation, rank, and sect, 

Free as that heaven its tranquil waves reflect. 

Around the columiis of the public shrine 
Shall growing arts their gradual wreath entwine, 

Nor breathe corruption from their flowering braid, 

Nor mine that fabric which they bloom to shade. 

No longer here shall Justice bound her view, 

Or wrong the many, while she rights the few; 

But take her range through all tlm social frame, 

Pure and pervading as that vital flame, 

Which warms at once our best and meanest part. 

And thrills a hair while it expands a heart!’ 

Oh, golden dream! what soul that loves to scan 
The brightness rather than the shades of man, 

That owns the good, while smarting with the ill, 

And loves the world with all its frailty still— 

What ardent bosom does not spring to meet 
The generous hope with all that heavenly heat, 

Which makes the soul unwilling to resign 
The thoughts of growing, even on earth, divine! 

Yes, dearest Forbes, I see thee glow to think 
Thu chain of ages yet may boast a link 
Of purer texture than the world has known, 

And lit to hind us to a Godhead’s throne 1 

But, is it thus ? doth even the glorious dream 
Borrow from truth that dim uncertain gleam, 

1 Thus Morse: ‘Hero the sciences awl the arts oil the improvements of former acres, is to 1; 
of civilised life aro to receive ttjeii' lushest im- exerted in humanising mankind, in expandlni 
provoments; here civil and roll cions liberty are and euriehititr their minds with religions am 
to flourish, unchecked hy tlio cruel hand of civil philosophical knowledge,' cte. etc.—I 1 ,569, 
or ecolcshwHnal tyranny j here genius, aided uy • 
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Which bids u% give such dear delusion scope, 

As kills not reason, while it nurses hope ? 

No, no, believe me, *tis not so—even now, 

While yet upon Columbia’s rising brow 
The showy smile of young presumptiou plays, 

Her bloom is poisoned, and her heart decays ! 
Even now, in dawn of life, her sickly breath 
Burns with the taint of empires near their death, 
And, like the nymphs of her own withering clime, 
She’s old in youth, she’s blasted in her prime l 1 

Already has the child Si Gallia’s school, 

The foul Philosophy that sins by rule, 

With all her fain of reasoning, damning arts, 
Begot by brilliant heads or worthless hearts, • 
Like things that quicken after N ibis’ flood, 

The veuomed birth of sunshine and of mud! 
Already has she poured her poison here 
O’er every charm that makes existence dear, 
Already blighted, with her blackening trace, 

The opening bloom of every social grace, 

And all those courtesies that love to shoot 
Round Virtue’s stem, the flqjverets of her fruit l 


Oh! were these errors but the wanton tide 
Of young luxuriance or unoliastened pride; 
The fervid follies and the faults of such 
As wrongly feel, because they feel too much; 
Then might experience make the fever less, 
Nay, graft a virtue on each warm excess; 

But no; ’tis heartless, speculative ill, 

All youth’s transgression with all age’s chill, 
The apathy of wrong, the bosom’s ice, 

A slow and cold stagnation into vice! 


Long has the lovo of gold, that meanest rage 
And latest folly of man's rinlring age, 

Which, rarely venturing in the van of life, 
While nobler passions wage their heated strife^ 
Comes skulking last, with selfishness and fear, 
Ami dies, collecting lumber in the rear! 

Long lias it palsied every grasping hand 
And greedy spirit through this Bartering land; 
Turned life to traffic, set the demon Gold 
So loose abroad, that Virtue's self is sold, 

And conscience, truth, and honesty, are made 
To rise and fall, like other wares of trade! 


i < what will bo tlw Old ago of tills government, 
If it is thus early decrepit!' Such the 
remark of Faudiet, the French minister at Phila¬ 
delphia. in that famous despatch to his govern- 
meat which was intercepted by one ot our 
cruisers in the year 1704. Tills curious memorial 
may lie found ip Pprcupiup's works, vol. i, p. h 0, 


It remains a striking monument of republican 
intrigue on one side, ami republican profligacy 
on the others ami I would recommend the 
perusal of it to every honest politician who may 
labour under a moment's delusion with rcapoot 
to the purity of American patriotism. 




Already iu this free, this virtuous state, 

Which, Frenchmen tell us, was ordained by Fate, 
To show the world what high perfection springs 
From rabble senators and merchant kings— 

Even here already patriots learn to steal 
Their private perquisite from public weal, 

And, guardians of the country’s sacred fire, 

Liko Afrio’s priests, they let the flame for hire £ 
Those vaunted demagogues, who nobly rose 
From England's debtors to be England’s foes, 1 
Who could their monarch in their purse forget, 
And break allegiance toft to cancel debt, 2 
Have proved at length the mineral’s tempting hue 
Which makes a patriot, can umnifke him too. 3 
Oh ! Freedom, Freedom, how 1 hate thy cant! 
Not Eastern bombast, nor tlm savage rant 
Of purpled madmen, were they numbered all 
From Roman Nero down to Russian Paul, 

Could grate upon my ear so mean, so base, 

As the rank jargon of that factious race, 

Who, poor of heart and prodigal of words, 

Bom to be slaves and struggling to be lords, 

But pant for licence, while they spurn control, 

And shout for rights, with rapine in their soul S 
Who can, with patience, for a moment see 
The medley mass of pride and misery, _ 

Of whips and charters, manacles and rights, 

Of slaving blacks and democratic whites, 4 
And all the piebald polity that reigns 
In free confusion o’er Columbia’s plains ? 

To think that man, thou just and gentle God 
Should stand before time, with a tyrant’s rod 
O’er creatures like himself, with sold from the* 
Vet dare to boast of perfect liberty: 

Away, away—I'd rather hold my neck 
By doubtful tenure from a sultan’s beck, 

Iu climes where liberty has scarce been named, 
Nor any right but that of ruling claimed, 

Than thus to live, where bastard freedom waves 
Her fustian Hag in mockery over slaves; 


1 1 trust I shall not lie suspected a wish to 
justify those arbitrary steps of the English 
Government which the Colonies found it so 
necessary to resist; my only object hero is to 
expoie the selfish motives of some of the loading 
American demagogues. 

f The most persevering enemy to the interests 
of this country, amongst the politicians of the 
western world, lias been a Virginian merchant, 
who, findtngit easier to settle his conscience than 
Jiis debts, was one of the first to raise the stan¬ 
dard against Great llritnin, and lias ever since 
endeavoured to revenge upon the whole country 
the obligations which lie lies under to a few of 
merchants. 


o See Porcupine's Account of tie Peimt/km 
Insurrection in 1794, 

4 In Virginia the effects of this system beg 
to he felt rather seriously. While the mast 
raves of freedom, the slave cannot hut catch tl 
contagion, and accordingly there seldom dans 
a month without some alarm of insurreott 
amongst the negroes. The accession of Louisiat 
it is -feared, will increase this embarrassmer 
as the numerous emigrations which are expect 
to take place from the Southern States to tl 
newly-acquired territory will considerably din 
nish the white population, and thus strength 
the proportion ot'negroes toadegree which mi 
ultimately he ruinous. 
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Where (motley laws admitting no degreo 
Betwixt the vilely slaved and madly free) 

Alike the bondage and the licence suit, 

The brute made ruler and the man made brute ! 

But, oh my Forbes I while thus in flowerless song, 

1 feebly paint what yet I feel so strong— 

Tho ills, the vices of the laud, where first 
Those rebel fiends that rack the world were nurst 1 
Whera treason’s arm by royalty was nerved, 

And Frenchmen learned to crush the throne they served 
Thou, gently lulled in dreams of classic thought, 

By bards illumined and by sages taught, 

Pant’st to he Till, upon this mortal scene, 

That bard hath fancied or tint sage hath been ! 

Why should I Wake thee ? why severely chase 
The lovely forms of virtue and of grace, 

That dwell before thee, like the pictures spread 
By Spartan matrons round the genial bed, 

Moulding thy fancy, and with gradual art 
Brightening the young conceptions of thy heart! 

Forgive mo, Forbes—and should the song destroy, 

One generous hope, one throb of social joy, 

One high pulsation of the zeal for man, 

Which few can feel, andthloss that few who can! 

Oli! turn to him, beneath whose kindred eyes 
Thy talents open and thy virtues rise, 

Forgot where Nature has been dark or dim, 

And proudly study all her lights in him! 

Yes, yes, in him the erring world forgot, 

And feel that man may reach perfection yet. 


LYING. 

Che eon lo lor bugle pnjon ilivinl ,—Mmn d’Amno, 

I do confess, in many a sigh, 

My lips have breathed you many a lie, 

And who, with such delights in view, 
Would lose them for a lie o^two ! 

Nay-look not thus, with brow reproving y 
Lies are, my dear, the soul of loving 1 
If half we tell the girls were true, 

If half wo swear to think and do, 

Were aught but lying's bright illusion, 

The world would he m strange confusion! 

If ladies' eyes were, every one, 

As lovers swear, a radiant sun, * 
Astronomy should leave the skies, 

To learn her lore in ladies’ eyes 1 
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Oh no!—believe me, lovely girl, 

When Nature turns your teeth to pearl. 
Your neck to snow, your eyes to fire, 

Your yellow locks to golden wire, 

Then, only then, can Heaven decree 
That you should live for only me, 

Or I for you, as, night and morn, 

We’ve swearing kissed, and kissing sworn ! 
And now, my gentle hints to clear, 

For once, I’ll tell you truth, my dear! 
Whenever you may ghance to meet 
A loving youth, whoso love is sweet, 

1 Long as you’re false and he believes you, 
Long as you trust and he decen es you, 

So long the blissful bond endures; 

And while lie lies, his heart*is yours; 

But, oh ! •you’ve wholly lost tho youth 
The instant that he tells you truth ! 


SONG. 

• 

Tire wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 
Is fair—but oh ! how fair, 

If Pity’s hand had stolen from Love 
One leaf to mingle there! 

If every rose with gold were tied, 

Did gems for dew-drops fall, 

One faded leaf where Love had sighed 
Were sweetly worth them all! 

The wreath you wove, the wreath you wove 
Our emblem well may he ; 

Its bloom is yours, but hopeless love 
Must keep its tears for me! , 


ANACREONTIC. 

I humid tfcthee, to thee I drank, 

I nothing did but drink and fill; 

The bowl by turns was bright and blank, 
”l'was drinking, filling, drinking still! 

At length I hid an artist paint 
Thy image in this ample cup, 

That I might see the dimpled saint 

To whom I quaffed my nectar up. 

• 

Behold, how bright that purple lip \ 

Is blushing through the wave at me! 




Every rotate drop I sip 
Is just like kissing wine from thee! 


But. oh! I drink the more for this; 

For, ever when the draught I drain, 
Thy lip invites another kiss, 

And in the neotar Hows again! 

So, here’s to thee, my gontle dear! 

And may that eye for ever shine 
Beneath as soft and sweet a tear 
As bathes it in tkis howl of mine! 


TO .—~S PICTURE. 

Go, then, if she whose shade thou art 
No more will let thee soothe my pain— 

Yet tell her, it has cost this heart 
Some pangs, to give thee hack again! 

Tell her, the smile was not so dear 
With which she made thy semblance mine.. 
As hitter is the burning tear, 

With which I now the gift resign! 

Yet go—and could sflie still restore, 

As some exchange for taking thee, 

The tranquil look which first I wore, 

When her eyes found mo wild and free: 

Could she give back the careless flow, 

The spirit which my fancy knew— 

Yet, ah ! 'tis vain—go, picture, go- 
Smile at mo once, and then—adieu 1 



No form of beauty soothed thi?>e eyo, 

As through the dim expanse it wandered wide; 
No kindred spirit caught thy sigh, 

As o’er the watery waste it lingering died! 

Unfelt the pulse, unknown the power, 

That latent in his heart was sleeping; 

Oh Sympathy 1 that lonely hour 
Saw Love himself by absence weeping! 

But look what glory through the darkness beams! 
Celestial airs along the water glide: 

What spirit art thou, moving o’er the tide 
So lovely ? art thou but the child 
Of the young godhead's dreams, 

That mock his hope with fancies strange and wild ? 
Or were his tears, as quick they fell, 

Collected in so bright a form,. 

Till, kindled by the'ardent spell 
Of his desiring eyes, 

And all impregnate with his sighs. 

They spring to life in shape so fair and warm ? 

Tis she! * 

Psyche, the first-born-spirit of the air. 

To thee, oh Love! she turns, 

On thee her eyedioam burns : 

Blest hour of nuptial ecstasy!. 

They,meet— 

The blooming god—the spirit fair— 

Oil! sweet,oh heavtSiy sweet! 

Now, Sympathy, the ho-ar is thine; 

All nature feels the thrill divine, 

The veil of Chaos is withdrawn, 

And their first kiss is great Creation’s dawn! 

# * * * $ 


FRAGMENT OF A MYTHOLOGICAL HYMN TO LOVE. 

Blest infant of eternity! 

Before the day-star learned to move, 
lii pomp of fire, along his grand career, 

Glancing the beamy shafts of Mglit 
From liia rich quiver to the farthest sphere, 

Thou wort alone, oil Love! 

Nestling beneath the wings of ancient night, 

Whose horrors seemed to smile in shadowing time! 


1 Love and Psyche are here couhWitoI ns the 
native and ijaasivo principles of eroatioii, and 
the uniyorso is supposed to have received its first 
hartnoiwin? impulse from the nuptial sympathy 
between those two powers. A murringo is gene¬ 
rally the first step in cosmogony. Timam» held 
Form to he «he father* and Matter the mot her o'’ 1 


I the World; Ellon mid licrmith, I think, are Sim-. 
ohoninthn’s first spiritual lovers, mid Nauru, 
onpacand his wife in'rodiicod creation auiiui«st 
the Peruvians, In short, Harlequin aeimia to have 
studied rosinoKoiiins, when ho aald, ‘ tulto il 
mondo d fattii come la noBtra famiiflia,' 



TO HIM SERENE HIGHNESS 

THE DUKE OF MONTPENSIER, 

ON 1IIS PORTRAIT OF THE LADY ADELAIDE F-E1WJ. 

Dtmtoghm Puri, 1SQ&, 

To catch the thought, by painting’s spell, 
Howe’er remote, howe’er refined, 

And o’er the magic tablet tell 
The silent story of the mind; 

O'er Nature’s form to glance the eye, 

And fix, by mimic light and shade, 

Her morning tinges ere they lly, 

Her evening blushes ere they fade I 


F 
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These are 4he pencil’s grandest theme, 
Divinest of the powers divine 
That light the Muse’s flowery dream, 

And these, oh Prince! are richly thine! 

Yet, yet, when Friendship sees the trace, 

In emanating soul expressed, 

The sweet memorial of a face 
On which her eye delights to rest; 

While o’er the lovely look serene, 

The smile cf peac#, the bloom of youth, 

The cheek that blushes to be seen, 

The eye#bhat tells the bosom’s truth; 

While o’er each lino, so brightly true, 

Her soul rt'ith fond attention roves, 

Blessing the hand whose various line 
Could imitate the form it loves; 

She feels the value of thy art, 

And owns it with a purer zeal, 

A rapture, nearer to her heart 
Than critic taste can ever feel! 


THE PHILOSOPHER ARISTIP¬ 
PUS. 1 

TO A LAMP WHICH WAS GIVEN HIM 
BY LAIS. 

Pulcis conscia loctnli Ineornn. 

— Martial , lib, xiv, opig. BO, 

On! . love the Lamp (my mistress 
said), 

The faithful lamp that, many a night, 
Beside thy Lais’ lonely bed 

Has kept his little watch of light! 

‘Pull often has it soen her weep, 

And fix her eye upon its flame, 

Till, weary, she lias sunk to sleep, 

Repeating her beloved’s name! 

1 It was not very difficult to become a philo¬ 
sopher amongst the ancients. A moderate store 
of learning, with a considerable portion of'cmili- 
donon, mid wit onoush to produce an occasional 1 
apophthegm, were all tlio necessary qualilloutiuiis 
tor the purpose. Thoprinciplos of 1 moral science 
were bo vory imperfectly understood, that the 
founder ot a new sect, In forming his ethical 
tioae, might consult flit licrtHnoy or tompommmt, : 
and adapt it to liis own passions ami jiroponalt uiN; 
M that Maliom<it, with a liltio.ioori* idarniim 
wght lMvo flourished as a whiiosopher in 


‘lift has it known her check to burn 
With recollections, fondly free, 

And seen her turn, impassioned turn, 
To kiss the pillow, love! for thee, 
And, in a murmur, wish thee there, 
That kiss to feel, that thought to 
share! 

1 Then love the Lamp!—’twill often lead 
Thy step through Learning's sacred 
way; 

And, lighted by its happy ray, 
Whene'er those darling eyes shall read 
Of tilings sublime, of Nature's birth, 

Of all tliat’s bright in heaven or earth, 
Oh! think that she, by whom ’twas 
given. 

Adores thee more than earth or heaven!’ 

'lays, mid would have required but dm polish «| 
die schools to become the rival of Aristippus In 
moral ty, In tlui science of nature, too, though 
they discovered some valunblo truths, yet they 
seemed not to know Hint they were truths, or at 
least, wore aa well salisllerl with errors; and 
Xenophanes, who asserted that tlm stars wens 
igneous clouds,lighted up every night and extin¬ 
guished again m «m morning, was thought and 
styled a philosopher, us generally as lie who 

ti,u arrtt,1 K‘” 
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Yes, dearest Lamp! by every charm 
On which thy midnight beam has 
hung j 1 

The neck reclined, the graceful arm 
Across the brow of ivory flung; 

The heaving bosom, partly hid, 

The severed lips’ delicious sighs, 

The fringe, that from the snowy lid 
Along tho check of roses lies; 

By these, by all that bloom untold, ,' 
And long as all shall charm my heart, 
I’ll love my little Lamp of gold, 

My Lamp and I shall never part! 

And often, as she smiling, said, 

In fancy’s hour, thy gentle rays 
Shall guide my visionary tread 
Through poesy’s enchanting maze! 

Thy flame shall light the page refined, 
Where still we catch the Chian’s 
breath, 

Where still tho hard, though cold in 
death, 

Has left his burning soul behind! a 
Or, o’er thy humbler legend shine, 

Oh man of Ascm’s dreary glades | a 
To whom the nightly-warbling Niue 
A wand of inspiration gave, 

Mucked from tho greenest tree that) 
shades 

Tho crystal of Oastalia’s wave. 

Then, turning to a purer loro, 

We’ll onlbthe sages' heavenly store, 
From Science steal her golden clue, 

And every mystic path pursue, 

Where Nature, far from vulgar eyes, 
Through labyrinths of, wonder flies 1 

’Tis thus my heart shall learn to know 
The passing world’s precarious flight, 
Where all that meets the moruyig glow 
Is changed before the full of night! 

I’ll tell thee, as I trim thy fire, 

‘ (Swift, swift the tide of being runs; 

1 The ancients lmd their lncoma> eubicularito, 
or bod-ohamber lamps, which, ns the Kmpcftir 
Galloons wild, ‘ nil crus mouilnerc; ’ awl with tho 
sumo commendation of secrecy, -Praxatflira ml- 
dresses her lump, in Aristophanes, HkkA*)?, We 
may,ind|}ii hmv Immiful they were in the use and 
uniiiellislnueut »1' liicir lumps, from tin; I'aiuous 
symbolic l.uciirna which we timlin the Itumrnm 
Mu>rim Mick, thifi.Ctium, d.]Z7. 


And Time, who bids thy flame expire, 
Will also quench yon heaven of 
suns!’ 

Oh then, if earth’s united power 
Can never chain one feathery hour; 

If every print we leave to-day 
To-morrow’s wave shall steal away; 
Who pauses fo inquire of Heaven 
Why were tho fleeting treasures given, 
The sunny days, the shady nights, 

And all their brief but dear delights, 
Which Heaven has made for man to 
use," 

And man should think it guilt to lose '! 
Who that has culled a weeping rose 
Will ask it why it breathes and glows, 
Unmindful of the blushing ray, 

In which it shines its soul away; 
Unmindful of the scented sigh 
On which it dies and loves to die ? 

Pleasure! thou only good on earth ! 3 

One little hour resigned to thee— 

Oh! by my Lais' lip, 'tis worth 
Tho sage’s immortality 1 

Then far ho all the wisdom hence, 

And all the lore, whose tame control 
Would wither joy with chill delays! 
Alas! the fertile fount of sense, 

At which the young, tho panting soul 
Drinks life and love, too soon decays! 

Sweet Lamp! thou wort not formed to 
shed 

Thy splendour on a lifeless page— 
WImte’or my blushing Lais said 
Of thoughtful lore and studies sage, 
’Twas mockery all-her glauce'of joy 
Told me thy dearest; best employ! L 

And, soon as night shall close the eye 
Of Heaven's young wanderer in the 
west; 

When seers are gazing on tho sky, 

To find their future orbs of rest; 

1 Moil, who tolls us in melancholy terms of 
his father's iliirht to the wretched village of 
AsilVft, Epy. m'llpep, V. U51, 

3 Aristippus considered motion ns the principle 
of happiness, in which idea ho diffisred from tlio 
Mpleimsuio, who looked to a slfito of repose as the 
only trim voluptuousness, and avoided oven tho 
too lively agitations of pleasure, ns n violent and 
UMffltcolnl derangement of the senses, 
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Then shall l take my trembling way, 
Unseen, but to those worlds above, 
And, led by thy mysterious ray, 

Glide to the pillow of my love. 

Calm be her sleep, the gentle dear! 
Nor let her dream of bliss so near, 

Till o’er her cheek she thrilling feel 
My sighs of fire in murmur steal, 

And I shall lift the locks that ilow 
Unbraided o’er her lids of snow, 

And softly kiss those seated eyes, 

And wake her into sweet surprise ! 

Or if she dream, oh ! let her cfream 
Of those delights we both have 
known, 

And felt so truly, that they seem 
Formed to be felt by us alone! 

And I shall mark her kindling cheek, 
Shall see her bosom warmly move, 
And hear her faintly, lowly speak 
The murmured sounds so dear to 
love 1 * 

Oh! I shall gaze till even the sigh 
That wafts her very soul be nigh, 

And, when the nymph is all but blest, 
Sink in her arms and share the rest! 
Sweet Lais! what an age of bliss 
In that one moment waits for me! 
Oh sages!—think on joy like this, 

And where’s your boast of apathy '! 


TO MRS. BL-H-D. 

WRITTEN IN IIER ALBUM. 

Touto Se n ecn to mw trAai'tj, ci/iij. 

—Ccbetii Tiilmhi . 

They say that Love had once a book 
(The urchin likes to copy you). 
Where all who came the poncil took, 
And wrote, like us, a line or two, 

Twas Innocence, the maid divine, 
Who kept this volume bright and 
fair, 

And saw that no unhallowed line, 

Or thought profane, should enter 
there. 

And sweetly did the pages fill 
With fond doyipe and loving lore, 


And every leaf she turned was still 
More bright than that she turned 
before! 

Beneath the touch of Hope, how soft, 
How light the magic pencil ran! 

Till Fear would come, alas 1 as oft, 
And trembling dose what Hopo 
began. 

A tear or two had dropped from Griof, 

r And Jealousy would, now ttful then, 

Ruffle in haste some snowy leaf, 

Which Love had still to smooth 
again! 

But, oh! there was a blooming boy, 
Who oftjui turned the pages o’er, 

And wrote therein such words of joy, 
As all who read still sighed for 
more ! 

i And Pleasure was this spirit’s name, 
And though so soft his voice and 
look, 

Yet Innocence, whene’er ho eamo, 
Would tremble for her spotless book! 

For still she saw his playful lingers 
Filled with sweets and wanton toys; 

And w'dl she know the stain that 
lingers 

1 After sweets from wanton hoys! 

And so it chanced, one luckless night 
He let his honey goblet fall 

O’er the dear book so pure, so white, 
And sullied lines, and marge and all! 

In vain he sought, with eager lip, 

The honey from the leaf to drink; 

For still the more the hoy would sip, 
The deeper still the blot would sink! 

Oh! it would make you weep, to see 
The traces of this honey flood 

Steal o’er a page, where Modesty 
Had freshly drawn a rose’s bud! 

And Fancy’s emblems lost their glow, 
And Hope’s sweet lines were all do 
, faced, 

And Love himself could scarcely know 
What Love himself had lately traced! 

At length the urchin Pleasure fled, 

(For how, alasl could Pleasure 
stay ?) 
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And Love, while many a tear he And a% they say, she scans it o’er, 
shed, _ And oft, by this memorial aided, 

In blushes flung the book away 1 Brings back the pages now no more,- 

Thu index now alone remains, °* ^“ es ^ ^ 

Of all the pages spoiled by Plea- ’■™ (4 ■ 
sure; I know not if this tale he true, 

And though it bears some honey stains, But thus the simple facts are state! 
Yufc Memory counts the leaf a And I refer their truth to you, 
treasure! Since Love and you are near relate! 


EPISTLE TIL 

TO THOMAS HUME, ESQ, M,D. 

4 " MUM THE CITY Of WASHINGTON, 

AIIiriEOMAI AIIirilMATA HSUS AniSTA, KOINONA UN HEIIONOA OYK EXON. 

Xvmphout, Mphev, Jiplimkt lib, 

’Tis evening now; the heats and cares of day 
In twilight dews are calmly wept awijy. 

The lover now, beneath the western star, 

Sighs through the medium of his sweet segar, 

And 1111s tlio ears of some consenting she 
With pull’s and vows, With smoke and constancy 1 
The weary statesman for repose hath lied 
From halls of council to his negro’s shed, 

Where blest he woos some black Aspasia’s grace, 

And dreams of freedom in his slave’s embrace l 1 

In fancy now beneath the twilight gloom, 

Como, let me load thee o’er this modern Rome I s 
Whore tribunes rule, where dusky Davi bow, 

And what was Goose Greek once is Tiber now ! ;i — 

This famed metropolis, where Fancy sees 
Squares in morasses, obelisks in trees; 

Which travelling fools and gazetteers adorn 
With shrines unbuilt and heroes yet unborn, 

Though nought hut wood 4 and —-they see, 

Where streets should run, and sages ouijht to be! 


And look,‘how soft in yonder radiant wave, 
The dying sun prepares his golden grave 


1 The 1 black Aspasia ’ of (bo present.-of 

the Unitotl States, ‘Inter Avernales baud ignotis- 
simn nymphos,’ lias given rise to much pleasantry 
among tlio anti-democrat wlta in America. 

“On the original location oftho ground now 
allotted for the Beat of the Federal City (savo 
Mr. Weld), tlio identical snot on which the 
Capitol now stands was culled Romo, Tills 
•uicakitc in related by many as a certain prognos¬ 
tic of the future magnificence of this eitv. which 


is to bo, as it wore, a second Eome,’-JN< 
Luttor iv, ■ 

3 A little stream runs through the city, wide 


" -jj UU'JU nwnwii ammo 

with Intolerable affectation, they have styled tl 
Tiber, It was originally called Goose Crook. 


4 ‘To be under the necessity of going throui 
a deep wood for ono or two miles, perhaps, 
order to see a next-door neighbour and in t 
same oily, is a curious, and I believe, a noycl c 
immstnne 1 '.'—IWd. Letter iv. 
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Oh great Potownrc! oh you banks of shade! 

You mighty scenes, in Nature’s morning made, 

While still, in rich magnificence of prime, 

She poured her wonders, lavishly sublime, 

Nor yet had learned to stoop, with humbler care, 

From grand to soft, from wonderful to fair! 

Say, where your towering hills, your boundless floods 
Your rich savannas and majestic woods, 

Where bards should meditate and heroes rove, 

And woman charm and man deserve her love i 

Oh! was a world so bright but born to grace 
Its own half-organized, half-minded race 1 
Of weak barbarians swarming o’er its breast, 

Like vermin gendered on the lion’s crest ? 

Were none but brutes to call that soil their home, 

Where uone but demi-gods should dare to roam ? 

Or, worse, thou mighty world! oh ! doubly worse, 

Did Heaven design thy lordly land to nurse 
The motley dregs of every distant clime, 

Each blast of anarchy and taint of crime 
Which Europe shakes from her perturbed sphere, 

In full malignity to rankle here % 

But hush!—observe that little mount of pines, 

Where the breeze murmurs and the fire-fly shines, 

There let thy fancy raise, in-bold relief, 

The sculptured image of that veteran chief, 2 
Who lost the rebel's in the hero’s name, 

And stepped o’er prostrate loyalty to fame; 

Beneath whose sword Columbia’s patriot train 
Cast off their monarch, that their mob might reign: 

How shall we rank thee upon Glory’s page ? 

Thou more than soldier and just less than sage! 

Too formed for peace to act a conqueror's part, 

Too trained in camps to learn a statesman’s art, 

Nature designed thee for a hero’s mould, 

But, ere she cast thee, let the stuff grow cold ! 

While warmer souls commaucl, nay, make their fate, 

Thy fate made thee and forced thee to bo great 
Yet .Fortune, who so oft, so blindly sheds 
Her brightest halo round the weakest heads, 

Found thee undazzled, tranquil as before, 

Frond to be useful, scorning to he more; 

1 The picture which Eulfon and De Pamv have in the western world, F« de Pauw attributes the 
drawn or the American Indian, though very imperfections of animal life in America to the 
humiliating, is, as far as I can judge, much more ravages of a very recent deluge, from whoso effects 
correct than the flattering representations which upon its soil and atmosphere it lias not yet suf- 
Mr. Jefferson lias given us. See the X:,lea on fieicntly recovered,—See hie Xechcrches mr lea 
Virginia, where this gentleman endeavours to liMfricaiw; part Mom. i,p, 102. 
disprove in general the opinion maintained so 1 On a small hill near tlmCapitol, there is to hf 

strongly by snmo philosophers, that nature (as an equestrian statue of General Washington, 

Mr. Jefferson cxpvessesit) belittlea her productions 
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Less prompt at glory’s than at duty’s claim,— 
Renown the meed, but self-applause the aim; 

All thou hast been reflects less fame on thee, 

Far less, than all thou hast forborne to be! 

Now turn thine eye where faint the moonlight falls 
On yonder dome—and in those princely halls, 

If thou canst hate, as, oh! that soul must hate, 
Which loves the virtuous and reveres the great, 

If thou canst loathe and execrate with me 
That Gallic garbage of philosophy, 

That nauseous slaver of these frantic times, 

With which false liberty dilutes her crimes ! 

If thou hast got, within thy free-born breast, 

One pulse that beats more proudly than the rest 
With honest scorn for that inglorious soul 
Which creeps and winds beneath a mob’s control, 
Which courts the rabble’s smile, the rabble's nod, 

And makes, like Egypt, every beast its god ! 

There, m those walls—but, burning tongue, forbear! 
Bank must be reverenced, even the rank that’s there ; 
So here I pause—and now, my Hume! we part; 

But oh ! full oft in magic dreams of heart, 

Thus let ns meet, and mingle converse'dear 
By Thames at home, or by Potowmac here ! 

O’er lake and marsh, through fevers and through fogs, 
’Midst bears and yaukeca, democrats and frogs, 

Thy foot shall follow me, thy heart and eyes 
With mo shall wonder, and with me despise l 1 
While I, as oft, in witching thought shall rove 
To thee, to friendship, and that land 1 love, 

Where, like the air that fans her fields of green, 

Her freedom spreads, unfevered and serene; 

Where sovereign man can condescend to ace 
The throne and laws more sovereign still than he! 


THE SNAKE. 

1801 . 


My love and I. the other day, 
Within a myrtle arbour lay, 
Wheignear us, from a rosy bed, 
A little snake put forth its head. 


5 In the ferment which the French Devolution 
excited anions the democrats of America, and the 
licentious sympathy with which they shared in 
tlie wildest excesses of Jacobinism, we may find 
one source of that vulgarity of vice, that hostility 
to alt tbo graces of life, which distinguishes the 
present demagogues of the United States, ami has 
become, indeed, too generally the characteristic 
of their countrymen. Bat thcrcFls another causa 
of the corruption of private morals, which, en- 
,.n„«-„n,i no it hv Din Government, and identi¬ 


fied with the interests of the community, seems to 
threaten the decay of all honest principle in 
America. I allude to those fraudulent violiltionc 
of neutrality to which they are indebted for thp 
most lucrative part of their commerce, and by 
which they have so long infringed and counter¬ 
acted the maritime rights and advantages of this 
country. This unwarrantable trade is necessarily 
abetted by such a system of collusion, imposture, 
and perjury, as caiinot fail to spread vapid con 
tamifW' around it. 
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‘See,’ sail the maid, with laughing eyes— 
‘Yonder the ratal emblem lies! 

Who could expect such hidden harm 
Beneath the rose’s velvet charm 

Never did moral thought occur 
In more unlucky hour than this; 

For oh! I just was leading her 
To talk of love and think of hliss, 

I rose to kill the snake, hut she 
In pity prayed it illicit not he. 

‘No,’ said the, girl—and many a spark 
Flashed from her eyelid, as sho said it— 

‘ Under the rose, or in the dark, 

Olio might perhaps have cause to dread it j 
But when its wicked eyes appear,» 

And when wo know for what they wink so, 
One must he very simple, dear, 

To let it sting one—don't-you think so?’ 



WRITTEN ON LEAVINO PHILADELPHIA. 

rnvfifl rtjv iraAtr i/hAios 

, Emm' crajfm yap.—8»phud, llhlip, Colon. V. 7SH. 

Alone by the Schuylkill a wanderer roved, 

And bright worn its flowery banks to his eye; 

But far, very far wore the friends that he loved. 

And ho gazed ou its flowery banks with a sigh 

Oh Nature 1 though blessed and bright are thy rays, 

O’er the brow of creation onoliuntiiigly thrown, 

Yot faint arc they all to the lustre that plays 
In a smile from tlio heart that is dearly our own! 

Nor long did the soul of the stranger remain 
Uiiblost by the smile he lmd languished to meet; 

Though scarce did lie hope it would soothe him again, 

Till the threshold of home had been kissed by his feet! 

But the lays of his boyhood had stolen to their oar, 

Aiid they loved what they knew of so bumble a name; 

And they told him. with flattery welcome and dear, 

That they found in his liearUomethiug sweeter than fame! 

Nor did woman—oh woman ! whose form and whose soul 
Are the spell and the light of each path* we pursue; 

Whether sunned in the tropics or chilled at the pole, 

If woman be there, there is happiness too !■ - 
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Nor did she her enamouring ma®ie deny, 

That magic his heart had relinquished so long 
-like eyes ho had loved was hr eloquent eye, 

Like them did it soften and weep at his song. 

Oh! blest be the tear, and in memory oft 
May its sparkle bo shed o’er his wandering dream t 
Oh ! blest be that eye, and may passion as soft, 

As free from a pang, ever mellow its beam! 

The stranger is gone—jjut lie will not forget, 

When at home lie shall talk of the toil he has known, 
To tell with a sigh what endearments he met, 

As he strayed by the wave of the Schuylkill alone 1 


THE FALL OF HEBE. 

A DITKYfiAMBIO ODE, 1 

’Twas on a day 

When the immortals at their banquet lay, 

The bowl 

Sparkled with starry dew, 

The weeping o^tbose myriad urns of light, 

Within whose orbs, the almighty Power, 

At Nature’s dawning liour, 

Stored the rich fluid of ethereal soul ! a 
Around, 

Soft odorous clouds, that upward wing their (light 
From eastern isles 

(Where they have bathed them in tlio orient ray. 

And with line fragrance all their bosoms lilledi, 

In circles Hew, and, melting as they Hew, 

A. liquid daybreak o’er the board distilled! 

All, all was luxury ! 

All must be luxury, where Lyonia smiles! 

His looks divine 
Wore crowned 
With a bright meteor-braid, 

Which, like an ever-springing wreath of vine, 

Shot into brilliant leafy shapes, 

1 Though I mill this » Uithyrambic Ode, I formed the soul of the world, he prooeedod to tlio 
eiumot presume to ray that it possesses in any composition of other souls; in which process, 
degree the characteristics ot thatspeelcs of poetry, says Pinto, lie made use of the snmc cup, though 
'1 ini nature of tlio ancient Uithyrambic fs igiry the ingredients lm mingled were not unite so 
Imperfectly known, According to M. Burette, a pure an for tlio former i mid having roll nod tlio 
licentious irregularity of metro, an extravagant mixture with a little of ilia own essence, ho iliotri- 
researwi ot thought ami expression, ami a rtule butodltamoiigtliostftrsiwIilclisMvedasrcsorvolrs 
ombamwsed construction, ore amongst its most ofthe fluid. W m mhv m too irporc- 
« SF. . Il " If/dtti'ea. pov Kptmipti ey <J mo tou irarTQ? liiuvtir atpami! 

8 This is a Pl'inmio fmvy: the philosopher (punt, k,t,A. 
supposes, in his Timm, that when tlio Deity hud 

F * 
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And o’er his brow in lambent tendrils played! 

While ’mid the foliage hung, 

Like lucid grapes, 

A thousand clustering blooms of light, 

Culled from the gardens of the galaxy 1 
Upon his bosom Oytheren's head 
Lay lovely, as when first the Syrens sung 
Her beauty’s dawn, 

And all the curtains of the deep, undrawn, 

Revealed her sleeping in its azure bed. 

The captive deity _ e 

Languished upon her eyes and lip, 

In chains of ecstasy! 

Nofy in his arm, 

In blushes she reposed, 

And, while li«r zone resigned its every charm, 

To shade his burning eyes her hand in dalliance stole. 

And now she raised her rosy mouth to sip 
The uectared wave 
Lyieus gave, 

And from her eyelids, gently closed, 

Shed a dissolving gleam, 

Which fell, like siui-deu^ in the bowl! 

While her bright hair, in mazy flow 
Of gold descending 
Along her cheek’s luxurious glow, 

Waved o'er the goblet’s side, 

And was reflected by its crystal tide 
Like a sweet miens ilower, 

Whose sunny leaves, at evening hour, 

With roses of Gyrene blending, 1 
Hang o'er the mirror of a silver stream 1 

The Olympian cup 
Burned in the hands 
Of dimpled Hebe, as she winged her feet 
Up 

The ompyrcal mount. 

To drain the soul-drops at tlmir stellar fount ; 2 
And still, 

As the resplendent rill 
Flamed o’er the goblet with a mantling heat. 

Her graceful caro 
Would cool its heavenly fire 
In gelid waves of snowy-feathered air, 

Sueh us the children of' the pole respire, 

’ , Ill those enchanted lands 3 

Where life is all a spring n»d north winds never blow 1 

1 Wo Ham fmm Thtoplmwtns that ilio .roses essoiittni,’— in Smn, Snip, lib, i, 
of Cyreno were particularly fragrant., Euon/io- can, 11, 

t aw ra 3c ra er K wn fio8«. a The country of tile Hyperboreans: they wern 

8 Hornt-litus (Pltysini#) held the soul to be a supposed lo lie placed so tar north, that the north 
spark of the stellar essence, ‘Scintilla stellaris wind could not affect them; they lived longer 
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But oh I • 

Sweet He lie, what a tear 
And what a blush were thine, 

When, ns tho breath of every Grace 
Wafted thy fleet career 
Along the studded sphere, 

With a rich cup for Jove lumself to drink, 
Home star, tlmt glittered in the way, 
Raising its amorous head 
To kiss so exquisite a tread, * 
Cheeked thy imptieut pace! 

^ And all Heaven’s host of eyes 
Saw those luxuriant beauties sink 
In lapse of hivelinesH, along tho azure skies l 1 
Upon whose starry plain t[iey lay, 

Like a young blossom on our meads of gold, 
Sited from a vernal thorn 
A mill tho liquid sparkles of the morn! 

(Jr, as in temples of the Paphian shade, 

Tim myrtkul votaries of the queen behold 
An linage of tlmir rosy idol, laid 
Upon a diamond shrine! 

Thu wautoiswind, * 

Which had pursued the Hying fair, 

And sweetly twined 
Its spirit with tlm htnathing rings 
Of her ambrosial hair 

Soared as she fell, and on its milling wings 
(Oh, wanton wind!) 

Wafted tlm robe whoso snored How 

Shadowed her kindling charms of snow, 

1’iiro, as an Hkisiniau veil 
Hangs o’er the mysteries ! 2 

■ ■ • , . , , 

* tlm brow of Juno flushed— 

Love blessed the breeze ! 

Tlm Muses blushed, 

And every cheek was bid behind a lyre, 



.. ....M v*v, V*.. *»•«* vm. .Mom, VULI-UMU-UJ-» »uu ilUlinillll 1,1)118 It aitOl’ himj 

ra mviwmi II,•turn related,«l them is Unit to Cum Hebe pooula Jovl wlmlnlHtnuw pc m 
which tho two Iuiom preceding allude. tit was lubrieum minus canto ineedtma, weiiliaHot revo- 
imiighmil llmi,i!iHi«il nl our vidgar utnioiqilioriy huisqua vustihuR’-iu short, alio loll In a mv 
Urn llyperhmvium breathed imtlmiff hut lonthere I mvkwiml manner j and though (us the Hnevelo. 
Awm-ilmsr to IleniiliitUH uii.l Pliny, this him wish poilta think) it, would have lunused dove ut iinv 
Huggi'Rted h,v tlm ipumtity id snow wliivli wits utliov time, vet, ns lie happened to ho’out oi 

0 n-o if 1111 ll,N i ! r( ’ K " m „ t ,, , temper on that day, tlm poor girl wns dismissed 

Jlr, o Ilidloruo, ami xuinu other Irish mill- from her employment, 
quarimm, have been at great expense of Icnrnhnr, * The ureumi symliols of tlds eeremonv wore 
to prove that tlm strange country, whom they took deposited In tho data, where they lay rellmounlv 
flimw lor Icnlliera, was Ireland, mid that tho cimeeiilod from the eyes of tlm profane. They 
inmjrtw Almrw waa an Irish told. Mr. Itmv- worn generally carried in tho procession by ah 

laud, however, will have it that Alains wan a ass; ..the proverb, which one may so 

Welshman,and tliutldsname Is only iwomiptlon often apply in the world, ‘eslnus nortnt tnv- 
■W*. u ■ , ... Rterin.’—Heothe Blvint Legation. bookII.see. 1. 

1 1 boiiovc II: I# Horvms who wounona tins nn- 
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While everj*eye was glancing through the strings. 

Drops of ethereal dew, 

That burning gushed, 

As the great goblet Hew 
Prom Hebe’s pearly lingers through the sky! 

Who was the spirit that remembered Man 
In that 70101)1110113 hour? 

And with a wing of Love 
Brnghed off your scattered tears, 

As o'er the spangled heaven they ran, 

And sent them floating to our orb below ? 

Essence of immortality! 

Thi shower 

Pell glowing through the spheres, 

While all tujpund, new tints of bliss, 

Hew perfumes of delight, 

Enriched its radiant flow I * 

Now, with a humid kiss, 

It thrilled along the beamy wire 
Of heaven’s illumined lyre, 

Stealing the soul of music in its flight S 
And imw, amid the breezes bland 
That whisper from the plaifcts as they roll, 

The bright libation, softly fanned 
By all their sighs, meandering stole! 

They who, from Atlas’ height, 

Beheld the rill of flame 
Descending through the waste of night, 

Thought ’twas a planet whoso stupendous frame 
Had kindled as it rapidly revolved 
Around its fervid axle, and dissolver', 

Into a flood so bright 1 

The child of day, 

Within his twilight bower, 

Lay sweetly sleeping 
On the Hushed bosom of a lotos-flower 
When round him, in profusion weeping, 

Dropped the eelestial shower, 

Steeping 

The rosy clouds that curled 
About his infant head, • 

Like myrrh upon the locks of Cupid shed 1 
But, when the waking hoy 
Waved his exhaling tresses through the sky, 

0 morn of joy j 
The tide divine, , 

i Tho Egyptians represented the dawn of day This symbol or a youth altllng upon a lotus Is 
by a young boy seated upon a lotos. Observing very frequent on Urn Abraxas*;*, or Ibwllldlau 
that the lotos allowed its head above water stones,-See Itamucotr, turn, 11, jilnnehr. 
at sunrise, and sank again at Ills setting, they 158; and the Supplhicnt, etu, tom, ii. lib, vii. 
conceived the idea of consecrating it to Osiris, or chap. 6. 
the sun. 
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All glittering with the vermeil djp 
It drank beneath his orient eye. 

Distilled in dews upon the world, 

And every drop was wine, was heavenly wine ! 

Blest he the sod, the floweret blest, 

That caught upon their hallowed breast 
The uoctared spray of .love’s perennial springs! 

Loss sweet the floweret, and less sweet the sod, 
O’er which the Spirit of the rainbow fliflgs 
* The magic mantle of liar solar god l 1 

« 


That wrinkle, when first I. espied it, 

At once put my heart out of pain, 

Till the eye that was glowing beside it 
Disturbed my ideas again ! 

Thou art just in the twilight at present, 
When womaufe declension heginS, 

When, fading from all that is pleasant, 
She bids a good night to her sins 1 

Yet thou still art so lovely to me, 

I would sooner, my exquisite mother! 

Repose in the sunset of theo 
Thau bask in the noon of another 1 


ANACREONTIC, 

‘■Sun never looked so kind before- 
Yet why the wanton’s smile recall ? 

I’ve seen this witchery o’er and o’er, 

"ills lmlhnv, vain, and heartless all!’ 

Tims I said, and sighing sipped 
The wiiKwwIiioh she had lately tasted; 

The cup where she had lately dipped 
Breath, so long in falsehood wasted. 

I took the harp, and would have sung 
As if ’twere net of her I sang; 

But still the notch on Lamia hung— 

On whom but Lauda mild they hang? 


i The (Hideiit# esteemed thorn! Unworn ami Ira* Ibn mvnotad. upon which the rainbow had 
appeared to rout: ami til*' Wfiod tliev nhielly burned in Hiierifioep was that wliich tho ainilo, od 
lim hml enmwatod. 


I * 
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That bibs for which, if worlds wore mine, 

A world for every kiss I’d give her; 

Those floating eyes, that floating shine 
Like diamonds in au eastern river? 

That mould, so tine, so pearly bright, 

Of which luxurious Heaven hath west her, 

Through which her soul doth beam as white 
As flame through lamps of alabaster! 

Of these I sung, and notes and words 
Were sweet as*U 'turns Lamia’s hair 

That lay upon my lute for chords. 

And lamia's lip that warbled there! 

But whom alas! I turned the theme, 

And wuen of vows and oaths I spoke, 

Of truth and hope’s beguiling dream— 

The chord beneath my huger brake! 

False harp! false wornau!—such, oh ! such 
Are lutes too frail and maids too willing; 

Every hand’s licentious touch 
Can learn to wake their wildest thrilling! 

And when that thrill is most awake, 

And when you think Heaven’s joys await you, 

The nymph will clfbnge, the chord will break— 
Oh Love, oh Music i how I hate you! 


TO MRS. —. 


ON ROME CALUMNIES AGAINST HER CHARACTER. 


Is not thy mind a gentle mind ? 

Ih not thy heart a heart refined? 

Hast thou not every blameless grace, 

That man should love or Heaven can trace? 
And oil! art t/m a shrine for Sin 
To hold her hateful worship in ? 


No, no, he happy-dry that tear— 

Though some thy heart hath harboured near 
May now repay its love witlublaiuu; 

Though man, who ought to shield thy fame, 
Ungenerous man, bo first to wound time; 

Though the whole world may freeze around thee. 
Oh! thou’lt be like that lucid tear. 1 
Which, bright, within the crystal’s sphere 


1 This alludes to a curious gem, upon which i 
(Sindian has left some pointless epigrams, It 
Was a drop ufpure water enclosed within u piece 
of crystal. MClawliml. Epigram, it* QkrgMlu . 
cui. aqua rnrai, Addison mentions a curiosity j 
■of this kiud at Mjh* 11 Jw also says; 1 It js epcii 


j a rarity as this that i saw at Vondfmioii 
i which they there pretend is a tour i 
; Saviour shed over Lazarus, mid was •rati 
; hy an Iingid, who put it in a little cry, 
i ami made a present of it to Mary Mum 
(uUXMm't itemurku mi several parts iifjt 
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In liquid purity was found, * 

H a11 Jdffwncongealed around; 
floating in frost, it mocked the chill, 

Was pure, was soft, was brilliant still! 


HYMN OP A VIRGIN op DELPHI, 

AT THE TOMB OP HER MOTHER. 

• * 

H ! lost 1 for ever lost!—no more 
Shall Vesper light our dowMway 
Along the rocks of Orissa’s shore, 

to hymn the fading fires of day! 

No more to Tempe’s distant vale 

In lmlyniusings shall wo roam, 
through summer’s glow and winter's gale, 

11 hear the mystic chaplets home! 1 
■J. was then my soul’s expanding zeal, 

Jiy Nature wanned and led by the* 
ill every breeze was taught to feel ' 

J lie breathings of a deity! 

Guide of my heart! to memory true, 

I bylooks, thy words, are still my own— 
i see thee raising frlim the dew 
Homo laurel, by the wind o’ertluwn, 

And bear thee say, ‘ This humble bough 
Was planted for a doom divine, 

And, though it weep in languor now, 

Shall loumli on tho Delphic shrine! 

IliUH m the vale of earthly sense, 

J hough sunk a while tlie spirit lies 
A viewless hand shall cull it thence, 
f.o bloom immortal in the skies!’ 

Thy words bad such a melting flow, 
r ( A nd spoke of truth so sweetly well, 

They dropped like heaven’s semiest snow, 

And all was brightness where they fell! 
bond soother of my infant tear j 
Pond shaifr of my infant joy! 

Is not thy shade still lingering here ? 

Am 1. net still thy soul's employ? 

And oh I ns oft at close of day; 

When meeting on the sacred mount, 

1 Tlie luurr*), for the eoumimi lines ol'tho temple, anil I'luOmli «nv« in i,i„ «■ . 

lornilomiuiriho nlturs ami mm .. tlic Jw “in- wl, aril T 6 .' 1 ' M T e ’ 

iiii'iit, wiw Hiippliud by it trrr nwti' iliiffiliniiibnir 

mm Hint tills valliiv Huppii (! ,| V tl,|. avAy. 

vf whiiih the leiiiple w«MH'iiiiuully wipBtriictol j 
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Our uvmjlis awaked the choral lay, 

And flancod around Gassetis’ fount, 

As then, ’twas all thy wish and care 
That mine should he the simplest mien. 

My lyre and voice the sweetest there, 

My foot the lightest o’er the green; 

So still, each little grace to mould, 

Around my form thine eyes are slieu, 
Arranging every snowy fold, 

Arid guiding every mazy tread ! 

And when I lead t}io hymning choir, 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free, 

Hovers between my lip and lyre, 

And w*eds them into harmony! 

Flow, Plistns, flow; thy murmuring wave 
Shall neW drop its silvery tear 
Upon so pure, so blest a grave, 

To memory so divinely dear! 


, BINGS AND SEALS. 

'flinrep m/ipny ifios ra Achilki Trim, lib. ii. 

‘Go!’ said the angy. weeping maid, 

‘ The charm is broken!—once betrayed, 

Oh! never can my heart rely 
On word or look, on oath or sigh. 

Take back the gifts, so sweetly given, 

With promised faith and vows to Heaven; 

That little ring which, night and morn, 

With wedded truth my hand hath worn j 
That seal which oft, in moments blest, 

Thou hast upon my lip imprest, 

And sworn its dewy spring should bo 
A fountain sealed 1 for only thee 1 
Take, take thorn hack, the gift and vo9j 
All sullied, lost, and hateful now!’ 

I took the ring—tho seal I took, 

While, oh! her every tear and look 
Were such as angels look Jfml shod, 

When man is by the world misled! 

Gently 1 whispered, ‘ Fanny, dear! 

Not half thy lover’s gifts are here: 

Say, where are all tho seals he gave 
To every ringlet’s jejity wave, 

t * There arc gardens, supposed to lie those of pretend a tradition, that Solomon shut up thoso 
King Solomon, in tho neighbourhood of Iiothle- springs awl nut his signet upon the tor, to 
,nem. The friars show a fountain which, they keep them for Ins own drinking.'— MimiM's 
say, is the “sealed fountain” to which the holy Travel*. Bee also the floUt to Mr dud'* 
spouse in the Cantos is compared j aud m f, ,k Soiiii ijf Sphifoi{t 
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And where is every otto lie printed 
Upou that lip so ruby-tinted— 

Seals of the purest gem of bliss, 

Oh! richer, softer far than this! 

‘ And then the ring—my love! recall 
How many rings, delicious all, 

His arms around that neck have twisted. 
Twining warmer far than this did! 
Where are they all, so sweet, so many ? 
Oh! dearest, give back all, if any !’ 

While thus l murmured, trembling too 
Lest all the nymph had vowed,was true. 
I saw a smile relenting rise 
’Mid tho moist azure of her eyes, 

Like daylight o’er a sea of blue 
While yef the air is dim with dew! 

She let her cheek repose on mine, 

She let my arms around her twine— 

Oh ! who can tell the bliss one feels 
In thus exchanging rings and seals! 


TO MISS SUSAN B—CKF—I). 

I moke than once have heard, at night, 

A song like those thy lips have given; 

And it was sung by shapes of light, 

Who seemed, like thee, to breathe of Heaven f 

But this was all a dream of sleep, 

And I have said, when morning shone, 

‘ Oh! why should fairy Fancy keep 
These wonders for herself alone ?’ 

I knew not then that Fate had lent 
Such tones to one of mortal birth; 

I know not then that Heaven had sent 
A voice, a form, like thine on earth! 

And yet, in all that flowery, maze 
Through which my life has loved to tread, 

When 1 havo'heurd the sweetest lays 
From lips of dearest lustre shed; 

When I have felt the warbled word 
From Beauty’s mouth of perfume sighing, 

Sweet as music’s hallowed bird 
Upon a rose’s bosftm lying! 

Though form and song at once combined 
Their loveliest bloom and softest thrill, 

My heart hath sighed, my lioart hath pined 
For something softer, lovelier still! 


19, 




104 


mSTm, ODES, AND OTHER POEMS.' 

Oh ! I havenfound it all, at last, 

In thee, thou sweetest living lyre, 

Through which the soul hath ever passed 
Its harmonizing breath of fire! 

All that my best and wildest dream, 

In .Fancy’s hour, could hear or see 
Of Music’s sigh or Beauty’s beam, 

Are realized at once in thee 1 


« LINES, 

WHITTEN AT THE COHgS, OK PALLS OE THE MOHAWK RIVER. 1 

Gii ora. in loco uvo 6’ udiu '1 rimjionibo 
bell’ actum.—Dilute. 

From rise of morn till set of sun, 

I’ve seen the mighty Mohawk run; 

And as I marked the woods of pine 
Along hia mirror darkly shino, 

Like tall and gloomy forma that pass 
Before the wizard’s midnight glass; 

And as I viewed the hurrying pace 
With which he ran hiS turbid race, 

Rushing, alike untired and wild, 

Through shades that frowned and flowers that smiled, 
Flying by every green recess 
That wooed him to its calm caress, 

Yet, sometimes turning with the wind, 

As if to leave one look behind! 

Oil! I have thought, and thinking sighed— 

How like to thee, thou restless tide! 

May be the lot, the life of him, 

Who roams along thy water’s brim! 

Through what alternate shades of woo 
Aud flowers of joy my path may go! 

How many an humble, still retreat 
May rise to court my weary feet, 

While still pursuing, still unblcst, 

I wander on, nor dare to rest j, 

But, urgent as the doom that calls 
Thy water to its destined falls, 

I see the world's bewildering force 
Hurry my heart's devoted course 

1 There is a ilronn and savaRC character in the. hut the Marquis do Cliasteilux makes It seventy- 
country immediately above these falls, which is six. ’ 

much more in harmony with the wildness of such Tim fine rainbow, which is continually formins 

scene than the cultivated lands in the neigh- and dissolving as the spray rises into the 3 

inM r°Wi>ir,»K a ‘ A hce r" 5 if tllom 0 W s ! ,n > 19 b erlw P 8 tlle most interesting beaut' 
n Mr. Weld s hook. Awoningtoim, the per- which these wonderful cataracts exhibit, 
pcndicular height of the Cohos Ml is titty feet: ,u "“ • 



From lapse to lapse, till life lie done, 
And the lost current cease to run! 

Oh ! may my falls be bright as thine! 
May Heaven’s forgiving rainbow shine 
Upon the mist that circles me* 

As soft ns now it hangs o’er thee! 


CLOUTS AND FANNY. 

Ononis! if I were Persia’s king, 

I’d make my graceful queen of thee; 
While Fanny, wild and artless thing, 
Should but thy humble handmaid ha, 

There isHiut one objection in it— 

That, verily, I’m much afraid 
I should, in some unlucky minute, 
Forsake tlm mistress for the maid! 


SONG 

OP THE EVIL SPIRIT OF THE WOODS. 1 

Qua via dillicilis, ipimpest via nulhi.-Oi/M. Maim, lib, hi. v . 22. 

Now the vapour, hot and damp, 

Shed by day's expiring lamp, 

Through tlm misty ether spreads 
Every ill the white man dreads: 

Fiery fever's thirsty thrill, 

Fitful ague’s shivering chill! 

Hark! I hear the traveller’s song, 

As he winds the woods along; 

Christian! 'tis the song of fear; 

Wolves are round time, night is near, 

And the wild thou dar’sfc to roam— , 

Oh! ’twas once the Indian’s home. a 

Hither*.sprites, who love to harm. 

Wheresoe'er you work your oharm, 

By tlm creeks, orTiy the brakes, 

Where the pale witch feeds her snakes, 

' The Ida of this poem oecumd to mu in mid the adjacent country, until tho your 
pfiRsmjt through the very dreary wildoran lit- whenQiiiiurul Sullivan, with an army nf noon mnn’ 
tween Hntavm. n now euttlenieiit In tl» midst of drove them (him their country to 
I nkn Fri*' tiL k o', “ V "i liul,lllo > “P"" whore,liciiitf obliimltolivo on suited provisions,’ 

attistssaeaas ascransnfctatf 

w"" “fltt.lid iikmir i he batiks of the Susrpiohuiinah 
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And th? cayman 1 loves to creep, 

Torpid, to his wintry sleep; 

Where the bird of carrion Hits, . 

And the shuddering murderer sits * 

Lone beneath a roof of blood, 

While upon his poisoned food, 

Prom tho corpse of him he slew,. 

Drops the chill and gory dew! 

« 

Hither bend turn you hither # 

Eyes that blast and wings that wither! 

Cross the wandering. Christian’s way, 

Lead hiln, ere the glimpse of day, 

Many a mile of maddening error, 

Through the mazo of night and terror, 

Till the morn behold him lying. 

On the damp earth, pale and dying 1 
Mock him, when his eager sight 
Seeks the cordial cottage light j 
Gleam then like the lightning-hug, 

Tempt him to the den that’s dug 
Por’the foul and famifjjied brood 
Of the she-wolf, gaunt for blood! 

Or, unto the dangerous pass 
O’er the deep anddark morass,. 

Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, pipes, and rings, 

Tributes, to be hung in air 
To the Fiend presiding there! 3 
Then, when night’s long labour past, 

Wildered, faint, lie falls at last, 

Sinking where the causeway’s edge 
Moulders in the slimy sedge, 

There let every noxious thing 
Trail its filth and fix its sting, 

Let the bull-toad taint him over, 

Bound him let musquitoes hover, 

In his ears and eyeballs tingling, 

With his blood their poison mingling, 

Till, beneath the solar fires, 

Baukling all, the wretch expires! 

1 The alligator, who is supposed to lio in a ears of maize, eldns, etc., by the side of difficult 
torpid state nil tho winter in the bank of some 1 and dangerous ways, on rocks, or by tho side oi 
creek or pond, having previously swallowed a the fulls; and these are so many offerings made to 
large number of pine knots, which arc Ills only . the spirits which preside in these places.’ See 
sustenance during the time, Charlevoix's Letter on the Traditions and the 

1 This was the mode of punishment formurder | Jteligian of He Simyes of Canada, 

{as Father Charlevoix tells us) among the Hurons,! Father Hennepin, too, mentions this ceremony; 
1 They laid the dead body upon poles at the top | he also says: ‘ wotook notice of one barbarian, 
of a cabin, and the murderer was obliged to re- j who made a kind of sacrifice upon an oak at the 
main several days together, and to receive all j Cascade of St. Antony Of l’adun, upon the river 
that dropped from the carcase, not only on him- Mississippi,’—See Hennepin's Voyage into North 
self but on his I'uod.’ 1 America. 

s 1 We find also cellars of porcelain, tobacco, • 
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TO MBS. HENRY C TIGHE, 

OJt BEADING! HER 1 PSYCHE.’ 

1802 . 

'Tell me the witching tale again, 

For never lma my heart or ear 
Hung on so sweet, so pure a strain, 

So puro to feel, so sweet to hear 1 

Say, Love ! iifall thy spring of fame, . 

When the high Heaven itself was thine j 
When piety confessed the flame. 

And even thy errors were divine! 

Did ever Muse’s hand so fair 
A glory round thy temple spread ? 

Did ever lip’s ambrosial air 
Such perfume o’er thy altars shed ? 

One maid there was, who round her lyre 
The mystic myrtle wildly wreathed— 

But all kr sighs wore sighff of tire, 

The myrtle withered as she breathed! 

Oh! you that Love's celestial dream 
In ail its purity would know, 

Let not the senses’ ardent beam 
Too strongly through the vision glow! 

Love sweetest lies concealed in night. 

The night where Heaven has bid him lie 1 
‘ Oil! shed not there unhallowed light,. 

Or, Psyche knows, the boy will fly 1 : 

Dear Psyche! many a charmed hour, 

Through many a wild and magic waste, 

To tho fair fount and blissful bower, 

Thy mazy foot my soul hath traced! 

Where'er thy joys are numbered now, 

Beneath whatever shades of rest, 

The (lenins of tho starry brow 2 
Has chained thee to thy Cupid’s breast; 

1 See the story in Apuleius. 'With respect to discuss such ceremonies.. Accordingly, he ol> 
this beautiful allegory of Love ami I’syclie, there serves, wo tincl Laeian and 1 lutmeh[treating, with- 
is an Ingenious idea suggested by the senator out reserve,of tlieDcnbyrm.imd Isis and Osiris: 
Buonarotti, in his Otsemttmi topra. aleuni mid Apnleius, who lias given us the story ol 
fmmmiti di mti anikhi. Ho thinks the table is Cupid and l'sychc, has a so detailed some oi tin; 
taken from some very oeeult mysteries, which mysteries of Isis.—Seo the Qiomm m Lllterm 
hail long been celebrated in honour of Love i and A'Italia, tom. xxvii, anjoul. 1. bee also the 04- 
lie accounts, upon tills supposition, lor the silence emotions upon the Indent Ums m the Museum 
ill tho more ancient authors upon the subject, as it Florentimm, vol, i, p, 168, 
was not, till towards the decline of pagan super- a Uonatanoy. 
atition that writers could venture to reveaf or 




168 EPISTLES, ODES, AND OTHER POEMS. 

Whether ajjovo the lmriwm dim, 

Along whose verge our spirits stray 
(Half stink within the shadowy brim, 

Half brightened by this eternal ray), 1 

Thou risest to a cloudless pole.! 

Or, lingering here, dost love, to mark 
The twilight walk of many a soul 
Through sunny good ami evil dark; 

I 

Still he the song to Psycho dear, 

The song, whoso dulcet tide was given 
To keep her name as fadeless hero 
As nootar*keops her soul in Heaven! 


IMPROMPTU, 
trroN' riMViNG home vuiknos. 

0 dnlcss oomltnm valetn wins !—flWta. 

No, nevdr shall my soul, fm^et 
The friends t found so cord ini-hearted j 

Dear shall be the day we met, 

And dear shall he tilt) night we parted I 

Oh! if regrets, however sweet, 

Must with the lapse of time decay, 

Yet still, when thus in mirth yen meet, 
Fill high to him that’s far away! 

Long he the llamo of memory'found 
Aiivo within your social glass; 

Let that ho still the magic round 
O’er which oblivion dares not pass! 


EPISTLE VIII . 

TO THE HONOURABLE W, It. 4 SPEN0ER, 

Nco vctiifc ml duros rnimu vnontu Del us,- Ovid, a Vmhi, lib. I, cp, !>, 

FHOM IUrFKAI.il, UPON' I.AKU lilUU. 

Thotj oft hast told me of the fairy Lours 
Thy heart has numbered, in those okmic lmwers 
Whore fancy sees the ghost of ancient wit 
’Mid cowls and cardinals profanely flit, 

JlStar 16 I ' !nti,niSt9 ai ’ re8 “ wl " Ul “wwulbctwcc. mmSoin 
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And pagan spirits, by the Pope unlaid, 

Haunt every stream and sing through every shade 1 
There still the bard, who (if his*numbers bo 
His tongue’s light echo) must have talked like thee, 
l ie courtly bard, from whom thy mind has caught' 
Those playful, sunshine holidays of thought, 

In which the basking soul reclines and glows, 
Warm without toil and brilliant in repose. 

J.here still he roves, and laughing loves to see 
Plow modern monks with ancient rakes agree; 

How mitres hang where ivy wreaths might twine, 
And heatheu Mass iffy damned for stronger wine! 
lhoru too aro all those wandering souls of song 
With whom thy spirit hath commi.ued so long, 
Whose rarest gems are every instant hung 
By memory’s magic on thy sparkling tongue. 

But here, alas! by Erie’s stormy lake, 

As far from thee my louoly course I take, 

No bright remembrance o’er the fancy plays, 

No classic dream, no star of ether days, 

Has left that visionary glory here, 

That relic of its light, so soft, so clear, 

Which gilds and hallows even the rudest scone, 

The humblest shed,‘Where genius once has been ! 

All that creation’s varying mass assumes 
Of grand or lovely, liere°aspires and blooms; 

Bold rise the mountains, rich the gardens glow, 
Bright lakes expand, anil conquering 1 rivers How; 
Mind, mind alone, without whose quickening ray, 
The world’s a wilderness, and man but clay, 

Minll, mind alone, in barren, still repose, 

Nor blooms, nor rises, nor expands, nor Hows! 

Take Christians, Mohawks, Democrats, and all. 

From the rude wigwam to the congress-hall, 

From man the savage, whetlior slaved or free, 

To man the civilised, less tame than he! 

’Tin one dull chaos, one unfertile strife 
Betwixt half-polished and half-barbarous life; 
Where every il 1 the ancient world can brew 
Is mixed with every grossuess of the new; 

Where all corrupts, though little can entice, 

And nothing’s Ifpown of luxury but vice ! 

Is this tbo region, then, is this the'clime 
For golden fancy ? for those dreams sublime, 

Which all their miracles of light reveal 
To heads that meditate and hearts that feel? 


* This epithet was suggested by Chnvle- 
volx’fl striking description of the confluence of 
the Miesonri with the Mississippi j—‘ I believe 
this is tho Uncut confluence in tho world, 
Tho two rivers arc much of the - seme breadth, 
each about half a .league; but tho Missouri 
is by far the moat .rapid, and Beams to enter 


the Mississippi like a conqueror, through which 
it carries its white waves to the opposite shore 
without mixing them! afterwards it gives its 
odour to the Mississippi, which it never loses 
again, hut carries quite down to the sea.*—Letter 
mil. 
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Whose bosfnn, too, was once a zone 
Where the bright gem of virtue shone; 
Whoso eyes were talismans of lire 
Against the spell of man’s desire! 

Yet, hapless girl, in one sad hour 
Her charms have shed their radiant flower; 
The gem has been beguiled away; 

Her eyes have lost their chastening ray; 

The simple fear, the guiltless shame, 

The snfiles that from reflection came, 

' All, all have lied, ayd left her mind 
A faded monument behind! 

Like some wave-beaten, mouldering stono, 

To memory raised by hands unknown, 

Which, many a wintry hour, has stood 
Eeside the ford of Tyra’s flood, 

To tell the traveller, as he crossed, 

That there some loved friend was lost; 

Oh! ’twas a sight I wept to see,— 

Heaven keep the lost one’s fate from thee I 


. * 

TO-. 

’Tis time, I feel, to letfvo thee now, 

While yet my soul is something free; 

While yet those dangerous eyes allow 
Ouo moment’s thought to stray from thee 1 

Oh! then art every instant dearer— 

Every chance that brings mo nigh time, 

Brings my ruin nearer, nearer: 

I am lost, unless I fly thee! 

Nay, if thou dost not scorn and hate me, 
Wish mo not so soon to fall, 

Duties, fame, and hopes await me, 

Oh! that eye would blast them all! 

Yes, yes, it would—for tlum'rt as cold 
As ever yet allured or swayed. 

And wouhlat, without a sigh, fcelmld 
The ruin which thyself had made! 

Yet —could I think that, truly fond, 

That eye but once would smile on me, 

Good Heaven! how much, how far beyond 
Fame, duty, hope, tlntt smile would 1m! 

Oh 1 lmt to win it, night and day, 

Inglorious at thy feet reclined, . 

I’d sigh my dreams of fame away, 

The world for thee forgot, resigned 1 
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But no, no, mi—farewell—wo pill 
Anver to meet, no, never, never— 

Oh woman! what a mind and heart 

.1 iiy (joldntJSH luia undone for ovor! 


THE HIGH BRIE,ST OF APOLLO 

TO * 

A VIRGIN OF DELPHI,i 

‘him iliftno ilignu, ,~Snlpiciti, • 

Who is tlw maid, with golden hair, 
With eyes i i&liro ami feet of air, 

Whose harp around my altar swells, 
llie sweetest of a thousand shells?’ 

I was thus the deity, who treads 
I ho until of Heaven, and grandly sheds 

I'ay trom lus eyelid"!.thus ho spoke, 

As through my eel! his glories broke': 
Who in the maid, with golden hair, 

With eyes id Jiro and feet of air, 

\Vhmjn Imij) Mountl my altar hwoIIn, 

1 he sweetest of a thousand.shells ?’ 

A pheliu is the Delphic fair, 

With ey on of lire and golden hair, 

A plum's are the airy feet, 

Ami bors the harp divinely sweet 
I'or loot so light lias never trod 
The laurelled caverns of the god, 

Nor harp an soft has ever given 
A strain to earth or sigh to Heaven! 

‘ Then tell the virgin to unfold, 

In looser pomp, her locks of gold, 

Ami hid those eyes with I'otuier lire 
Be kindled for aged’s desire; 


1 Thin jiiii'iii rcualri'Kii Hide uxplmuiilou II 
In well ktinwn (lmt, in ilieiiiii'lniiuemiijwi, win'll- 
everurwri'iiiljiriral:,lllie tlm Mippmod author 
ef tlm iiivltutlou lii'fnvii us, win liis|iirwl with a 
Muler luelliiiitinii tmvimln wty fair visitor of tlu< 
shrine, mid lit ilii! inline time felt n ililliileiieo In 
ills own iinwnrs of inmmiiriii, lie linil but to tiro- 
claim Hint tlm and HImwll’wimriiminmred nllier, 
mid liml waiiilied Ids tliviiw will Hmt site ttlmuld 
sleep in Hit! interior nl'tlnt lKni|il(\ Many n plmin 
liimtimul I'litiiiivetl at, this illvliut nssieimtiott, mid 
even ileeloreil himself primd nfflmseleetliin with 
which Id * family Ittnl him iliiUintmished hy tlm 
di'ltv. In tlictemiile of Jutiiter Itnlii* tlmre was 
«■ *»|)icmi|il lied Ihr these oU'USKiUtt. In JKfcyjttian 


Tlirhi's thu sutiiti umcltery was nraef tali mnl at 
Hie iimelo ol I'tdaru In hyelii, tlm nricstctm never 
(fouhl tiropljuHy till an Interview with tlm rloitv 
wtm iilluwi'd her, The Hhiry wliioli we read lit 
( ill- Kvill. eii|), It), Of tilt) Unman matron 
militia, Wtan till! priests of Inis, hr n bribe, bo- 
intyi'tl in thin niniuiof to Mundua, to a ninplur 
nmtanep of Nm impiiilcnt oxiiosh to which cretin- 
lit;: sullureilth™ Impost iires to bo carried. Tills 
bury ItttH been put into tlm form nf n little novel 
muler the muni of In tfuMtii SchniUa. by 
Hie licentious mnl tiiifortuiiiitoi’tilliivioino. See 
ms O/m Mte, tom, I. 1 Imvomado my nricsl 
liera prefer a cave to the temple- 
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Since fte, who lights the path of years— 
Even from the fount of morning’s tears, 

To where his setting splendours bum 
Upon the western sea-maid’s urn— 

Cannot, in all his course, behold 
Such eyes of fire, such hair of gold! 

Tell her he comes in blissful pride, 

His lip yet sparkling with the tide 
That mantles in Olympian bowls, 

The nectar of eternal souls! 

For her, for her tie quits the skies, 

And to her kiss from nectar flies, 

Oh! lit would hide Ins wreath of rays, 

And leave the world to pine for days, 

Might ho but pass the hours of shade 
Imbosomed by his Delphic maid— 

She, more than earthly wo&an blest, 

He, more than god on woman's breast!' 

There is a cave beneath the steep, 1 
Where living rills of crystal weep 
OV herbage of the loveliest hue 
That ever spring begtmmed with dew, 

There oft the green bank’s glossy tint 
Is brightened by the amorous print 
Of many a faun and Naiad's form, 

That still upon the dew is warm 
When virgins come at peep of day 
To kiss the sod where lovers lay! 

1 There, there,’ the god ; impassioned, said, 

1 Soon as the twilight tinge is lied, 

And the dim orb of lunar souls 
Along'its shadowy pathway rolls— 

There shall we find our bridal bed, 

And ne’er did rosy rapture spread, 

Not even in Jove’s voluptuous bovvers, 

' A bridal bed so blest as ours! 


i Tell the imperial Cod, who reigns 
Sublime in oriental fanes, 

Whose towering turrets paint their pride 
Upon Euphrates’ pregnant tide; 

Tell him, when to his midnight loves 
In mystic majesty he moves, 

Lighted by many an odorous fire, 

And hymned by all Chaldma’s choir— 

Oh! tell the godhead to confess, 

The pompons joy delights him less 
(Even though his mighty arms enfold 
A priestess on a couch of gold) 


1 The Corvcinn Cavo, which Pausanins mentions. Tho inhabitants of Parnassus hold it 
iothe Cotyciun nvinnbs, who were children ortho nver Plistus 


saerne 
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Than when in love's unholier pftmk, 
By moonlight cave or rustic bank, 
Upon bis neck some wood-nymph lies, 
Exhaling from her lip and eyes 
The flame and incense of delight, 

To sanctify a dearer rite, 

A mystery, more divinely warmed 
Than priesthood ever yet performed!’ 

Happy the maid, whom Heaven alftws 
To break for Heaven ber virgin vows! 
Happy the maid 1—her robe of shame 
Is whitened by a heavenly flame, 
Whose glory, with a lingering trace, 
Shines through and deifies her race! 

t 

Oh, virgin' what a doom is thine I 
To-night, to-night a lip divine 
In every kiss shall stamp on thee 
A seal of immortality ! 

Fly to the cave, Aphelia, fly, 

There lose the world and wed the sky ? 
There all the boundless rapture steal 
Which gods can give or women feel 


WOMAN, 

Away, away—you’re all the same, 

A fluttering, smiling, jilting throng! 

Oh ! by my soul, I burn with shame, 

To think I’ve been your slave so long! 

Slow to be warmed and quick to rove 
From folly kind, from cunning loth 

Too cold for bliss, too weak for love, 

Yet feigning all that's best in both. 

Still panting o’er a crowd to reign, 

More joy it gives to woman’s breast 

To make ten frigid coxcombs vain, 

Than one true, manly lover blesti 

Away, awayf-your smile’s a curse— 

Oil! blot me from the race of men, 

Kind pitying Heaven! by death or worse 
Before I love such things again! 


BALLAD STANZAS, 

I knew by the smoke, that so gracefully curled 
Above the gheeu elms, that a cottage was near • 
And I said, 1 If there’s peace to bo found in the world 
A heart that was humble might hope for it here J’ 
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It was noon, and on flowers that languished around 
In silence reposed the voluptuous bee ; 

Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound 
But the woodpecker tapping the hollow beech-tree. 

And ‘ Hero in this lono little wood,’ I exclaimed, 

‘With a maid who was lovely to soul and to eye, 

Who would blush when I praised her, and weep if I blamed, 
How blest could I live, and how calm could I die! 

# # 

‘ By the shade of you sumach, whose red berry dips 
In the guah»of the fountain, how sweet to recline, 

And to know that I sighed upon innocent lips, 

W hich had never been sighed on by any hut mine!’ 


TO-. 

NOSEI TA mUU.-Aripides. 

1803. 

Come, take the harp—’ills vain to muse 
Upon the gathering ills we see; 

Oh ! take the harp, ;ind let me lose 
All thoughts of ill in hearing theo! 

Sing to me, Love! though death were near, 
Thy soug could make my soul forget— 

Nay, nay, m pity, dry that tear, 

All may be well, bo happy yet! 

Let mo but see that snowy arm 
Once more upon the dear harp lie, 

And I will cease,to dream of harm, 

Will smile at fate, while thou art nigh! 

Give me that strain, of mournful touch,' 
We used to love Jong, long ago, 

Before our hearts had known as much 
As now, alas ! they bleecfto know! 

Sweet notes! they tell of former peace, 

Of all that looked so rapturous-then. 

Now withered, lost-oh ! pray thee, cease, 

I cannot bear tliose’souhds again! 

Art thou, too, wretched ? yes, tljou art ; 

I see thy tears flow fast with mine— 

Come, come to this devoted heart, 

’Tie breaking, but it still is tlime! 
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A VISION OP PHILOSOPHY. 


’Twas on the Red Sea coast, at morn, we met 
The venerable man ;* a virgin bloom 
Of softness mingled with the vigorous thought 
That towered upon his brow; as when we see 
The gentle moon and the full radiant sun 
Shining iu heaven together. When lie spoke, 

’Twas language sweetened into song-arch holy sounds 
As oft the spirit of the good man hears, 

• Prelusive to the harm on/of heaven, 

When death is nigh P and still, as he unclosed 
His sacred lips, an odour, all as blind 
As ocean-breezes gather from the flowers 
That blossom iu Elysium, breathed around! 

With silent awe we listened while lie told 
Of the dark veil which many an ago had liutig 
O’er Nature’s form, till by the touch of Time 
The mystic shroud grew thin find luminous, 

And half the goddess beamed in glimpses through it I 
Of magic wonders, that wore known and taught 
By him (or Cham or Zoroaster named). 

Who mused, amid tfie mighty cataclysm. 

O’er his rude tablets of primeval lore, 8 
Nor let the living star of science' 1 sink 
Beneath the waters which engulfed the world !- 
Of visions by Calliope revealed 
To him® who traced upon Iris typio lyre 
The diapason of man’s mingled frame, 

And the grand Doric heptachord of Heaven I 
With all of pure, of wondrous and arcane, 

Which the grave sons of Moclins, many a night 


1 In 1'Mareh's limn on thr. Decline. of the 
Orade», Cleombrotus, use uf the interlocutors, 
describes tm cxtraunlimiry inns whom lie hud 
met will), alter Icin' mean'll, upon the bunks uf 
the Hod Sea, Ouee in every year this super- 
natural personage appeared to mortals, ami con- 
versed with them,' ihe vest of his lime he passed 
among the Genii mid the Nymphs, %« mi> 
Epedpav Oo.ka.ct ear <mpoV, anOpmmf am trap eve? 
Airaf evTvyxanm, r«Ma 8e <rw rat? regi/isit, 
i' 0 /i«<ri koi ipotri, di? etjuuTKa. Me suite in a 
tone not far removed from singing, and when¬ 
ever he opened his lips a Ihgranen tilled the 
place: i/ideyyo/ui'otiJt w row euojJia Karate, 
Toe crToparos fjSttrroi' anoiriawTos, Krtun him 
Cleombrotus learned the ductrinu of a plurality 
of worlds. 

2 'Die celebrated Janus Datum, a little beta 

his death, imagined that lie heard a strain of 
music in the air. See the poem of Hdnsins, ‘ In 
hnrmoniam cjuani panic ante otiitum audire tiihi 
vises ost Douse.’ Pago 801, , 

3 Clmm, the son of Noah, is supposed to have 
taken wtth him into the ark the principal doe- 
irinos of magical, or rather of natural, adeiina, 
tviiioii he liau iuserlhod unen some very durable 


substances, in order Unit they might resist tlm 
ravages of the deluge, mid transmit the seeroiso) 
antediluvian knowledge tn Ids posterity,-Hoc 
the extracts made by Hoyle in his article Chmu, 

Hie Identity of Cham end Zonmatur depends 
upon tlm authority of Horans, or iho impostor 
Amilits, and a few more such respectable testi¬ 
monies, Vm Smite dpohigie pour Im Ormnh 
Him mm, etc,, uliitp, H, where he lakes more 
trouidu than is necessary iu refuting this gratui¬ 
tous supposition, : 

4 Ohnmnm h postcris lmjus artls ndmlriilo. 
Zornai-truin, aeu vlvutn astrum, propteim HiIbbu 
dictum et pro Deo Imbitum,— llochart. Qenjfmnh , 
titter, hh, iv, cap, 1, 

5 Orpheus,-I’diilimis, in Ids JMiiomaden, 

cap, 2, lib. Hi,, lias endeavoured to show, after' 
the i'lutonlsta, that man !»a diapason, made uji 
of a dialessemii, wltieli is Ills soul, anil a diapontf, 
which is his body, Those freipieut nllusions to 
music, by which the niideiit philosophers Illus¬ 
trated their Hithlimo theories, must have tended i 
very much to elevate tiro ehuraoi or of the art, and ! 

to enrich it with associations of the grandest mill I 

most interesting nature 
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Told to the y(fung and briglit-haireil visitant 
Of Carmel’s sacred mount!'—Theu, in a flow 
Of calmer converse, he beguiled us on 
Through many a maze of garden and of porch, 

Through many a system, where the scattered light 

Of heavenly truth lay, like a broken beam 

From the pure sun, which, though refracted all 

Into a thousand hues, is sunshine still, 2 

And brigljb through every change !—he spoke of Him, 

The lone Eternal'One, who dwells above, 

And of the soul's untrafceable descent » 

From that high fount of spirit, through the grades 
Of intellectual being, till it mix 
With atoms vague, corruptible, and dark ; 

Nor even then,'though sunk in earthly dross, 
Corrupted all, nor its ethereal touch 
Quite lest, but tasting of the founftiin still! 

As some bright river, which has rolled along 
Through meads of flowery light and mines of gold, 
When poured at length into the dusky deep, 

Disdains to mingle with its briny taint, 

But keeps,awhile the pure and golden tinge, 

The balmy freshness of the Helds it left, I 3 

And here the old man ceased—a, winged tr-.-,iz? 

Of nymphs and genii led?him from our eyes, 

The fair illusion fled! and, as I waked, 

I knew my visionary soul had been 
Among that people of aerial dreams 
Who live upon the burning galaxy! 


TO --. 

Tiie world had just begun to steal 
Each hope that led me lightly on, 

I felt not as I used to feel, 

And life grew dark and love was gone i 

No eye to mingle sorrow’s tear, 

No lip to mingle pleasure’s breath. 

No tongue to call mo kind an# dear— 

’Twas gloomy, and I wished for death! 

1 Pythagoras is represented in Jambliehus as who would collect those scattered fragments 
descending with great solemnity from Mount of orthodoxy might form a code in no respect 
Carmel, for which reason the Carmelites have differing from that of the Christian. ‘Si exti- 
tlaimed him as one of their fraternity. This Mo- tksot aliquis, qni veritatem sparaam per singulos 
rhus or Mosehus, with the descendants of whom per sectasque diifusam colligeret in unum, ae ro- 
Pythagoraseonversed in Phoenicia,and from whom digerctin corpus, is profccto non dissentiret a 
tie derived the doctrines of atomic philosophy, nobis.’-Jnri, lib, vi, e. 7. 

is supposedby some to be the same with Moses. 3 This fine Btatonic image I have taken from 

2 Lactantius asserts that all the truths of a passage in Father Bouchct’s letter upon the 
Christianity may be found dispersed through the Metempsychosis, inserted to Picart'i 

ancient philosophical sects, and that any one fielig, tom iv. 
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But whou I saw that gentle eye,,. 

Oh! something seemed to tell me than 
iliat I was yet too young to die, 

And hope and bliss might bloom again ? 

With every beamy smile that crossed 
Your kindling cheek, you lighted home 
bomo feeling which my heart had lost, 

And Peace, which long had learned to roam! 

’Twas then indeed so sweet to live, ° 

Hope looked so new,'and love so kind, 

That, though I weep, I still forgive 
The ruin which they’ve left behind! 

I could have loved you-oh, si* well j~ 
lhe dream that wishing boyhood knows, 

Is but a bright beguiling spell, 

Which only lives while passion glows: 

But, when this early flush declines, 

When the heart’s vivid morning fleets, 
loti know not then how close it twines 
Hound the firstkindred soul it mhets 1 

Yes, yes, I could have loved, as one 
Wlm, while his youth’s enchantments fall 
Funis something dear to rest upon, 

Which pays him for tho loss of all! 

# * * S|! ^ 


dreams. 

TO -- 

In slumber, I prithee how is it 
lhat souls aro oft taking the' air, 

A »« w in ff each other a visit, 

While bodies are—Heaven knows where? 

Last night, ’tin in vain to deny it, 

... y '™ r 80U j took ii fanny to roam; 

I or I heard lrtr, on tiptoe so quiet, 

Come ask, whether, mine was at home, 

And mine let her in with delight 
And Hiey^ked and they kissed the time through 

Fo when souls come together at night, * 
•there m no knowing what they mayn’t do! 

And your little soul, Heaven bless her 1 
Had much to complain and to say, 

Of how sadly yon wrong and oppress her, 

By keeping her prisoned all day, 
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‘ If I happen,’ said she, 1 but to steal 
For a peep now aud then to her eye, 

Or, to quiet the fever I feel, 

Just venture abroad on a sigli; 

‘ In an instant, she frightens me in, 

With some phantom of prudence or terror, 
For fear I should stray into sin, 

Or, what is still worse, into error! 

‘ So, instead of displaying my graces, 

Thro’ look, and thro' words, and thro’ mien 
I am shut up in corners and places, 

Where My I blush to be seen!’ 

Upon hearing this piteous confession, 

My soul, looking tenderly at her, 

Declared, as for grace and discretion 
He did not know much of the matter; 

‘But, to morrow, sweet spirit!’ he said, 

1 Be nt home after midnight, and then 
I will come when your lady’s in bed, 

And we’ll talk o’er tlA subject again.’ 

So she whispered a word in his ear, 

I suppose to her dbor to direct him, 

And—just after midnight, my dear, 

Your polite little soul may expect him. 


TO MRS.-. 

To see thee every day that came, 

And find thee every day the same, 

In pleasure’s smile or sorrow’s tear 
The same benign consoling dear ! 

To meet thee early, leave thee late, 

Has been so long my bliss, my fate, 

wi' 1 -*’ ^ e ' cheering ray, 

n Inch came like sunshine every day, 

And nil my pain, my sorrow chased, 

Is now a lone aud loveless waste.— 
Where are the chords she used to touch ? 
U here are the songs she loved so much ? 
I he songs are hushed, the chords are still, 
And so, perhaps, will every thrill 
Of friendship soon lib lulled to rest, 

Which late I waked in Anna’s breast! 
let no-tlie simple notes I played, 

)n memory’s tablet soon may fade •. 
the songs which Anna loved to hear 
May all be lost on Anna’s ear; 
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But friendship s sweat and fairy strain 
Shall ever in her heart remain; 

Nor memory joss nor time impair 
I lie sympathies which tremble there 1 



A CANADIAN BOAT-SONG. 

WRITTEN ON THE RIVER ST'. UWaMNCK, 1 
Et remigom eantua fartntar.~Qiiiutilm. 

Faintly as tolls the evening chime, 

Our voices keep tune and our cars keep time, 
boon as the woods on shore look dim 
We 11 sing at St. Ann’s our parting hymn, 3 
E°w brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 

The Rapids are near, and the daylight's past! 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl ? 

There is not a breath tlio blue wave to curl I 
But when the wind blows oil'the shore, 

Oh! sweetly we'll rest our weary oar, 

Blow, breezes, blow, tlm stream nfns fast, 

11m Rapids arc near, and the daylight’s past 1 

Utawas’ tide! this trembling moon 
Shall sec us float over thy surges soon. 

Saint of this green Isle! hear our prayers. 

Oh ! grant uu cool heavens and favouring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, tlio stream runs fast, 

The Rapids are near, and the daylight's past! 


1 1 wrnle thene words to an air which out boat- 
men sung to ns very frequently. Tho wind 
was so unfavourable that they ware obliged to 
row all tho way, ami wo were live days iii des¬ 
cending the river from Klnuston to Montreal, 
exposed lo an Intense sun during the day, and at 
night forced to take shelter from the dews in 
any miserable hut upon the haulm that would 
receive us, llut the inngniOueiit scenery of the 
St. Lawrence repays all IIwsc diliienlties,. 

Our mjtnjtm lm i good voices, ami sung per¬ 
fectly in tune together, The original words of 
the air, to which I adapted tliesf stanzas, 
appeared to he a long Incoherent story, of which 
I could understand hut little, from i lie barbarous 
pronunciation of the Canadians, It begins: 

Bans nioiH'heniinj'ai rencontre 
Deux cavaliers trus-blen mantes; 

And tho rtftmn to every verse was; 

A l'omhro d’un hols je m’en vnisjoncr, 

A I'ombro d’un hois Jo m'on vubdanaer. 

f ventured to harmonise this air; and have pub¬ 
lished it, Without that ulmrm which association 
gives to every little memorial ol'seenes or feelings 


.« 1 'wvn. vnu UIUUH4J (H«V [flTJUL IJ{* tnOllff 

f'mmion and trilling; hut I remember when v 
iiive entered, at sunset, upon ouo of those boa 
tilul alien, Into which tlio, St, Lawrence i 
gram ly mid unexpectedly opens, 1 have hem 
t»i" simple air with a pleasure which tho line 
corn positions of tho first masters have navi 
given me i and now there is not a mite of 
which does not recall to my memory tho din i 
nur oars In the St. Lawrence, the flight of in 
bout down tlio ltapids, and all those now an 
Iniicilul impressions to which my heart was ullv 
during tlm whole of this very interesting vnyngi 
t lio nhovo stanzas arc supposed to bo sung Is 
I hose wmiji'im who go to the (irnmle Fining 
‘if me titnvviw River. For an noeiiunt of thi 
wotu erfitl undertaking, see Sir Alexander Mai 
lienzit! s Qmrnl J'uhn of tho Mrr Truth, pre 
llxod to his thurml, 

3 'At the Rapid of St. Ann they are obliged b 
take out part, it' not the whole, of their lading 
i * !* s Canadians consider tlic j 
tuku their iluijnrturfi, m it posbcmhm tlio lm.: 
clmrcli on the island, which is dedicated to tin 
tutelar saint oi'voyagorH.'-lfiictowtt'# , 
Jlmltiry t]f tho Mr Truth, 
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* EPISTLE IX. 

TO THE LADY CHARLOTTE RAWDON. 


FROM TIIE BANKS OF THE ST. LA WHENCE. 


Not many months lmve now been dreamed away 
Since yonder sun (beneath whose evening ray 
We rest our boat among these Indian isles) 

Saw me, u'here mazy Trent serenely smiles 
Through many an oak, if sacred as the groves 
Beneath whose shade the pious Persian roves, 

And hears the soul of father or of chief, 

Or loved mistress, sigh in every leaf I 1 
There listening, Lady! while thy lip hath sung 
My own unpolislM lays, how proud I’ve hung 
On every mellowed number! proud to feel 
That notes like mine should have the fate to steal, 
As o'er thy hallowing lip they sighed along, 

Such breath of passion aud such soul of song, 

Oh! I have wondered, like the peasant boy 
Who sings at eve his Sabbath strains of joy, 

And when he hears the rude, luxuriant note 
Back to his ear on softening echoes float, 

Believes it still some answering spirit's tone, 

And thinks it all too .wort to lie iiis own! 

I dreamed not then that, ore the rolling year 
Had filled its circle, I should wander here 
In musing awe; should tread thin wondrous world, 
See all its store of inland waters hurled 
In one vast volume down Niagara’s steep, 2 
Or calm behold them, in transparent sleep, 

Where the blue hills of old Toronto shed 
Their evening shadows o’er Ontario’s lied !— 

Should trace the grand Cadaraqui, and glide 
Down the white Rapids of his lordly tide 
Through massy woods, through islets flowering fair, 
Through shades of bloom, where the iirst sinful pair 
For consolation might have weeping trod, 

When banished from the garden of their God! 
ph. Lady! these are miracles which man, 

Caged in the bounds of Europe's pigmy plan, 


1 ‘ Avenilo cssi per costume (11 avero in venom- 
none gli nlberi grand! (idantlelii, qiissi olio ninno 
span itattMenli ill online lieiilo.’-Kcfro iklk 
Vttlle, Part, Second. Lettora lfl da i giimlini di 
Seiran. 

* When I arrived at Chippewa, within llireo 
niilea of the Falls, it was too into to think of 
visiting them that evening, and I Jay awake all 
night with the sound of the cataract in my ears. 

I lie day following I consider as a kind of era in 
my life, and the first glimpse which I caught of 
dioso wonderful Falls gave me a fading which 
jothing in this world can ever oxrfto again. 


To Colonel Urnuk, of the 'Kith, who commanded 
at tho Fnrt, I um particularly indebted for hi* 
kindness to me during the fortnight 1 remained 
at Niagara. Among many pleasant days which 
I passed with him and Ids brother oilicera, that 
oi'tmr visit to the Tnsearorn Indiana was not tin; 
least interesting, They renewed us in alt their 
undent eostumei the young men 'exhibited fur 
our amusement, in the race, t lui hat-game, etc.; 
while tlie old and the women sat in groups under 
tho surrounding trees, and tho picture altogether 
was as beautiful as it was new to mo, 
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Can scarcely dream of; which hijf eye must see, 
lo know how beautiful this world can be' 

But soft! -the tinges of the west decline, 

And night falls dewy o’er these banks of nine, 

Among tlm reeds, in which our idle boat 
Is.locked to rest, the wind's complaining note 
Dies, hue u half-breathed whispering of flutes; 

Along tho wave the gleaming porpoise shoots, ’ 
mm i can trace him, like a \yatcry at^r, 1 
Down tho steep current, till he fades afar 
Amid, tlie foaming breaker’s silvery light 
Where yon rough Rapids sparkle through the uiidit! 

Here, as a ong tins shadowy bank-1 stray, 3 

And the smooth glass-snake,“ gliding o’er my way, 

Shows tho dim moonlight through his scaly form, 

1 ancy,, with all tlie scene’s enchantment warm, 

Hears in the murmur of tli e nightly breeze, 

Home Indian Spirit warble words like these: 

From tho dime of sacred doves, 3 
Whero tlm blessed Indian roves, 

Through tho air on wing, as i$ute 
As tho spirit-stones of light, 4 
Which the eye of morning counts 
On tlm Appalachian mounts! 

Hither oft my flight I take 
Over Huron’s lucid lake, 

Where tho wave, as clear as dew, 

Hleops beneath the light canoe, 

Which, reflected, floating there, 

Looks as if it hung in air ! s 

Then, when I havo strayed awhile 
Ihrongh the Manatauliu isle, 8 
Breathing all its holy bloom, 

Swift upon the purple plume 
Of my Wakon-BinF I lly 
Where, beneath a burning sky, 

assess, eshssss 

MiES&n? rrr*- 

lakes;' Whcu it was calm mil ii! !,! l' eso lts lll ! mo from tho ideas tho Indians have of its 
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O'er the bed of Brio's lake, 

Slumbers many a water-snake, 

Basking in the web of leaves 
Which the weeping lily weaves l 1 

Then I chase the floweret-king _ 

Through his bloomy wild of spring; 

See him now, while diamond hues 
Soft.,his neck and wings suffuse, 

In the leafy chalice sink, 

Thirsting for his balmy drink; * 

how behold him all on lire, 

Lovoly ip his looks of ire, 

Breaking every infant stem, 

Scattering every velvet gem, 

Where his little tyrant lip 
Had not found enough to sip! 

Then my playful hand I steep 
Where the gold-thread 2 loves to creep, 

Cull from thence a tangled wreath, 

Words of magic round it breathe, 

Arnfthe sunny chaplet spread 
O’er the sleeping fly-bird's head, 3 
Till, with dreams of honey blessed, 

Haunted in his downy nest 
By the garden's fairest spells, 

Dewy buds and fragrant bolls, 

Fancy all bis soul embowers 
In the lly-bird's heaven of flowers 1 

Oft, when hoar and silvery flakes 
Melt along the milled lakes; 

Wlum the gray moose shells his horns, 

When the track at evening warns 
Weary hunters of the way 
To the wigwam's cheering ray, 

Then, aloft through freezing air, 

With the snow-bird 4 soft and fair 
As tho fleece that heaven flings 
O’er his little pearly wings, 

Light above the rocks I play, 

Where Niagara’s starry spray, 

Frozen on the cliff, appears 
Like a giant’s starting tears I 

* The Islands of Lake Erls are oumniniled luruo ontimideil ultoin of silk, and nro of n bright 
to a considerable distance by tho largo pond-lily, yellow,'— M’om 

whose leaves spread thickly over the surface of * ‘ 1/oinnim mmieho, Bros eormne un Immioton, 
the lake, and form a kind of bed for tho water- oat du Unites couleuis, vives et ehangoantoa: 11 
snakes In summer. tire »u subsistence dus Hours comme lea aboilloa: 

son nid list fait d'un uoton tres-lln auapciidu u 

* ‘The gold-thread is of the vino kind, and une broncho d’arbre ,'—Vagugit aia ,Mt» On- 
Arrows in swamps, Tho roots spread thenmivns dlcnttilw, par M. Husnu, tiecoud pnrt,lett, xx 
just under the surface of the morasses, and are 1 Hmbcriza liyemalls,—See Mutft ikmtoity, 
easily drawn out by nandfula; They resemble u p.tiHO. 
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There, amid the Inland-sedge, 

Juat upon the cataract's edge, 

Where the foot of living man 
Never trod since time began, 

Lone I sit, at close of day, 

While, beneath tho golden ray, 
ley columns gleam Inflow, 

Feathered round with falling snow. 

And ini arch of glory springs, 

Brilliant as the chain of rings * 

Hound tho neck rtf virgins hung,— 
Virgins 1 who have wandered young 
O'er the waters of the west 
To tho land whore spirits rent! 

Thus have I charmed, with viaiCnary lay, 

Tho lonely liniments of the night away; 

And now, fresh daylight o’er the water beams! 
Once nioru embarked upon the glittering streams, 
Our boat flics light along tho leafy shore, 

Shooting the falls, without a dip of oar 
Or breath of zephyr, like the mystic hark 
The poet saw, in ihgiamii divinely dark, 

Borne, without sails, along the dusky flood, 

While on its dock a pilot angel stood, 

And, with his wings oMiving light unfurled, 
Coasted tho dim shores of another world 1 

Yot oh ! boliuvo me in this blooming maze 
Of lovoly nature, where the fancy strays 
Prom charm to charm, whore every floweret's hue 
Hath something strange, ami every leaf is new! 

1 never fuel a bliss no pure and still, 

Mo heavenly calm, as when a stream or hill, 

Or veteran oak, like those remembered well, 

Or breeze or echo, or sumo wild-Howor’s smell 
(.For, who can say what small and fairy ties 
Tim memory flings o’er pleasure as it flies i) 
Reminds my heart of many a sylvan dream 
I (met) indulged by Trent’s inspiring stream; 

Of all iny sunny morns and moonlight nights 
On Bonington's greou lawns and breezy heights! 

Whether I trace the tranquil moments o'er, 

When I have seen thee cull tho blooms of loro, 
With him, the polished warrior, by thy side, 

A sister's idol and a nation’s pride! 

When thou hast read of heroes, troubled high 
In ancient fame, and if have seen thine eye 
Turn to tho living hero, while it road. 

For pure and brightening comments on the dead! 

• Lafltnu wWuu to believe, for the sake of his theory, that thorn wan an order 
Utiluxl atnomr tho Iroquois liiiliium. 
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Or whether metfiory to my miml recalls 
The festal grandeur of those lordly halls, 

When guests have met around the sparkling board, 
And welcome warmerl the cup that luxury poured; 
When the bright future star of England’s throne 
With magic smile hath o’er the banquet shone, 
Winning respect, nor claiming what lie won, 

But tempering greatness, like an evening suu 
Whoso light the eye can tranquilly admire, 

Glorious bn! mild, all softness yet all fire! 

Whatever hue my recollastions take, 

Even the regret, the very pain they wake 
Is dear and exqgisite!—but oh ] uo more— 

Lady ! adieu—my heart has lingered o'er 
These vanished times, till all that round me lies, 
Stream, banks, anti bowers, have faded on my eyes l 


IMPROMPTU, 

AFTER A VISIT TO MRS.-, OF MONTREAL, 

’Twas but for a moment—and yet in that time 
She crowded the impressions of many an hour: 

Her eye had a glow, like the sun of her climo, 

Which waked every feeding at once into (lower! 

Oh! could we have stolen but one rapturous day, 

To renew such impressions again and again, 

The things wo could look, and imagine, and say, 

Would be worth all the life we had wasted till then! 

What we had not the leisure or language to speak, 

Wc should find some more exquisite mode of revealing. 

And, between us, should feel just as much in a week, 

As others would take a millennium in fooling! 

WRITTEN ON PASSING DEADMAN’S ISLAND, 1 

IN THE GULF OF ST, LAWRENCE, LATE IN THE EVENING, SEPTEMBER 1(104. 

See you, beneath yon cloud s<f dark, 

Past gliding along, a gloomy bark! 

Her sails are full, though the wind is still, 

And there blows not a breath her sails to fill! 

1 This is one of the Magdalen Islands, and, tins very splendid hospitality with which my 
Bhurulurlr enough, is the property of Sir Isaac friends of the Phaeton mid Boston had treated 
Guilin. The above lines were suggested by a me, that I was but ill prepared to encounter tho 
superstition very common among sailors, who miseries of a Canadian ship. Tho weather, how> 
call this ghost-ship, I. think, ‘the flying Dutch- ever, was plcaspt, and tho scenery along the 

river dolightlhl, Our passage through tho Gut 
We were thirteen days on our passage from of Canso, with a bright sky and a fair wind, was 
Uuoboc to Halifax, and I had been so spoiled by particularly striking and romantic. 
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Oh i what doth that vessel of dftrknoaa bear? 
J-lie silent calm of the gravo is there, 

&vo now and again a death-knell rung, 

Ami the Hap of tho sails with night-fog luiug I 

There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore 
Of cold and pitiless Labrador; 

Wile re, under the moon, upon mounts of frost, 
l 1 nil many a umrinor’s bones are tossed! 

Yon shadowy bark hath been to that wreck, 
Ami the dim blue finHiUat lights her deck 
Doth play ou as pale and livid a crow, 

As ever yet drank the churchyard dew! 

To Deadman’s Isle, in the eye of the blast, 
lo Headman’s Isle she speeds her fast; 

By skeleton shapes her sails are furled, 

And the hand that steers is not of this world! 

Oh! hurry fclioo on—oil! hurry thee on, 
ihou terrible bark! ore the night he gone, 

Nor let morning look oil so foul a sight 
As would blanch for ever her rosy light i 


TO TH E BOSTON PRIG ATE. 1 

ON LEAVING HALIFAX FOR ENGLAND, OCTOBER 1804, 
NOSTOY II1WA2IS I’AYKKPQY,—PMW. 4 , 

With triumph this morning, oil Boston! I hail 
Tho stir of thy deck and the spread of thy sail; 

For they toll me I soon shall lie wafted, in thee 
J.o the nourishing isle of the brave and the free, 

And that chill Nova Beotia's unpromising strand 8 
Is the last l shall tread of American land. 

Well-peace to tho land 1 may tho people, at length, 
jKnow that freedom is Wins, but that honour in strength; 
Iliat though man have the wings of the fetterless wind, 
Of tho wantonest air that the north can unbind, 

Yet if health do not sweeten the blast with her bloom, 
Nor virtue's aroma its pathway perfume, 

Unblost is the freedom and dreary the flight, 

That but wanders to ruin and wantons to Might 1 
Farewell to the few I have left with regret, " 

May they sometimes recall, what l cannot forget, 


W E ; Drop 1 * 8 * with established at Windsor, about forty miles fraud 
whom I returned to England, and to whom ) um iinllfo and I was Indeed roost nloasuntlv nut'- 1 

l"if!| triK’ IT tie !! (!88(! f 1,1 *""*i Pfr* hj till) beauty mid fertilitySi 
I shi; hi but ofliuid the doheney of my Irieml which opened upon us after the bleak end rocky! 
Dough and at the same time do injustice to my wfldunmu by wide), Halifax is surround ' bSi 

much f S tohim Ud °’ dd #ttu ” pt t0 sliy ll(M *{ ,w >» tnivelling omvurds, wo should Ibid I 

J^ttwortb, «,o aSvemov of Nova 

™°h »owl tiT T™ 1 rtoneoompnny him has byno menu such an Mnamabila regnttm 1 m 
on Id* visit to the college which they have lately I was at first sight inclined to believe. K ! 
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That coinmuniol of heart, and that parley of soul, 

Which has lengthened our nights and illumined our howl, 

When they've asked me the manners, the mind, or the mien 
Of some hard I had known, or some chief 1 had seen, 

Whose glory, though distant, they long had adored, 

Whose name often hallowed the juice of then- hoard! 

And still as, with sympathy humble but trim, 

I told them each luminous trait that 1 knew, 

They have listened, and sighed that the powerful stream 
Of America’s ampin* should pass, like a dream, 

Without leaving one fragment of genius, to say 
How sublime was the tide which had vanished away! 

Farewell to thejew-thongli we never may meet 
On this planet again, it is soothing and sweet 
To think that, whenever my song or my name 
Shall recur to their ear, they’ll recall mo the same 
1 have been to them now, young, imthoughtful, and blest 
Ero hope had deceived mo or sorrow depressed! 

But, Douglas! while thus I endear to my mind 
The elect of the land we shall noon leave behind, 

I can read in the weather-wise glance of thine eye, 

As it follows the rack Hitting over the sky, 

That the faint coming breeze will lie fair tor our night, 

And shall steal us away ere the falling of night. 

Dear Douglas, thou knuwft, with then by my Hide, 

With thy friendship to soothe mo, thy courage to guide, 

There’s not a bleak isle in those summorless seas, 

Where the day comes in darkness, or shines but to freeze 
Not a tract of the line, not a barbarous shore, 

That I could not with patience, with pleasure explore! 

(>h | think then how happy 1 follow thee now, 

When hope smooths tlm billowy path of our prmv. 

And each prosperous sigh of the west-springing wind 
Takes mo nearer the home where my heart is enshrined ; 

Where the smili pf a father shall meet me again, 

And the tears of a mother turn bliss into pain; 

Where the kind voice of sisters shall steal to my kart, 

And ask it, in sighs, how we ever could part 1.- 

But see!—the bent top-sails arc ready to swell - 
To the boat—I am with thee—Columbia, farewell! 

TO LADY H.. 

ON AN OI,I> KINO FOUND AT TUNlllIlDliU-WiaDH. 

‘ Tunnobrliro out <1 In memo dishnuio do Luiuliw mio PimUiiililuau rest do Paris. Oil qu'll y « 
•do beau ot dogalaut dans I’nn at dans Pantru ooze try rowmdilo «u bmp ilea w*». 1* Mir 
pagnio,’ etc. etc,—Sou Mhmimihi (Jmmmil, Hocumlo part, chap. ill. 

Tunbridge Walls, August, 1*5, 
When Grammont graced these happy springs, 

And Tunbridge saw, upon her I'mitiles, 

The merriest wight of all the kings 
That ever ruled these gay gallant isles; 
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like us by day they rodo, they walked, 

At eve they did as we may do, 

And Grammont just like Spencer talked, 

And lovely Stewart smiled like you! 

The only different trait is this, 

That woman then, if mau beset her, 

Was rather given to saying ‘yes,’ 

Because as yet slm knew no bettor! 

Each night they held a coterie, 

Where, every fear to slumber charmed, 
Lovers were all they ought torbe, 

And husbands net the least alarmed! 

J.hoy called up all their school-day pranks, 

.Nor thought it much their souse beneath, 
to play at riddles, quips, aid cranks, 

And lords showed wit, and ladies teeth. 

An- .‘Why are husbands like tlm MintV’ 

Because, forsooth, a husband’s duty 
Is just to sob tlm name and print * 

Tluit give a currency to beauty, 

‘ Why is a gardenWildcred maze 
Like a young widow, fresh and fair ?’ 
Because it wauts some hand to raise 
The weeds, which ‘ have no business there!’ 

And thus they missed, and thus they hit, 

And now they struck, and now they parried, 
And some lay-in of full-grown wit, 

While others of a pun miscarried. 

’Twas one of those facetious nights 
That Grammont gave this forfeit ring, 

For breaking grave conundrum rites, 

Or punning ill, or—some such thing; 

From whence it can be fairly traced 
Through many a branch and many a bough, 
From twig twig, until it graced 
The snowy hand that wears it now, 

All this I’ll prove, and then to you, 

Oh Tunbridge 1 and your springs ironical,, 

1 swear by It • tliy—to’s eye of blue, 

To dedicate the important chronicle. 

Long may your ancient inmates give 
Their mantles to your modern lodgers, 

And diaries’,loves in IT .tlie-te live, 

And Charles’ bards revive in lingers J 
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Let no pedantic tools lie there, 

For ever bo those fops abolished, 

With heads as wooden as thy ware, 

And, Heaven knows! not half so polished. 

But still receive the mild, the gay, 

The few, who know the rare delight 
Of reading Grannmmt every day, 

acting Graniiiiont every night! 

• * -*— 

TO-. 

0 . 

Nkvkb mind how the pedagogue proses. 

You wept not antiquity's stamp, 

The lip that’s so scented by roses, 

Oli! never must smell oftlio lamp, 

Old Cloo, whose withering kisses 
Have long set the loves at defiance, 

Now, done with the science of blisses, 

May fly to the blisses of science! 

• 

Young Sappho, for wafit of employments, 

Alone o’er her Ovid may melt, 

Condemned lmt to read of enjoyments 
Which wiser Coriuua had felt. 

But for yon to he buried in books— 

Oil, Fanny! thoy’ro pitiful sages, 

Who could not in one of your looks 
Head more than in millions of pages! 

Astronomy finds in your eye 
Better light than she studies above, 

And music must borrow your sigh 
As the melody dearest to love? 

In Ethics—’tis you that can check, 

In a minute, their doubts and their quarrels; 
Oh! show lmt that mole on your neck, 

And 'twill soon put an end to their morals, 

Your Arithmetic only can trip 
When to kiss and to corftit you endeavour; 
But eloquence glows on your'lip 
When you swear that you’ll love me for over. 

Thus you see what a brilliant alliance 
Of arts is assembled in you — 

A course of more exquisite science 
Man never need wish to go through 1 

And, oh!—if a fellow like me 
May confer a diploma of hearts, 

With my lip thus 1 seal your degree, 

My divine little Mistress of Arts 1 
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PREFATORY LETTER Of?' MUSIC, 

It lias often been remarked, and oftener felt, that our music is the truest of all 
comments upon our history. “The tone of defiance, succeeded by the languor 
of despoudeuey-a burst of turbulence dying away into aoftuess—the sorrows 
of one moment lost in the levity of the next-and all that romantic mixture of 
mirth and sadness, which is naturally produced by the efforts of,a lively tem¬ 
perament to shake off or forget the wrongs which lie upon it. Such are the 
features of our history and character, which we find strongly and faithfully 
reflected in our music; and there air many airs which*, I think, it is difficult to 
listen to without recalling some period or event to which their expression seems 
peculiarly applicable. Sometimes, when the strain is open and spirited, yet 
lihaded here and,there by a mournful recollection, wo can fancy that we behold 
the brave allies of Montrose 1 marching to the aid of the royal cause, notwith¬ 
standing all the perfidy oi Charles and his ministers, and remembering just 
enough of past sufferings to enhance the generosity of their present sacrifice. 
The plaintive melodies of Oarolan take ns back to the times in which he lived 
when our poor countrymen wore driven to worship their God in caves, or to 
quit for ever the land of their birth (like the bird that abandons the nest wlneli 
human touch lias violated); and in many a song do we hear the last farewell of 
the exile, mingling regret for the ties lie leaves at home, with sanguine expec¬ 
tations of the honours that await him abroad—such honours as were won on the 
field of Fontonoy, where the valour of Irish. Catholics turned the fortune of the 
day in favour of the French, and extorted from George II. that memorablo 
exclamation, “ Cursed be the laws which deprive me of such subjects 1” 

Though much has been said of the antiquity of our music, it is certain that 
our finest and most popular airs are modern; and perhaps we may look no 
further than the last disgraceful century for the origin of most of those wild 
and melancholy strains which w^e at once the offspring and solace of grief, and 
which wore applied to the mind as music was formerly to the body, “ deeantare 
lqeadolentia.” Mr, Pinkerton is of opinion that none of the Scotch popular 
airs are, as old as the middle of the sixteenth century; and though musical 
antiquaries refer us for some of our melodies to so early a period as the fifth 
century, I am persuaded that there, arc few of a civilised description (and by 
this 1 mean to exclude all the savage eelfnuns, cries, 2 fa.) which can claim quite 


1 There are swmi gratifying accounts of tho Ills miraculous success to this small band of 
gallantry of thorn Irish -auxiliaries in The Com- Irish heroes under Maotlonncll. 

Me motors, ‘if Fie Win* in Seoilunil unilcr * Of which some genuine specimens may be 
Montmc (HlfiO). Clarendon owns that the found at the end of Mr, Walker's work upon tho 
Marqutoof Montrose war Indebted Jhr much of Irish Hurds- Mr, Bunting has dlsilmrod htr 
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so ancient a date as Mr, Pinkerton allows to tlio Scotch. But music is not the 
ouly subject upon which our taste for antiquity is rather unreasonably indulged ; 
and, however heretical it may bo to dissent from these romantic speculations, l 
cannot help thinking that it is possible to love our country very zealously, and 
to feel deeply interested in her honour and happiness, without believing that 
Irish was the language spoken in Paradise'—that our ancestors wero kind 
enough to take the trouble of polishing tho Greeks 3 —or that Abatis, tho 
Hyperborean, was a native of the north of Ireland. 3 

By some of these archeologists it has been imagined that tho Irish wore 
early acquainted with r coimterpoint, 4 and they endeavour to support this 
conjecture by a well-known passage «n Giraldus, where lie dilates-witli such 
elaborate praise upon the beauties of our national minstrelsy. But the terms 
of this eulogy are too vague^too deficient in technical accuracy, to_ prove that 
even Giraldus himself knew anything of the artifice of counterpoint. There 
are many expressions iii the Greek and Latin writers which might he cited with 
much more plausibility to prove that they understood the arrangement of 
music in parts ; B yet I believe it is conceded in general by tho learned, that 
however grand and pathetic the melody of tho ancients may have boon, it was 
reserved for the ingenuity of modern science to transmit the, ' light of song ’ 
through tho variegating prism of harmony. 

Indeed the irregular scale of tho early Irish (in which, as in tlm music of 
Scotland, the interval of tho fourth was wanting) 0 must have furnished hut 
wild and refractory subjects to the harmonist. It was only when tho invention 
of Guido began to be known, and the powers of tho harp 7 wore enlarged by 

lust splendid volume by too many of those bar’ occurs In tho Treatise, attributed to Aristotle, 
Imrous rhapsodies. Ilepi Koct/aou—-Movotki) 5c ofciv k<u papciv, 

I See Advertisement to tho Transactions nf tire k.tX 

Vriiollo Society of Dublin. 0 Auothor lawless peculiarity of our music Is 

3 O’Halloran, vol. 1. part i. chap, vi. tho frequency of what composers cull iionseeu- 

8 Id. ib,, chap. vii. tivo llftlis; hut this is an irregularity which run 

II It is also supposed, hut with as llttlo proof, hardly lie avoided by persons not very conversant 
that tlioy understood tho diesis, or enharmonic witli tho rules of composition; Indeed, If I muy 
interval. The Greeks seem to liavo formed venture to oito my own wild attempts in this 
their cars to this delicate gradation of sound; way, it is n limit which [ find myself continually 
anil, whatever difficulties or objections may lie in committing, and which lias sometimes appeared 
the way of its practical use, wc must agree with so pleoBlng to my ear that I have surrendered it 
Mersouno {Prelude,* dc 1‘JIanmie,<\mi, 7), that to tho critic with considerable reluctance, May 
the theory of music would be imperfect without there not he a little pedantry In adhering ton 
it; and, even in practice, as Tosi, among others, rigidly to this rule P 1 have been told that there 
very justly remarks (04 »ot«<w»sob Mend Song, arc instances in Haydn of an undisguised hu<" 
chap, i. § Id) there is no good performer on the cession of fifths i and Mr. Shield, in his htn- 
violin who does not make a sensible difference duetion to Mamma, seems to inliiniito that 
between D sharp and E (hit, though, from tho Handel has been sometimes guilty of Ilia name 
imperfection of tho instrument, tlioy are tho irregularity. 

same notes upon tho pianoforte. Tho effect of 7 A singular oversight occurs in an Essay on 
modulation by enharmonic transitions is also the lrliffi llarphyMr. lloiml’ord. which is inserted 
very striking ami beautiful, in tho Appendix to IVulfyr'a Mutorkul Mmm. 

8 lTie wordsiramiAiaandenpo^nwa,inapaa- 'The Irish,’says lie, 1 according to Ilromtoit,in 
fingo of Plato, and some expressions of Cicero, in the reign of Henry II., had two kinds of harps, 
fragment, lib, ii,, De liepull,, induced tho AhW " Hibernlcl tamen in duolms music! gonerlH in- 
Fraguior to maintain that the ancients had a strumemis, ipiamvis prieclpitcm ot voloeem, aim- 
knowledge of counterpoint. M. Burette, hmv- vom tamen etjucundam,” tho one greatly hold 
ever, has answered him, I think satisfactorily ■and quick, tho other soft and pleasing.’ How a 
("Examcnd'un Passage do Platon," in the third man of Mr. lieauford’s learning could so mis- 
volume of Ekttin de I’Acntl), M. Huot is of take the meaning and mutilate tho grammatical 
opinion (hmm Divenen) that what Cicero says construction of this extract is unaccountable, 
of the music of the spheres, in his dream of Tho followingis the passavo as I find it entire in 
Soipio, is sufficient to prove an acquaintance with Bromton, and it requires but little Batin to per* 
harmony; but one of tho strongest mission's reive the injustice which has been done to the 
which I recollect in favour of tho supposition old chroniclerKt cum Hcq'Ja, hujiia temo, 
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additional strings, that mu’ melodies took the swlot character which interests 
us at present; and while tho Scotch persevered in the old mutilation of the 
scale, 1 our music became gradually more amenable to tho laws of harmony and 
counterpoint. 

In profiting, however, by tho improvements of the moderns, our style still 
kept its originality sacred from their refinements; and though Oarolau had 
frequent opportunities of hearing the works of Geminiani and other masters, we 
but rarely find him sacrificing his native simplicity to the ambition of tlmir 
ornaments, or affectation of their science, In that curious composition, indeed, 
called his Concerto, it is evident that he laboured to'imitato Corelli; and this 
union of Manners so very dissimilar produces the same kind of uneasy sensation 
which is felt at a mixture of different styles of architecture, In general, how' 
ever, tho artless flow of our music has preserve^ itself free from all tinge of 
foreign innovation, 3 and the chief corruptions of which wo have to complain 
arise from the unskilful performance of our own itinerary musicians, from whom, 
too frequently, the airs are noted down, encumbered by their tasteless decora¬ 
tions, ami responsible for all their ignorant anomalies, Though it bo sometimes 
impossible to trace the original strain, yet in most of them, ‘auri per ratnos 
aura refulgot,’ 3 the pure gold of the melody shines through the ungraceful 
foliage which surrounds it; and the most delicate and difficult duty of a com¬ 
piler is to endeavour, as much as possible, by retrenching these inelegant 
superfluities, and collating the various methods of playing or singing each air, 
to restore the regularity of its fon», and tho chaste simplicity of its character, 

I must, again observe that, in doubting tho antiquity of our musics, my 
scepticism extends hut to those polished specimens of the art which it is 
difficult to conceive anterior to the daitn of modern improvement; and that it 
would by no means invalidate the claims of Ireland to as early a rank in the 
annuls of minstrelsy as tho most zealous antiquary may he inclined to allow 
her. In addition, indeed, to the power which music must always have pos¬ 
sessed over the minds of a people so ardent and susceptible, the stimulus of 
persecution was not wanting to quicken our taste into enthusiasm; the charms 
of song wero ennobled with the glories of martyrdom, and tho acts against 
minstrels in the reigns of Henry VIII. and Elizabeth wore as successful, I 
doubt not, in making my countrymen musicians as tho penal laws have been 
in keeping them Catholics. 

With respect to the verses which I have written for these melodies, as they 
are intended rather to he sung than read, I can answer for thoir sound with 
somewhat more confidence than their sense; yet it would he■ affectation to 
deny that 1 have given much attention to the task, and that it is not through 

Ilia, utatur lyru, tympana at ehoro, an Wallin a Among other false refinements of tho art 
ntharn, ttibis et ohura Ililioruici tmnooin dunlins our music (with tho exception, pnvnaps, oi the 
fuuaici generis hmtnummlis, ijmmm fneolfitm air called 1 Mamma, Mamma, ami one or two 
Si velocem, tiuwem Imam ft jmmdtm, crispatis more of the soon) ludicrous dcBoriptiou) 1ms 
moduli# et intriuatis iiiitnlis, ejjhimd harmmiam“ avoided that puorilo mimicry ol natural noises, 
Mist. Am/lic. A'tripl,, p, 107.1). I should not motion#, So., which disgraces so otten the works 
ouve thought tills error worth remarking, hut of even the great Handel himself. I)' Alembert 
that the compiler of tho Dissertation on the might to have had bettor tasto than to become 
Harp, prefixed to Mr. Bunting’s lust work, lips the patron of this iiriitiitivo alihotatlon (Dim 
adopted it implicitly. Driliminairade l hacudnpidu:). lho reader may 

1 Tho Scotch lay claim, to some of our best Iimi some good remark# on tho mibjeet in AvIhoii 
airs, hut there are strong trait# of difference lie- upon Musical Expression; a work winch, though 
tween their molodios and oiyu. They had under the name ol Avison, was written, it is 
formerly tho name passion for robbing us of our said, by Dr. Brown, 
sairiis, ami tho learned Henipstor was, for tin# J Virgil, Mold, lib. 0, v. 204. 
uffeneo, caliod‘TlioSaint-Btealer.’ 
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want of zeal or industry if I unfortunately disgrace tire aweot airs of my 
country by poetry altogether unworthy of their taste, their energy, and their 
tenderness. ’ aJ 

though the humble nature of my contributions to this work may exempt 
tnem irom the rigours of literary criticism, it was not to bo expected that 
those touches of political feeling, those tones of national complaint, in which 
the poetry sometimes sympathizes with the music, would be suffered to puss 
without censure or alarm, _ It lias been accordingly said, that the tendency of 
this publication is mischievous, 1 and that I have chosen these airs but as a 
v ®c? a dau F°" 3 P 011 ^—as fair and precious vessels (to borrow an imago 
ot ot, Augustine) from which the wise of error might be administered. To 
those who identify nationality with treason, and who see in every effort for 
Ireland a system of hostilitv towards England—to those too, who, nursed in 
e gloom of prejudice are alarmed by the faintest gleam of liberality that 
threatens to disturb their darkness, like that Demophou of old who, when the 
suu shone upon lnm, shivered V-to such men I shall not deign to apologize 
loi the warmth of any political sentiment which may occur in the course of 
diese pages. But as there are many among the more wise and tolerant who, 
with reeling enough to mourn over the wrongs of their country, and sense 
i W Ve ? tlie d f*?T of . rml ™8 them, may yet think that 
£— 6 eMt i d T ee . b ° Id or in ^ amma tory should be avoided in a pub. 

catmu of this popular description-! beg of these respected persons to believe 
fuJ • a ,°- e wht) . 1 deprecates moi# sincerely than I do any appeal te 
onfn fl 1Sn ° r m* and an §7 “i^itude; but that it is not through 
Se }fw b m f a T?i e W °* societ y'» work of this nature oouh) 
10 C1 ™ llilt . e ’ * it looks much higher for its audience 
of tW f °ff Ull< } ? P i n ^^.Pianofortes of the rich and the educated- 

« 1We tkir ■ atl0nal “ al a little stimulated without 
exciting much diead of the excesses into which it may hurry them • and 

of many whose nerves may he now and then alarmed with advantage as 
jH£e m ° re 1810 ^ gained by their fears tlian ™ lld ever bo Effected fronftheir 

mack"7tL t MPtinff e i d j 0 tlI : ' ie W ol, j ectio]1 wllichlia s ^eu hitherto 
of1S Tf ’ a ‘ ow me t0 add »words in defence 

which it wodd bo b T« ht . a Datioual fading to this 

judicious Through manv of 1'! eXpeCt ^’ Qma f° rei o ucr > however tasteful or 
sentiment whieR iS L f ° WU “ m P 0S $ 0n8 wo trace a vein of Irish 

** '*"• **"" 

Jntliose ams which are arranged fm- vote, his skill has particularly dis- 

1 ’ This emblem of motet, bigots was head- 
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tinguished itself, and though it cannot be denied that a single melody most, 
natural y expresses lie language of feeling amf passion, yet often, when a 
favourite strain has been dismissed as having lost its charm of novelty for the 
ear, it returns ini a harmonized shape with new claims upon our interest anil 
attention; and to those who study the delicate artifices of composition, the 
construction of the inner parts of these pieces must afford, I think, eonside- 
lable satisfaction Every voice has an air to itself, a flowing succession of notes 

+hn 1C t nll R b “ b .® ard 1 l deasm '° independent of the rest, so artfully has 
t e harmonist if 1 may thus express it ) ymlkd the melody, distributing an 
equal portion of its sweetness to every part. ,, 3 mug an 
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GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE, 


Go where glory waits thee, 
But while fame elates thee, 

Oh! still remember me, 
When the praise thou meetost 
To thine car is sweetest, 

Oh! then remember me. 
Other arms may press thee, 
Dearer friends caress thee, 

All the joys that bless thee, 
Sweeter far may lie; 

But when friends are nearest 
And when joys are dearest, 

Oh! then remember me. 

When at eve thou revest 
By the star thou invest, 

Oli! then remember me, 
Think, when home returning, 
Bright we’ve seen it hurtling, 
Oh ! thus remember me. ’ 


Oft as summer closes, 

When thine eye reposes 
On in its lingering roses, 

Once so loved by thee, 

Think of her who wovu them, 
Her who made thee lovo them, 
Oh! then remember me. 

When, around thee dying, 
Autumn leaves are lying, 

Oil! then remember me. 
And, at night, when gazing, 

Oil the gay hearth blazing, 
i Oil! still remember me, 
Then, should music, stealing 
All the soul of feeling, 

To thy heart appealing, 

Draw one tear from thee s 
Then let memory bring thee 
Strains I used to sing thco,— 
Oh! then remember me. 


"WAR SONG, 

REMEMBER THE GLORIES OP BRIEF THE BRAVE,* 

Rkmkmbuh the glories of Rrion tlie brave, 

Though the day s of the hero are o’er; 

Tliougli lost to Mmionia,-? and cold in the grave, 

Ho returns to Kinkora* no more, 

i J .2$? I! ? n h T,'i l10 ,1, r r , flh ? f Wynd, who wua killed at tho battle of Clmitarf in tho 

lw emnins: ot tlie 11th century, alter having ileleateil tho Danes in twenty.live cii'-uirmienta 
Minister. i o 


3 The puiiwe of iiriin7 : 
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That star of the? field, which so often hath pour’d 
Its beam on the battle, is set; 

But enough of its glory remains on each sword, 

To light us to victory yot. 

Mononia! when Nature embellish'd the tint 
Of thy fields and thy mountains so fair, 

Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print , 

■The footstep of slavery there ? 

No! Freedom, whose smile wo shall never resign. 

Go, te,II our invaders, the Danes, 

That 'tia sweeter to bleed’for an age at thy shrine, * 
than to sleep but a moment in chains, 

ft 

Forget not our wounded companions, who stood' 

In the day of distress by our side: 

While the moss of the valley grew red with their blood, 

I hey stor'd not, but conquer’d aitd died. 

That sun which now blesses our arms with his light 
haw them fall up Ossory’s plain 
Oh I let him not blush when he leaves us to-night, 
lo find that they fell there in vain, 

ERIN I THE TEAR AND THE SMILE IN THINE EYES. 

Erin ! the tear and thetonilo in thine eyes 
Blond like the rainbow that hangs in thy skies I 
Shining through sorrow’s stream, 

Saddening through pleasure’s beam, 

ihy suns with doubtful gleam 

Weep whilo they rise. 

Erin! thy silent tear shall never coast', 

™ tong’M smile ne’er shall increase, 

DU) hke the rainbow's light, 

Thy various tints unite, 

And form in Heaven’s sight 
One arch of peace! 


OH! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME. 

Oir ! breathe not his name, let it sloe* in tlm shade, 

W1 eie co d and nnlimimir’d his relies are laid; 

Sad silent, and dark he the tears that we shed, 

_f !.! Igllt : dt ; W tkt fall « «“ the grass o'er his head. 

: Jh’icn, when tliey ’wn intormS T K -l 11 r,,,k lll(! * ilIu "f a H,mml 

return from the battle of Cljtarf ly p ! wouiideil mSi.nm’ 11 ftml . ei| i llt lim,,Iral 
po riek, prinoo of elusory. The wou ulwl mon nmriS/ili emnoiateil, 

entreated thnt they m Vht hu XwLi t <l tl , k , lnl »«,iippourod mlxwi 

irht with, tho iwJ if'ct stakes,- h^y tii 

bostak in thoirro.mil, and aullfeV each of 1 lj.kll.ehapj.^* hlblt0 ‘’ of Mh H 
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fitlKll tkl “ *»« « WMR 

ouan uriginen with verdure the grave where he alec™ . 

fit JEfa r shedi tb,tgh SKS 1 ' 

snail long keep Ins memory green in our souls, 


WHEN HE WHO ADORES THEE. 

W 0f E hi? 6 i‘’fiT“ tb00 haB left b,lt the >»me 
ut ms fan t and lus sorrows behind, 

df3fSn?r\T eep ' whunthey da '*™ the fame 
ut a nit. tliat for thee was resign’d ? 

TW tS™ «M? 0 r vei li n y foes m y “nd«nn, 

ihy tears shall efface their decree ; 

Jt or Heaven can witness, though guilty to them, 

1 ha ™ keen but too faithful to thee, 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love - 

Inn!. 6 ? n of,llyrcasou **» thine; 

m my i as t humble prayer to the Spirit above, 
lliy mime shall bo mingled with mine. 

lH , vera a,ld fricilds wlu » shall live 
I ho days of thy glory to see; 

r* twf m d0 Kf rt 1)1 , essill h r that Heaven can give 
Is the pride of thus dying for thee. h 


THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARA’S HALLS. 

This harp that once through Tara’s halls 
IJio soul of music, shed, 
hangs as mute on Tara’s walls 
^ As if that soul were fled. 

So sleeps the pride of former days, 

. So glory’s thrill is o’er,: 

And hearts, that once beat high for praise 
Now feel that pulse no more. 

No more to chiefs and ladies bright 
The harp of Tara swells: 

The chord alone, that breaks at night, 

Its tale of min tells, 

Thus Freedom now, so seldom wakes, 

The only throb ffhe gives 
Is when some heart indignant breaks, 

To show that still bIic lives. 
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FLY NOT YET. 

Fly not yet; ’tis just the hour 
When pleasure, like the midnight flower 
That scorns the eye of vulgar light, 
Begins to bloom for sons of night, 

And maids who love the moon. 

Twas lmt to bless these hours of-shade 
That beauty and the moon were made; 
’Tis then their soft attractions glowing 
Set the tides and g'oblets flowing, 

Oh! stay,—oh! stay,— 

•Toy so seWom weaves a chain 
Like this to-night, that, oh! ’tis pain 
To hreakfits links so soon, 

Fly not yet; the fount that play’d 
In times of old through Ammon’s shade, 1 
Though icy cold by day it ran, 

Yet still, like souls of mirth, began 
To burn when night was near, 

And thus should woman’s heart and looks 
At noon bo cold as winter brooks, 

Nor kindle till the night, returning, 
Brings their genial jiour for burning. 

Oh! stay,—oh! stay,—• 

When did morning ever break, 

And find such beaming eyes awake 
As those that sparkle hero.? 


OH! THINK NOT MY SPLINTS ARE ALWAYS AS LIGHT. 

On! think not my spirits are always as light, 

And as free from a pang, as they seem to yon now: 

Nor expect that the heart-beaming untile of to-night 
Will return with to-morrow to brighten my brow. 

No-life is a waste of wearisome hours, 

Which seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns; 

And the heart that is soonest awake to the flowers, 
la always the first to lie touch’d by the thorns. 

But send round the bowl, and ho happy awhile:- 
May we never meet worse, in our pilgrimage hero, 

1 a i if * ear .™* enjoyment may gild with a smile, 

And the smile that compassion can turn to a tear! 

The thread of our life wouhfbe dark, Heaven knows! 

It it were not with friendship and love intertwined; 

And 1 care not how soon I may sink t' .oposo, 

_J^ en ^ leso Blessings shall cease to oh dear to my mind. 

1 Solis Pons, near the Temple of Ammon, 
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But they who have lovid the fondest, the purest, 

A.S tl fl 1 m M pt °, er the town they believed; 

sli mwiui ?! K U 3lumber ’ d i U frie iip wowest 
« lu PP,y mdeed if twas never deceived. 

But send round the howl; while a relie of truth 

Is m man or in woman, this prayer shall he mine - 

That the sunshine of love may illumine our youth 

And the moonlight of friendship console our decline. 


THOUGH THE LAST GLIMPSE OF ERIN WITH SORROW I SEE. 

. the ^ glimi,S0 of &in »nw I see, 

Ytt wheiever thou art shall seem Erin to me: 

a f, 1 ,. •% 1)030111 shall still be % home 

And thine eye&inake my climate wherever we roam, 

To the gloom of some desert or cold rocky shore, 

1 wTflv wT ° n 6 S r Rlnge f cai) llaullt 113110 more,* 

1 will fly with my Ooulin, and think the rouuh wind 

Less rude taan the foes we leave frowning behind. 

And thy S 1 Mt M finwafol' it wreathes, 

NmM I! w t J! y 80 i , , ar B 08 W1 % it breathes; 

Noi diud that the cold-hearted Saxon will tear 

Uuu chord from that harp, or one lock from that hair. 1 


RICH AND RARE WERE THE GEMS SHE WORE. 2 


Rioh arid rare were the gems she wore, 

And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore; 
But, oli! her beauty was far beyond 
Her sparkling gems or snow-white wand. 


‘Lady, dost thou not fear to stray, 

So lone and lovely, through this bleak rvay ? 

Are Erin’s sons so good or so cold, 

__ As not to lie tempted by woman or gold t 

siillllPpsi 

W m. Mi, Walkerinlormau»also that, about toon l.t^ 






6 Sir Knight f 1 feel not the least alarm, 

No son of Erin will offer me harm: 

For though they love women and goldon store, 
Sir Knight! they love honour and virtue more.’ 

On she went, and her maiden smile 
In safety lighted her round the green isle; 

And blest for ever is she who relied 
Upon Erin’s honour and Erin’s pride. 


AS A BEAM O’ER THE FACE OP THE WATERS MAY GLOW 

ft 

As a beam o'er the face of the waters may glow, 

While the tide rmis^in darkness and coldness below, 

So the chook may be tinged with a warm sunny smile, 
i hough the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while. 

One fatal remembrance, one sorrow that throws 
Its bleak shade alike o’er our joys and our woes, 

\ a which, life nothing darker or brighter can bring 
For which joy has no balm and affliction no sting: 

Oh! this thought in the midst efl enjoyment will stay, 

Like a dead leafless branch in the summer's bright ray. 

The beams of the warm sun nluy round it in vain 
ft may smile in his light, but it blooms not again.' 


THE MEETING OF THE WATERS. 1 

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet, 

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet- 8 
Oh! the last rays of feeling and life must depart, ’ 

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart. 

Yet it was not that Nature had shed o’er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green; 

I was not her soft magic of streamlet or hill, 

Oh! no—it was something more exquisite still, 

Twas that friends, the beloved of my bosom, were near, 

Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear, 

Ann who felt how the best charms of Nature improve 
When we see them reflected from looks that wo love, 

Swept vale of Avoca! how calm could I rest 
In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best 
Where the storms that we feel in this cold world should cease 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace, 

Staff'‘-^"*>nr*** 

1 ‘TheMeeting of -the Waters* forms a part romanS .™ l ftS ™ gKCRleil i > / t ftvisit 111 
ff*hat beautiful scenery which lies between * m W - 
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ST. SENANUS AND THE LADY. 

8T, SENANUS, 1 

‘Oh ! haste and leave this snored isle, 

Unholy bark, ere morning smile; 

For on thy deck, though dark it he, 

A female form I see; 

And I have sworn this sainted sod 
o Shall ne'er by woman’s feet be trod.' 1 


THE LADY, @ 

‘ 0 Father! send not heneg my bark, 
Through wintry winds and billows dark $ 
l come With humble heart to share 
Thy morn and evening prayer: 

Nor mine the feet, 0 holy Saint! 

The brightness of thy sod to taint,’ 

The Lady’s pi;;tyor Seuamis spum'd; 

The winds blew fresh, the bark return'd; 
But legends hint, that had tho maid 
Till morning’s light delayed, 

And given the saint one rosy smile, 

She ne’er had left his lonoly'isle. 


HOW DEA R TO ME THE HOUR, 

How dear to mo the hour when daylight dies, 

And sunbeams melt along the silent sea, 

For then sweet dreams of other days arise, 

And memory breathes her vesper sigh to thoo, 

And, as I watch tho lino of light, that plays 
Along the smooth wave t’ward tho burning west, 

I long to trunk that golden path of rays, 

And think ’twould lead to some bright isle of rest, 


1 In a metrical life of St. Senanus, wlitnli is Cui prml, miiil finminia 

taken from im old Kilkenny MS., anil may lie Commune osfc cum momiuhisp 

found among the Acta Banmnm lliknda, we Nee to nee ullum attain 

are told of hisfilght to the island of Hcultury, Slid Admittmmw in iimulam, 

liia resolution not teadmit any woman nl'Uiopartyj See the Ma Saitet, Mb, p. Gift, 

ho refused to receive even a sister saint, St, Can- 

new, whom an angel had taken to the island for According to Dr, Lortivich, St, Senanus was ik 
tho express purpose of Introducing her to him. hm a personage than tho river Shannon; but 
Tho following was the ungracious answer of He- O’Connor ami other imtiipuu'ianii deny this met u 
nanus, according to his poetical biographermurphuso indignantly, 
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f 

TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE. 

WRITTEN ON RETURNING A BLANK ROOK. 

^ ie P il c5 e > Haply, when from those eyes 

i vVhite and unwritten still; Par, far away I roam, 

Some hand, more calm and sage, Should calmer thoughts arise 
The leaf must lill. Towards you and home; 

Thoughts come as pure as light, Fancy may trace some line 
Pure as even you reqifire; Worthy those eyes to meet, 

But oh ! each word I write Thoughts that not burn, brt shine, 

Love turns to lire. Pure, calm, and sweet. 

Yet let me keep the book; ' And as, o’er ocean far, 

Oft shall my heart renew, Seamen their records keep 

When on its leaves I look, • Led by some hidden star 
Hear thoughts of you. Through the cold deep; 

Like you, ’tis fair and bright j So may the words I write 

Like you, too bright and fair Toll through what storms I striiy- 

lo let wild passion write You still the unseen lmht 

One wrong wish there, Guiding my way, ” 


THE LEGACY. 

When in death I shalfealm recline, 

Oh, bear my heart to my mistress dear! 

Toll her it lived upon smiles and wine 
Of the brightest hue, while it linger’d here. 

Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow, 

To sully a heart so brilliant and light; 

But balmy drops of the red grapo borrow, 

To bathe the relic from morn till night. 

When the light of my song is o’er, 

Then take my harp to your ancient hall • 

Hang it up at that friendly door, 

Where weary travellers love to call,' 

Then if some bard, who roams forsaken, 

Revive its soft note in.passing along, 

Oil! lot one thought of its master waken 
Your warmest smile for the fluid of song. 

Keen this cup, which is now o’erflowing, 

To grace your revel when Pm at rest; 

Sever, oh! never its halm bestowing 
On lips that beauty hath seldom liless’di 
But. when some warm devoted lover 
Po her he adores shall bathe its brim, 

Then, then my spirit around shall hover, 

And hallow each drop that foams, for him, 

1 bn every house was mm or two harps, ftee to ajl travellers, who w™ n« ~ ,7~ 

more thp„y excelled in mt\$;~QfEalwnq, 1110 nwr ® ‘bo 
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HOW OFT HAS THE BENSHEE CRIED. 

How oft has tlio Bcnsheo cried! 

How oft has death untied 
Bright links that Glory wove, 

Swoot bunds entwined by Love! 

Peace to each manly soul that sleepeth; 
Best to each faithful eye that wcepethi 
Long may the fair and bravo ; 

Sigh o’or the hero's grave! 

We’re fallen upon gloomy .days 5 1 
Star after star decays, ‘' 

Every bright name that shed 

Light o’or the land is lied, 

Hark falls Alio tear of him who mourneth 
Lost joy, or hope that ne’er roturnctli: 

But brightly flows the tear 
Wopt o’er a hero’s bier. 

Quench'd are our beacon lights— 

Thou, of tliH Hundred Fights V 
Thou, on whose burning tongue 
A mth, poaeo, and freedom hung ! 3 
Both mntu,—but long as valour shinotk, 

Ur mercy’s soul at war ropiueth, 

So long shall Erin’s pride 
Tell how they lived and died. 


WE MAY .ROAM THROUGH THIS WORLD. 

Wk may roam through this world, like a child at a feast 
n ho hut sips of a sweet, and thou flics to the rest; 

Ami, when pleasure begins to grow dull in the east, 

Wo may order our wings, and bo off to the west; 

But if hearts that feel, and eyes that smile, 

Are the dearest gilts that Heaven supplies, 

We never need leave our own green isle, 
tor sensitive hearts, and for sun-bright eyes. 

.Iheii remember, wherever your goblet "is crown’d, 

eastward or westward you roam, 
When a uip to the smile of dear woman goes round, 

Oh ! remember the’smile that adorns her at home. 


Irishohnraotu'.^wbmh‘Inf f,mt f' ,rd before,is the title given to auto 
‘Ite MntmM* lias been applied t«>i V “»ultimu 3 Romanomra," 




— ;*"****>**»«**■*•) •»«■* Qtmuv«M m j.ivjiinuj jjj MVUJHj 

B.y a ilnigon of prudery, placed within call; 

Let so oft this uuamiablo dragon has slept, 

That the garden's but carelessly watch’d after all. 

Oh ! they want the wild sweet-briery fence 
Which round the flowers of Erin dwells; 

Which warms the toueli, while winning the sense, 
n Nor charms us least when it most repels, 

J’heu romember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, 

1 lirough tins world,whether eastward or westward you roam, 
Wlioii ti cup to the smile of dour woiiiuu pics round, 

Oh ! romemhor the smile that adorns her at home, 

In France, when tfhe heart ef a woman sets sail 
On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try, 
love seldom goes fat in a vessel so frail, 

But,just pilots her off, and then hid# her good-bye, 

Wjiue the daughters of Erin keep the hoy, 

Ever smiling beside his faithful oar, 
through billows of wee and beams of joy, 

Tbo same as he look’d when lie left tlie shore, 
llieii, remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, 
through thin work, whether (jastward or westward you roam, 
When a enp to the smile of dear woman goes round, 
vh! remember the smile that adorns her at home, 


EVELEJiN’S BOWER 

Oir! weep for the hour 
When to Eveleeu’s hewer 
The Lord of the Valley with false vows camo: 

Tho moon hid her light 
From tho heavens that night, 

Aud wopt behind tho clouds o'er the maiden’s nhama 

The clouds pass'd soon 
From the chaste cold moon, 

And .leaven smiled again with her vestal ilamc; 

But none will, nee the day 
m,., .^‘f 1 file ckmto shall pass away, 
which that dark hour left iiud'lveleeii'H 'fame, 

The white snow lay 
„, n , ! ,u narrow pathway 

Mon the Lord of the Valley cross’d over the moor, 

A nd many a deep print 
On tlm white show's tint 

bhowdthe track of his footsteps to Eveleen's door. 

The next mm’s ray • 

Soon molted away 

■very trace on the path where the false Lord came 


But there's a light above* 

Which alone can remove 

That stain upon the snow of fair Eveleen’s fame. 


BET ERIN REMEMBER THE DAYS OF OLD. 

Let Erin remember the days of old, 

Ere her faithless sons betray’d her* 

When Malaclii wore the collar of gold, 1 
\\ men be won from her proud invader; 
when her kings, with standard of green unfurl’d, 
Led the Red-Branch Knights ft danger;"’ 

Ere the emerald gem of the western world 
'' as set in the crown of a strtmger. 

On Lough Neagh’s bank as the fisherman strays, 

V\ lien the clear cold eve’s declining, 

He sees the round towers of other days 
In the wave beneath him shining; 

Thus shall memory often, in dreams sublime, 
Catch a glimpse {if the days that a.e over; 
thus, sighing, look through tho waves of time 
For the long-faded glories they cover. 3 


THE SONG OF PIONNUALA. 4 

Silent, 0 Moyle, be the roar of thy water, 

Break not, ye breezes, your chain of repose, 

While, murmuring mournfully, Lir’s louely daughter 
Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. 

Oh! lthp i m^!! t n M a, i Cn ? un , t , el ' bet '! eell5,; iliv I dw Atlantis of Plato, overwhelmed. He say 
and tin. 1101 bcland in the tenth mitm-y) that the fishermen, in clear weather, used t 
tj.B* 1 iii?®’ 1,1 wlueh Mataehi defeated two ot j point out to strangers the tall ecclesiastlci 
S ‘T , , hc encountered sucres- j towers under the water, ■ Flsentores aqua; illin 

the twoL U n i' £ ?„ ian ^' kkisf? a collar ot gold from: turns ccdcsiiistiens, quse more patriia arct® sun 
othfv »» Pi 0 ' i ? n pff r W n S ol > the word of the i ct nltiu, nceium ct rotunda-, nut, umlis manifest! 
iofi, j 8 ofhis victory.-HhiruersITiir. serene tempore eonspieinnt et extrnneis trnns 

a <viiii. ’ i ’ ?? ol S S’ euntilitis, reique causes admlrnntlbus frequeute 

PKfnWt 2 j ^ f knights were very early ostemlunt.‘-Jo;in(/f, HU,., dial. ii. e, 9, 

Christ wo d fi,H I n rC f d L-? n? ' be f 0 re i h ?- klr , th0t ' ‘' ro nlal:t ’ tllis 9t0, '- v intelligible in a SMlj 
Utatpr ! ,°, r « dltu O' or( 1 i P' Ot chivalry m would require a niuoli greater number of verse 

Knirrhts^ or tho; than any one is authorized to inflict upon m 

, of ‘ le . d Hfaneh, from thoir chief seat! audience at once; the reader must therefore bi 
vir,'A Iliail n'? w"". 8 ' poloee of the Ulster content to learn in a note, that Fionnuala, tin 
n“ c \ m ' Me . n ' ul h «>' tfc B| 'laughter of Lir, was, by some supernatura 
wh fh wL 1 1 «Jit ra l le , 1 i- a " d , l;01 ! t| g , ! l " ls . to power, transformed into a swan, and condemnor 
irnirM™ a a R e ll09 P|, ta1 ' founded for the sick Lto wander, iiir many hundred years, over certain 
and soldiers, cidlc:l,iiran-4M;n; 1 or the lakes and rivers in Ireland till tho coming ol 
o«se of the Sorrowful soldier.— O'Jltillomt's Christianity, when the first sound of the moss- 
1 s r ii , hell was tube the signal of her release. I tumid 
J , 1 v „ a /? n oll j' t ™ht , on,tnthenme of Gush this fanciful Action among some manuscript 
uus that Lough Neagh had been originally a translations from the Irish, which were begun 
fountain, by whose sudden overflowing tin- ; wider the direction of that en lightened friend of 
country was inundated, and a whoU> region, lilMi Ireland, the late Countess oOloira, 
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When shall the swan, her death-note sincins' 
Sleep, with wings in darkness furl’d ? 

When will lieaven, its sweet bells ringing, 

( Call my spirit from this stormy world '! 
Sadly, 0 Moyle, to thy winter-wave weeping, 
Fate bids me languish long ages away; ° 

oim ! ^ ar ^ ness doth Erin lie sleeping; 
Stul doth the pure light its dawning delay. 
When*will that day-star, mildly springing, 
Warm, our isle with peace and love '! 

When will heaven, its sweet bells ringing, 

Call my spirit to the fields above ? 

• 


COME, SEND BOUND THE WINE. 

Come, send round the wine, and leave points of belief 
io simpleton sages, and reasoning fools • f 

This moment’s a bower too fair and brief, ’ 

To he wither’d and stained by the dust’of the schools 
Your glass may be purple, and mine may be blue, 

Hut, while they are fill’d from the samo bright bowl, 
The iool, that would quarrel for difference of hue 
Deserves not the comfort they shed o’er the soul. 

Shall I ask the brave soldier who fights by my side 
In the cause ot mankind, if our creeds agree ? 

Shall I give up the friend I have valued and tried 
11 he kneel not before the same altar witli me ? 
rioin the heretic girl of my soul should I Hv, 
lo seek somewhere else a more orthodox fuss * 

No, perish the hearts, and the laws that try 
Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like this ? 


SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING. 

Sublime was the warning that Liberty spoke, 

And grand was the moment when Spaniards awoke 
Into life and revenge from the conqueror’s chain 
0 Liberty! let not this spirit have rest, 

plv+i m °v e i i lk f a breeze > °’ er i he waves of the west; 
w ‘ of J our loolc t0 each sorrowing spot, 

Nor oh, be the Shamrock of Erin forgot, 

While you add to your garland the Olive of Spain! 

If the fame of our fathers, bequeathed with their rights 

If 1ry ltS ° T 1 ^ anrl to home ita delights? ’ 
Ifdeeeit he a wound, and suspicion a stain, ° ’ 

S “ f J f Iber,a ' our cause is the same. 

t b ,? y h tomlj a ^r pd a name, 

Who w Quid ask for a nobler, a holier death, 

T p“ 1 tu ™ llIS ] Wt sigh into victory’s breath, 

- ^ the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain l 
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Ye Blakes and O’Donnels, whose fathers resign’d 
The green lulls of their youth, among strangers to find 
. That repose which at homo they had sigh’d for in vain 
Join, join in our hope that the flame which you light ’ 

May be felt yet in Erin, as culm and as bright, 

And forgive oven Albion while blushing she draws, 

Like a truant, her sword, iu the long-slighted cause 
Of the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 

God prosper the cause!—oil, it cannot biffc thrive, 

.... While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive, 

Its devotion to feel and its rights to maintain, 

Then, how sainted by sorrow its martyrs will die I 
The finger of Glory shall point wherifthey lie; 

While far from the footstep of coward or slave 
The young spirit of Freedom shall shelter their grave 
Beneath Shamjocks of Erin and Olives of Spam! 


BELIEVE M.E, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING 
YOUNG CHARMS. 

9 ® 

Believe me, if all those endearing young channs 
Which £ gaze on so fondly to-day, 

Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet iu my arras 
r i Like fairy-gifts fading away, 

Ihou wouldst still bo adored, as this moment thou art, 
Let thy loveliness fade as it will, 

And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart 

Would entwine itself verdantly still. 

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own, 
t ^ And thy cheeks unprofaned by a tear, 
lhat the fervour and faith of a soul can he known 
To which time will but make thee more dear; 

No, tins heart that has truly loved never forgets, 

But as truly loves on to the close, 

As the sun-dower turns on her god, when he sets, 

Tlio same look which she turn’d when he rose, 


ERIN, 0 ERIN! 


Like the bright lamp that shone in Kildare’s holy fane, 1 
And lmm’d through long ages of darkness and storm, 
Is the heart that sorrows have frown’d on in vain, 
Whoso spirit outlives thorn, unfading and warm. 


' The inextinguishable fire uf St. Bridget, nt 
Kildare, which Girnldus mention^- 1 ApiiilKil- 
ibirlam ooourrit Ignis Saiiotie Brighta, quern in- 
extinguibilem vocunt ; mm quod extingui mm 
limit wd quad tun sollcile nioniales et aanetw 


miiqiBiimg materia, tovent 
imtruint ut a tiiinpore Virginia per tut annoru 
immutila semper niimsit Incxtlnetus.'-GM 
Omni, dtt Mirakl. HUm. dint ii o, 31 
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Erin, 0 Erin ! fchfts bright through the tears 
Of a long night of bondage thy spirit appears. 

The nations have fallen, and thou still art young, 

Thy sun is but rising, when others are set; 

And though slavery’s cloud o’er thy morning hath hung, 
The full moon of freedom shall beam round thee yet. 
Erin, 0 Erin! though loug in the shade, 

Thy star will shine out when the proudest shall fade. 

UuehiH’d by t!ie rain, and unwahed by the wind, 

The lily lies sleeping through winter’s cold hour, 

Till Spring’s light touch her fetters unbind, 

Ami daylight apd liberty bless the young flower. 1 
Thus Erin, 0 Erin! tliy winter is past, 

Ami the hope that lived through it shall blossom at last. 

P 


DRINK TO HER. 


Oiiin’K to her who long 
Hath waked the poet’s sigh, 

The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy. 

Oh! woman’s heart was .made 
For minstrel hands alone; 

By other lingers play’d, 
it yields not half the tone. 

Then here's to her who long 
Hath waked the poet's sigh, 

The girl who gave to song 
Wliat gold could never buy. 

At Beauty’s door of glass 
When Wealth and Wit once stood, I 
They ask’d her, 1 which might pass ?' I 
She answer’d, ‘ he who could.’ 

With golden key Wealth thought 
To pass-hut 'twould not do : 


| While Wit a diamond brought, 
Which cut his bright way through 
ijo here’s to her who long 
Hath waked the poet's sigh, 

The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy. 

The love that seeks a home 
Where wealth and grandeur shines, 
Is like the gloomy gnome 
That dwells in dark gold mines. 
But oh! the poet's love 
Can boast a brighter sphere; 

Its native home’s above, 

Though woman keeps it here. 

Then drink to her who long 
Hath waked the poet’s sigh, 

The girl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy. 



OI-I! BLAME NOT THU BARD. 2 

Oh ! blame not the bard, if lie fly to the bowers 
Where Pleasure lies, carelessly smiling at Fame, 
Be was born for much more, and in happier hours 
* His soul might have buru’d with a holier flame ; 

' Mrs. H, Tighe, in her exquisite lines on tho 
iily, lias applied this image to a still more im¬ 
portant subject. 

11 Wo may suppose this apology to have been 
uttered by one of those wandering bards whom 
Spender «n severely, ami perhnpstruly, describes in 
hia State ui Iruinnl.ncrt whoseuoeras, ho tells us. 


1 Were sprinkled with some pretty flowers of their 
natural device, which pave good grace and come¬ 
liness unto them, the which it is groat pity to seo 
abused to tils gracing of wickedness and vice, 
which, with good usage, would servo to adorn 
and beautily virtue.' 
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'Tlie string that now languishes loose o'er tho.'lwo 
Might have bent a proud how to tho warrior’s dart s* 
And the hp, which now breathes but the song of dmim 
Might have pour’d the full tide of a patriot’s heart ’ 

But, alas for his country!—her pride has gone by 
And that spirit w broken, which never would'bend 
0 or the ruin her children in secret must sigh 
For ’tis treason to love her, and death to defend. 

UrmT'lV/Wi Mt'Ci lini* onno -/-ill £1,,..,’,.^ 1 _ it. i . 


‘-■7; wwiuunrougu < ivn tv a wav 

f Musfc >» «wgW from the pile where,their Wry Sxpffi 

Then blame not the hard, if in pleasure’s soft dream 
He should try to forget wliat he never can heal; 

, ^ 8 lve but a Iiopti—let a vista but gleam 
Through the gloflm of his country, mid mark bmvhn’H feel! 
Every passion it nursed, every bliss it adored 
That instant, his heart at her shrine would lay down ■ 

Win e the myrtle, now idly entwined with his crown ’ 

Like the wreath of Harmodius, should cover his sword. 2 

But though glory bo mop, and though hojfo fade away, 
thy name, loved Erin, shall live iii his songs • 

Not even in the hour, when his heart is moat gay, 

Will he lose the romorabmtoe of thee and tliy wrongs 
The stranger shall hear thy lament on his plains; ° ' 

,11m sigh of thy harp shall be sent o’er the deep, 
lill thy masters themselves, as they rivet thy chains, 
email pause at the song of their captive, and weep ! 


WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON’S LIGHT, 

Whim gazing on the moon’s light, 

A moment from her smile I turn’d, 

To look at orbs, that, more bright, 

In lone and distant glory buni’d, 

But. too far 
Each proud star, 

For me to fool its warming flame; 

■ Much more dear 
That tnild sphere, 

Which near our planet smiling came ; :l 


* It, is conjectured byWorml ub, that thennmeof 
Ireland is derived from 27, the Me for a bow, 
in tho uso of which sveapon this Irish were mice 
very- expert, Hub derivation is corlaiiilv tnortf 
creditable tons than the following—.' So tiiat Ire¬ 
land Med the land of Ire, forfliiuxinstaiithroilH 
therein for 401) years) was now become tho land 

0 ! concord.— Stoic IVurtlm, art. the 
Lord Grandison. 

3 Sea the Hymn, attributed to Alemus, V.vmm 
Mait to fufros ipopsjpcii—' I will carry my sword, 


ton\&c^ ^ te II ariruiiliu.H and Aristogi. 

*' () f nick celestial bodioH as are risible, the 
wm excepted, Ilia single numn, as dcspiiinble as 
it Is m emiiiiamnii to most of (lie others, is much 
wii tatliiii 1 tliim they all put together.'- 

In (lie Euirim in 1 VArkts, among other in. 
genimis emblems, wn find a starry sky without a 
moon, with the words, 'Nonmillo qiiod abacus , 1 



210 


IRISH MELODIES. 


Thus, Mmy, he but thou my own ; 

While brighter eyes unheeded play, 

I’ll love those moonlight looks alone, 

That bless my home and guide my way, 

The day had sunk in dim showers, 

But midnight now, with lustre meek, 
Illumined all the pale flowers, 

Like hope upon a mourner’s cheek. 

• 1 said (while 
The moon's smile 

Play'd o'er a stream, in dimpling bliss)., 

1 The inoon looks 
Oif many brooks, 

The brook can see no moon but this 
And thus, i thought, our fortunes run. 
For many a lover looks to Jhee, 

While oh ! I feel there is but one, 

One Mary in the world for me. 


ILL OMEJfS, 

Whew daylight was yet sleeping under the billow 
and stars in the heavens still lingering shone, 

Young Kitty, all blushing, rose up from her pillow. 

The last time she e’er was to press it alone. 

For the youth whom she treasured her heart and her soul iff 
Had promised to link the last tie before noon; 

And when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen, 

The maiden herself will steal after it soon. 

As she look’d in the glass which a woman ne’er misses, 

Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two, 

A butterfly, 2 fresh from the night flower’s kisses, 

Flew over the mirror and shaded her view. 

Enraged with the insect for hiding her graces, 

She brush’d him—he fell, alas 1 never to rise—■ 

‘Ah 1 such,’ said the girl, ‘is the pride of our faces, 

For which the soul’s iunocence too ofteu dies.’ 

While she stole through the garden, where heart's-ease was growing. 

She cull’d some, and kiss’d off its night-fallen dew; 

And a rose further on look'd so tempting and glowing. 

That, spite of her lmste, she must gather it too ■ 

But, while o'er the roses too carelessly leaning,: 

Her zone flew in two and the; heart's-ease was lost; 

‘Ah! this means,’ said the girl (and she sighed at its meaning) 

‘ That love is scarce Worth the repose it will cost!’ 


* Tills imaee was suggested by the following 1 night flowers, the nlglit flowers see hut out) 
thought, which occurs somewhere in Sir William moon.’ 

Jones's worfe-'The moon looks upon many * An emblem of the soul. • 
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BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

fe the hope within us springing, 

Herald of to-morrow’s strife; 

By that sun, whose light is bringing 
Chains or freedom, death or life-" 

Oh 1 remember life oan be 
No charm for him who lives not free 
Luce tlie day-star in the wave, 

Sinks a hero in his grave, J 
’Midst the dew-fall of a nation’s tears. 

Happy is he o’er whoso decline 
file smiles of home may soothing shine, 
And light him down the steep of years— 
But oh I how bless’d they sifllc to rest, 
Who close their eyes on victory’s breast I 

O’er his watch-fire’s fading embers 
Now the foeman’s cheek turns white, 

When his heart that field remembers, 

Where we tamed his tyrant might! 

Never let him bind’ again 
A chain, like that wo broke from then. 

Hark 1 the horn of combat calls— 

Ere the golden evening falls, 

May we pledge that horn in triumph round S 1 

Many a heart that now beats high, 

In slumber cold at night shall lie, 

Nor waken even at victory’s sound- 
But oli 1 how bless’d that hero’s sleep, 

O’er whom a wondering world shall weep! 


AFTER THE BATTLE, 

Night closed around the conqueror’s way, 

And lightnings allow’d the distant hill, 

Where those who lost that dreadful day 
Stood few and faint, but fearless still! 

The soldier’s hSpe, the patriot’s zeal, 

For ever dhron’d, for ever cross'd— 

Oh 1 who shall say what heroes feel, 

When all but life and honour’s lost? 

The last sad hour of freedom’s dream, 

And valour’s task, moved slowly by, 

While mute they watch’d, till morning’s beam 
Should rise and give them light to die. ■ 

oses. In thohoroic ages, ouranccsta 
overage at this day,'- Walker, 
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• 'The Irish Coma was not entirely devoted to martial purp 
Diaffed Mcadh out of them, ns tiro BajilslUiunters do their b 
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There H yet a world where souls are free. 
Where tyrants taint not nature’s bliss': 
If death that world's bright opening be, 
Oh ! who would live a slave in this ? 


TIS SWEET TO THINK. 

"Tir? sweet to think, that, where’er we rove, 

We are sure to find something blissful and dear 
And that, when we're far from the lips we love, 

We’ve but to^make love to the lips we are near ! l 
The heart, like a tendril, accustom’d to cling, 

Let it grow where it will, cannot flourish alone, 

Hut will lean to ttie nearest and loveliest thing 
It can twine in itself, and make closely its own. 

Then oh! what pleasure, where’er we rove, 

To lie sure to lind something still that is dear, 

And to know, when far from the lips we love, 

We've but to make love to the lips we are near. 

’Twere a shame, when flowers around us rise, 

To make light of the rest, ir the rose isn’t there. 

And the world's so rich in resplendent eyes, 

’Twere a pity to limit ope’s love to a pair. 

Love’s wing and the peacock’s are nearly alike, 

They are both of them bright, lint they're changeable too, 
And wherever a now beam of beauty can strike, 

M If " ill tincture Love's plume with a different hue ! 

Then oh! what pleasure, where’er we rove, 

To be sure to find something still that is dear, 

And to know, when far from the lips we love, 

We ve but to make love to the bps we are. near. 



THE IRISH PEASANT TO HIS MISTRESS,' 

Through grief and through danger thy smile hath cheer'd mv waft 
fill hope seem d to bud from each thorn that round me lay; 

The darker our fortune the brighter our pure love burn’d; 
iin shame into glory, till tear into ze^| was turn’d • 

Yes, slave as I was, in thy arms my spirit felt free’ 

.-urn bless d even the sorrows that made me more dear to thee. 

Toy rival was honour’d, whilst thou wert wrong’d and scorn’d, 

Thy c rown was of briers, while gold her brows adorn’d; 


" I believe it is ilarmontel who says, ‘Gnaml 
on n’a pas ee ipie i'on aime, il faut. aimer ee quo 
Iona. There are so many nwltcwit-fiiet people 
who take meh jtwfnprit m this defence of in- 
constancy to be the actual and qenuiiic Kiuiti- 
nwnte of him who writes them, that tliev compel 
one, m self-defence, to be ns. matter of' fhot aa 


themselves,and to remind them that Democritus 
was not tho worse physiologist for having nlay 
j contended that snow was black j nor Eras- 
lnus tn any degree the less wise for having 
written an ingenious encomium of folly. 

! Ireland minSalleBOtkally ancient church 
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She woo’d me to temples, while tliou lnyost hid in caves, 

Her friends were all masters, while thine, alas! were slaves', 
Yet cold m the earth, at thy feet, I would rather be, 
than wed what I love not, or turn one thought from thoe. 

They slander thee sorely, who say thy vows are frail- 
Hadst thou been a false one, thy cheek had look’d less pale 
l hey say too so long thou hast worn those lingering chains’; 

1 hat deep in thy heart they have printed their servile stains— 
Uh I ton is the slander-no chain could that soul subdue- 
V here shmeth tliy spirit, there liberty shiueth too I 1 


ON MUSIC. 

C' 

When through life unblcst we rove. 

Losing ail that made life dear, 

Should some notes we used to love 
In days of boyhood, meet our car, 

Oh! how welcome breathes the strain! 

Wakening thoughts that long liave slept l 
Kindling former smilos again » 

In faded eyes that long have wept, 

Like the gale that sighs along 
Beds of oriental flowers, 
la the grateful breath of song 

onuo wa s heard in. happier hours: 
hill d with balm, the gale sighs on, 

Though the llowers have sunk in death • 
>So, when pleasure’s dream is gone, 

Its memory lives in Music’s breath. 

Music! oh, how faint, how weak. 

Language fades before thy spoil! 

Why should Peeling ever speak, 

When thou canst breathe her soul so well 1 ) 
1'riendship‘s balmy words may feign, 

Love's are even more false than they 5 
Oh. I tia only Music’s strain 
Can sweetly soothe, aud not betray l 


Ir is not the tear at this moment shed, 

v hen the cold turf has just been laid o’er him, 
lliat can tell how beloved was the friend that’s lied, 
" mv ( ' e0 P in our hearts we deplore him, 
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Tis the tear, through many a long day wept, 

’Tis life’s whole path o’ershaded; 

’Tis the one remembrance, fondly kept, 

When all lighter griefs have faded. 

Thus his memory, like some holy light, 

Kept alive in our hearts, will improve them, 

For worth shall look fairer and truth more bright 
When we think how he lived but to love them. 

And, as fresher dowers the sod perfume 
Where buried saints are lying, 

So our hearts shall borrow a sweetening bloom 
From the image he left there in dying 1 


THE ORIGIN OF THUf HARP. 

‘Tis believed that this Harp, which I wake now for thee, 
Was a Siren of old, who sung under the sea; 

And who often, at eve, through the bright waters roved, 

To meet ou the green shore a youth whom she loved. 

But she loved him in vain, for ho left her to weep, 

And in tears, all the nighty her gold tresses to steep, 

Till Heaven looked with pity on true love so warm, 

And changed to this soft Harp the sea-maiden’s form. 

Still her bosom rose fair—still her cheeks smiled the same 
\Wliile her sea-beauties gracefully form’d the light frame; 
And her hair, as, let loose, o'er her white arm it fell, 

Was changed to bright chords, uttering melody’s spell, 

lienee it came, that this soft Harp so long hath been kuown 
To mingle love’s language with sorrow’s sad tone; 

Till thou didst divide them, and teach the fond lay, 

To speak love when Pm near thee, and grief when away > 


LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM. 

r- 

On ! the clays are gone, when Beauty bright 
My heart's chain wove; 

When my dream of life from morn till night 
Was love, still love. 

New hope may bloom, 

And days may come 
Of milder, calmer beam, 

But there’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love’s young dream: ■ * 

No, there’s nothing half so sweet ill life 
As love’s young dream, 
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Though the bard to purer fame may soar.. 

When wild youth’s past; 

Though he win the wise, who frown’d before 
To smile at last; 

He’ll never meet 
A joy so sweet, 

In all his noon of fame, 

As when first he sung to woman’s ear 
His soul-felt flame, ■ 

And, at every close, she blush’d to hear 
The one loved name. 

No—that hallow’d form is ne’er .forgot 
Which first love traced; 

Still it lingering haunts the grpencst spot 
On memory’s waste. 

’Twaiy odour fled 
As soon as shed; 

’Twas morning’s winged dream j 
’Twas a light that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream ; 

Oh! ’twas light that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream. 



THE PRINCE’S DAY. 1 


Though dark arc our sorrows, to-day we’ll forgot them, 
And smile through our tears, like a sunbeam in showers; 
There never were hearts, if our rulers would let them, 

More form'd to be grateful and blest thuu ours, 

But just when the chain 
Has ceased to pain, 

And hope has enwreathed it round with flowers, 

There comes a new link 
Our spirits to sink— 

Oil! the joy that we taste, like the light of the poles, 

Is a flash amid darkness, too brilliant to stay; 

But, though ’twere the last little spark in our souls, 

We must light it up now, on our Princo’a Day. 


Contempt on the miiSou who calls you disloyal! 

Though fierce to your foe, to your friends you are true j 
And the tribute most high to a head that is royal, 

Is love from a heart that loves liberty too. 

While cowards, who blight 
Your fame, your rjght, 

Would shrink from the blaze of the battle array, 

The standard of Green 
In front would be seen— 


. I n s song was written tor a late in honour of the Prince of Wales's birthday, irivon bv nivfrleml 
Major Bryan, at his seat in the county of Kilkenny. h J 1 n a 
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Oil! .my life on your faith! were you summon’d this minute, 
You’d cast every bitter remembrance away, 

And show what the arm of old Erin has in it, 

When roused by the foe, on her Prince's Day. 

He loves the Green Isle, and his love is recorded 
In hearts which have suffered too much to forget: 

And hope shall be crown’d, and attachment rewarded, 

And ErinYgay jubilee shine out yet. 

The gem may be broke 
By many a stroke, 

But nothing can cloud its native ray, 

Each fragment will cast 
A light to the last,— 

And thus Erin, mycmuitry, though brokeu thou art, 

Thero’s a lustre within thee that ne’er will decay •, 

A spirit which beams through each suffering part, 

And now smiles at all pain on the Prince's Day! 


WEEP ON, WEEP ON. 

Weep on, weep oq, your hour is past; 
Your dreams of pride arc o’er; 

The fatal chain is round you cast, 

And you are men no more. 

In vain the hero’s heart hath bled; 

The sage’s tongue hath warn’d in vain 

0 Freedom ! once thy ilarno hath fled, 

It never lights again! 

Weep on-perhaps in after days, 

They’ll learn to love your name; 

When many a deed may wake in praise 
That long hath slept in blame. 

And when they tread the ruin’d aisle 
Where rest at length the lord and slave, 

They’ll wondering ask, how hands so vile 
Could conquer hearts so brave '! 

*’Twas fate,’ ■they’ll say, ‘a wayward fate, 
Your web of discord wove; 

And, while your tyrants join’d in hate, 
You never join’d in love. 

But hearts fell off that ought to twine, 
And man profaned what God had given. 

Till some were heard to curse the shrine 
Where others knelt to Heaven. 
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LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE. 

Lesuta hath a beaming eye, 

But no one knows for whom it beameth; 
Right and left its arrows fly, 

But what they aim at no one dreameth, 
Sweeter ’tin to gaze upon 
My Nora’s lid that seldom rises, 

Few its looks, but every one, 

Like unexpected light, surprises. 

0 my Nora Creina, dear, 

M y gentle, bashful Nora Oreina, 

Beauty lies o 
In many eyes, 

But love in yours, my Npra Creina! 

Losbia wears a robe of gold, 

But all so close the nymph hath laced it, 
Not a charm of beauty's mould 
Presumes to stay where Nature placed it, 
Oh, my Nora’s gown for me, 

That floats as wild as mountain breezes, 
Leaving every beauty free 
To sink or swell as Heaven pleases. 

Yes, my Non). Creina, dear. 

My simple, graceful Nora Creina, 

Nature’s dress 
Is loveliness— 

The drew jus wear, my Nora Creina, 

Lesbia hath a wit refined, 

But when its points are gleaming round us, 
Who can tell if they’re design’d 
To dazzle merely; or to wound us ? 
Pillow’d on my Nora’s heart 
In safer slumber Love reposes— 

Bed of peace 1 whoso roughest part 
is but the crumpling of the roses. 

0 iny Nora Creina, dear, 

My mud, my artless Nora Creina, 

Wit, though bright, 

Hath no such light , 

As warms your eyes, my Nora Creina. 


SAW THY FORM 15 IN YOUTHFUL PRIME, 

1 saw thy form in youthful prime, 

Nur thought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of Time, 

And waste its bloom away, Mary I 
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Yet still thy features wore that light, 
Which fleets not with the breath; 

And life ne’er look’d more truly bright 
Than in thy smile of death, Mary 1 

As streams that run o’er golden mines, 
Yet humbly, calmly glide, 

Nor scorn to know the wealth that shines 
Within their gentle tide, Mary! 

So, veil'd beneath the simplest guise, 

Thy radiant genius shone, 

And that which charm'd all other eyes 
8 eem’d worthless in thine own, Mary I 

If souls could always dwell above, 

Thou ne’«r hadst left that sphere; 

Or could we keep the souls w§ love, 

We ne'er had lost thee here, Mary i 
Though many a gifted mind we meet, 
Though fairest forms we see, 

To live with them is far less sweet 
Than to remember thee, Mary l 1 


BY THAT LAKE WHOSE GLOOMY SHORE, 3 


By that Lake whose gloomy shore 
Skylark nover warbles o’er, 3 
Where the cliff hangs high aud steep, 
Young Saint Kevin stole to sleep. 
‘Here, at least,’ he calmly said, 
"Woman ne’er shall find my bed.’ 

All! the good Saint little knew 
What that wily sex can do. i 

’Twas from Kathleen's eyes he flew,— 
Eyes of most unholy blue! 

She had loved him well and long, 
Wish’d him hers, nor thought it wrong. 
Wheresoe’er the Saint would fly, 

Still lie heard her light foot nigh; 

East or west, where’er he turn’d, 

Still her eyes before him bum’d. 

On the bold cliff’s bosom cast,, 

Tranquil now he sleeps at last; 

Dreams .of heaven, nor thinks that e’er 
Woman’s smile can haunt him there. 


But nor earth nor heaven is free 
Prom her power, if fond she be: 

Even now, while calm he sleeps, 
Kathleen o’er him leans and weeps. 

Fearless she had track’d his feet 
To this rocky, wild retreat; 

And, when morning met his view, 
Her mild glances mot it too. 

Ah ! your Saints have cruel hearts i 
Sternly from his bed ho starts, 

And, with rude, repulsive shock, 
Hurls her from the beetling rock. 

Glendalongh! thy gloomy wavo 
Soon was gentle Kathleen’s gravo ] 
Soon tltfj Saint (yet ah! too late) 

Pelt her love, and mourn’d her fato. 
When he said, "Heaven rest her soul F 
Hound the Lake light music stole; 
And her ghost was seen to glide, 
Smiling, o’er the fatal tide! 


,. } here made a feeble effort to imitate rock is to be seen at Glendalough, a moat gloomy 
that exquisite inscription of Shenstonc’s, ‘Heu I and romantic spot in the county of Wicklow 3 
quanto minus est cum leliquia veraari quam tui 3 Thore are many other curious traditiona’con. 

f, itn t f ,, this , lake * which may be found in Giral- 

3 1ms ballad ia founded upon one of the many dus, Colgan, ko, 
stories related of St. Koyin, whoso bed in the 
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SHE IS PAH PEOM THE LAND. 

She is far from the laud where her young hero sleeps, 
And lovers are round her sighing; 

But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps, 

For her heart in bis grave is lying, 

She sings the wild songs of her dear native plains, 
Every note which lie loved awaking 

All! little they think, who delight in her strains, 

How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking. 

He had lived for his love, for his country he died, 

They were all that to life had entwined him; 

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 

Nor long will his love stay behind him, 

Oh! make her if grave where the sunbeams rest 
When they promise a glorious morrow ; 

They’ll shine o’er her sleep, like a smile from the Wesfv 
Prom her own loved island of sorrow, 


NAY, TELL ME NOT. 

Nay, tell me not, dear,, that the goblet drowns 
Ono charm of feeling, one fond regret; 

Believe mb, a few of thy angry frowns 
Arc all I've sunk in its bright wave yet, 

No’er hath a beam 
Been lost iu the stream 
That ever was shed from thy form or soul; 

The spell of those eyes, 

The balm of thy sighs, 

Still float on tbo surface, and hallow my bowl, 
Then fancy not, dearest, that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me; 

Like founts that awaken the pilgrim’s zeal, 

The bowl but brightens my love for thee. 

They tell ns that Love, in his fairy bower, 

Had two blush-roses, of birth divine; 

He sprinkled to one with a rainbow’s shower. 
But bathed the other with mantling wine. 

Soon did the buds 
That drank of the floods 
Distill'd by the rainbow decline and fade; 
While those which the tide 
Of ruby had dyed 

All blush'd into beauty, like thee, sweet maid 1 
Then fancy not, dearest, that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me; 

Like founts that awaken the pilgrim’s zeal, 

The howl but brightens my love for thee. 
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AVENGING AND BRIGHT. 

Avenging and bright falls the swift sword of Erin 1 
On him who the brave sous of Usna betray'd— 

For every fond eye he hath waken'd a tear ill, 

A drop from his heart-wounds shall weep o’er her blade. 

By the red cloud that hung over Conor’s dark dwelling, 2 
When Uladls 3 three champions lay sleeping in gore— 

-By the billows of war, which so often, high swelling, 

Have wafted these heroes to victory’s shore— ’ 

We swear to revenge them!—no joy shall be tasted, 

The harp shall lie silent, the maiden unwed, 

Onr hall shall be mute and our Helds shall lie wasted, 

Till vengeance is wreak’d on the murderer’s head! 

Yes, monarch ! though sweet are our home recollections, 
i Though sweet are the tears that from tenderness fall; 

Though sweet are our friendships, onr hopes, our affections, 
Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all! 


WIIAT THE BEE IS TO THE FLOWERET. 

He,— What the bee is to the floweret, 

When lie looks for honey-dew, 

Through the leaves that dose embower it,, 

That, my love. I'll bo to you, 

She ,—What tho bank, with verdure glowing, 

Is to waves that wander near, 

Whispering kisses, while they’re going, 

That I'll be to you, my dear. 

She,— But, they say, the bee’s a rover, 

Who will ily when sweets are gone; 

And, when, once the kiss is over, 

Faithless brooks will wander on. 

1 The words of this song- wore 'suggested by (both rogardimr Timtha do Demins) imd 
he very uakpt Irish story called ‘Dolrdrl; o, « The D«li of the Cliklro ofS’«« L 

llSlispsssill 

( ! ? dfisiolatintr war against nationality. If the Gaelic roaoaitliea^of this 

Kraan' ^° f ^ nti(lraan did «meet with all tho liberal on- 
M i i 8 ^toiy, bujs Mr, 0 Flanagan, couracrement which thnv morif' 
has been from time immemorial held in high a '() Nasi i view the cloud timl 1 1 ,™ i„ 
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He.— Nay, if flowers will lose oneir loons, 

If sunny hanks will wear away, 

’Tis hut right that bees and brooks 
Should sip and kiss them while they may. 


LOVE AND THE NOVICE. 

1 Here we dwell in holiest bowers, 

Where angels of light o’er our orisons hmd; 

Where sighs of devotion and breathings of flowers 
To heaven in mingled odour asi&nd. 

Do not disturb our calm, 0 Love! 

So like is thy form to the cherubs above. 

It well mightijdeceive such hearts as ours.’ 

Love stood near the Novice and listen’d, 

And Love is no novice in taking a hint; 

His laughing blue eyes soon with piety glisten'd : 

His rosy wing turn’d to heaven's own tint, _ 

1 ‘ Who would lmve thought,’ the lircliiu cries, 

‘That Love could so well, so gravely disguise 
His wandering wings and woundiug eyes'/’ 

• 

Love now warms thee, waking and sleeping, 

Young Novice, to him all thy orisons rise. 
lie tinges the heavenly fount with his weeping, 

Ik brightens the censer’s flame with his sighs, 

Love is the saint enshrined in thy breast, 

And angels themselves would admit such a guest, 
If he came to them clothed in Piety’s vest. 


THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUER’D WITH PLEASURES AND WOES. 

This life is all chequer’d with pleasures and woes, 

That chase one another like waves of the deop— 

Each brightly or darkly, as onward it flows, 

Reflecting ourtyes, iis they sparkle or weep. 

So closely our whims on our miseries tread, 

That tlie laugh is awaked ere the tear can be dried; 

And, as fast as the rain-drop of Pity is shed, 

The goose-plumage of Folly can turn it asido, 

But pledge me the cup—if existence would cloy, 

Witli hearts ever happy, ami heads ever wise, 

Be ours the light Sorrow, half-sister to coy, 

And the light brilliant Folly that flashes and dies, 

When Hylas was sent with his urn to the fount, 

Through iields full of light, and with heart full of piay r 



222 IRISH MELODIES. 

i 

Light rambled the boy, over meadow and mount, 

Anri neglected his task for the dowers on the way. 1 
Thus many, like me, who in youth should have tasted 
1 lie fountain that runs by Philosophy's shrine, 

Their time with the flowers on the margin have wasted 
Ami left their light urns all as empty as mine. 

But pledge me the goblet—while Idleness weaves 
These flowerets together, should Wisdom but sea 
One bright drop or two that has fallen on the leaves 
Prom her fountain divine, 'tis sufficient for me. 

- 9 - 

0 THE SHAMROCK! 

ThrougA Erin’s Isle, 

To sport awhile, *■ 

As Love and Valour wander’d, 

With Wit, the sprite, 

Whose quiver bright 
A thousand arrows squander'd; 

Where'er they pass, 

A tfiple grass 2 * 

Shoots up, with dew-drops streaming, 

As softly green 
As emerald seen * 

Through purest crystal gleaming, 

0 the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock 3 
' Chosen leaf 
Of Bard and Chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock! 

Says Valour, * See, 

They spring for me, 

Those leafy gems of morning f 
Says Love, 1 No, no, 

For me they grow, 

My fragrai it path adorning. ’ 

But Wit perceives 
The triple leaves, 

And cries, ‘ Oh! do not sever 
A type that blends 
Three godlike friends, * 

Love, Valour, Wit, for ever!” 

0 tho Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock’ 

, Chosen leaf 
Of Bard aud Chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock! 

lib fSto il0r ° Tn PratUlit offlcio “ P, ' £,3W!! ' tkero be any oilier reason for our adoption of 
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So firmly fond 
May last the bond 
They wove that morn together, 

And ne’er may fall 
One drop of gall 
On Wit’s celestial feather 1 
May Love, as twine 
His flowers divine, 

Of thorny falsehood weed ’em | 

May Valour ne’er 
His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom! 

0 the Shamrock, the green, imjnortal Shamrock. 
Chosen leaf 
Of Bard and Chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamitck! 


AT THE MID HOUR OF NIGHT. 

in the mid hour of night, when stars are peeping, I fly _ 
l’o the lone vale we loved, when life shone warm in thine eye, 
And I think oft, if spirits can steal from the regions of air, 

To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to me tliei , 
And tell me our love is remember’d, even m the sky , 

Then I sing the wild song 'twas once such pleasure to iieai, 

When our voices, commingling,, breathed, like one, on the e*' , 
And, as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison wUj , 
I think, 0 my love ! ’tis thy voice, from the Kingdom of bourn, 
i?ninfdtr nnBwniMurr still the notes that once were so dear. 


ONE BUMPER AT PARTING. 


One bumper at parting!-though many 
Have circled the board since we met, 
The fullest, the saddest of any 
Remains to be crown’d by us yet. 

The sweetijpss that pleasure hath m it 
Is always so slow to come forth, 

That seldom, alas, till the minute 
It dies, do we know half its worth. 

But come— may our life’s happy measuie 
Be all of such moments made up; 
They’re bom on the bosom of Pleasure, 
They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 


Kf ISd St lulSf Star 
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As onward we journey, how pleasant 
To pause and inhabit awhile 
Those few sunny spots, like tho present, 

That ’mid the dull wilderness smile! 

But Time, like a pitiless master, 

Cries, 1 Onward !’ and spurs the gay hours ! 
Ah, never doth time travel faster, 

Than when his way lies among flowers. 

But come-may our life’s happy measure 
Bo all'of such moments made tip; 

They’re born on the bosom of Pleasure, 

They die ’midst the tears of the cup. 

We saw how the sun look’d in sinking, 

The waters beneath him how bright, 

And uow let ijur farewell of drinking 
Resemble that farewell of light, 

You saw how he finish'd, by darting 
His beam o’er a. deep billow's brim— 

So, fill up, let’s shine at our parting, 

In full, liquid glory, like him. 

And oh! may our life’s happy measure 
Of mopients like this be made up 5 
Twas born on the bosom of Pleasure, 

It dies ’mid the tears of the cup. 


IIS THE LAST ROSE OP SUMMER. 


Tis the last rose of summer 
Left blooming alone; 

All her lovely companions 
Are faded and gone; 

No tiow D ,r of her kindred. 

No rosebud is nigh, 

To reflect back her blushes, 

To give sigh for sigh. 

I’ll not leave thee, tlmu lone one, 
To piue on the stem; 

Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Go sleep thou with them. 


Thus kindly I scatter 
Thy leaves o’er the bed, 
Where thy mates of the garden 
Lie scentless and dead! 

So soon may / follow, 

When friendships decay, 

And from Love’s shining circle 
Thu gems drop away! 

When true hearts lie wither’d 
And fond ones are flown, 

Oh.! who would inhabit 
This bleak world alone! 


THE YOUNG MAY MOON. 

The young May moon is beaming, love, 
The glow-worm’s lamp is gleaming, love, 
How sweet to jove 
Through Moma’s grove, 1 
When the drowsy world is dreaming, love! 


tin,, ^ silently to Moron's Grove,' Sen a.translation from tlnflrlsh, in Mr, Hunting's enure, 
*! # 3 bj'J° h » D»wn, on, of my eftriiesUolleB.; eompaniona uml friends, whosod^Uh was,,* sinsu- 
l!ll| y melancholy anil unfortunate as Ins life hail been amiable, honourable, and I'.aemjiiury. 1 
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Then awake!—the heavens look bright, my dear 

’Tin never too late for delight, my dear, 

And the best of all ways 
To lengthen our days 

Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear, 

Now all the world is sleeping, love, 

But the Sage, his star-watch keeping, love, 

And I whose star, 

More glorious far, * 

Is the eye from that casement peeping, love. 

Then awake! till rise of sun, my dear, 

The Sage’s glass we’ll shun, my dear, 

Or, in watching the flight 
Of bodies of light, 

Ho might happen to take thee*for one, my dear. 


THE MINSTREL-BOY. 

The Minstrel-boy to the war is gone^ 

In the ranks of death you’ll find him r 
His father’s swAd he has girded on,. 

And his wild harp slung behind him,— 

8 Land of song!’ said the warrior-hard, 

1 Though all the faorld betrays thee, 

One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 
One faithful harp shall praise thee!’ 

The Minstrel fell!—but the foeman’s chain 
Could not bring his proud soul under; 
The harp he loved ne’er spoke again, 

For ho tore its chords asunder; 

And said, ‘ No chains shall sully thee, 

Thou soul of love and bravery! 

Thy songs were made for the brave and free, 
they shall never sound in slavery!’ 


THE SONG OP O’RUARK, 

PliftfCE OF BKEFMI. 1 

The valley lay smiling before mo, 

Where lately I left her behind; 

Yet I trembled, and something hung o’er me 
That sadden’d the joy of my mind. 

1 These stomas urn founded upon an event kina of Leinster hail long coneeiveil n violent ■ 
of most melancholy importance to Ireland, if, us nifection for Dsarbhorgil, daughter to the king 
we are told by our Irish historian*, it gave ling- of Month, nnd though she hud been for some 
land tho first opportunity of profiting by our di - time married to O'Unurk, princo ul Hrdlm,yut 
visions mid subduing us. The following are the it could not restrain hia passion, They carried 
circumstancea, as related b.yO'Hnllormn-'The on a private correspondence, and she informed 
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I look’d for the lamp which, she told mq 
Should shine when her pilgrim return’d} 

But, though darkness began to enfold mo 
No lamp from the battlements turn’d. 

I flew to her chamber—’twas lonely, 

As if the loved tenant lay dead 
Ah, would it were death, and death only! 

But no, the young false one had fled. 

And there hung the lute that could soften 
My very worst pains into bliss, 

While the hand that had waked it so often 
Now thrgbb’d to a proud rival’s kiss. 

There was a time, falsest of women! 

When Breffni’s good sword would have sought 
That man, through a million oMoemen, 

Who dared.but to wrong thee in thought! 
While now —0 degenerate daughter 
Of Brin, how fallen is thy fame ! 

And through ages of bondage and slaughter, 

Our country shall bleed for thy shame. 

* * 

Already the curso is upon her, 

And strangers her valleys profane; 

They come to divide-*to dishonour, 

And tyrants they long will remain, 

But onward!—the green banner rearing,' 

Go, flesh every sword to the hilt; 

On our side is Virtue aucl Erin, _ 

On theirs is the Saxon and Guilt. 


OH! HAD WE SOME BRIGHT LITTLE ISLE OF OUR, OWN 

On ! had we some bright little isle of our own, 

In a blue summer ocean far off and alone, 

Where a leaf never dies in the still-blooming bowers, 
bid the bee banquets on through a whole year of flowers 5 
Where the sun loves to pause 
With so fond a delay, 

T 1- at the night only 6 raws 
A thin veil o’er the day ; 

Where simply to feel that we breathe, that we live, 

Is worth the best joy that life elsewhere can give. 

bim tlio'. O’Hnark Intended soon to go on n pil- dual fled to England, and obtained the assis- 
grimago (an act of piety frequent in those days), tance of Henry 11, 
and conjured him to embrace that opportunity 'Such,' adds Giraldns Cambronsis (a3 I find 
of conveying her from a husband she detested to him in an old translation), ‘is the variable and 
a lover she adored. MacMurchad too punctually fickle nature of women, by whom all mischiefs 
obeyed tile summons, and had the lady conveyed in the world; (for the most part) do happen and 
to his capital of Ferns.’ The monarch Kodcriek come, us may appear by Marcus Antonios, and 
espoused the cause of O’Ruarlt. while Mao Mur- by the destruction of Troy,’ 
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There with souls ever ardent and pure as the clime, 
We should love as they loved iu the first golden time: 
The glow of the sunshine, the balm of the air, 

Would steal to our hearts, and make all summer there, 
With affection as free 
From decline as the bowers, 

And with Hope, like.the Bee, 

Living always on flowers, 

Our life should resemble a long day of light, 

And our death come on holy and calm as the night. 


FAREWELL !~-BUT WHENEVER YOU WELCOME THE HOUR, 

Farewell l—but whenever you welcome the hour 
lhat awakens the night-song of mirth in your bower, 
lheti think of the friend who once welcomed it too, 

And forgot his own griefs to he happy with you. 

His griefs may return, not a hope may remain 
Of the few that have brighten d his pathway of pain 
But he ne'er will forget the short vision that threw ’ 

Its enchantment around him, while lingering with you. 


And still 011 that evening, when pleasure fills up 
io the highest top sparkle Teach heart and each cup, 
Where er my path flea, he it gloomy or bright, 

My so.ul, happy friends, shall ho with you that night; 

, , l ! j m 111 y°ur revels, your sports, and your wiles, 
And return to mo beaming all o'er with your smiles— 
Too blest, if it tells me that, ’mid the gay cheer, 
home kind voice had murmur’d, ‘ I wish lie were here 1’ 


Let Fate do her worst; there are relies of joy, 

Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy; 
Which come 111 the night-time of sorrow and care, 

And bring back the features that joy used to wear, 
Long, long be my heart with such memories fill’d! 

Like the vase, in which roses have once been distill'd- 
You may break, you may shatter the vase if you will, 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still, 


OH ! DOUBT ME NOT, 

Oil ! doubt 1110 not—the season 
Is o’er, when Folly made mo rove, 

And now the vestal, Reason, 

,., kliall watch the fire awaked by Love 
Although this heart was early blown, 

And hands disturb’d the tree, 

Llicy only shook some blossoms down, 
f Its fruit has all been kept for thee- 

16 
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Then doubt me not—the season 
Is o’er when Folly made me rove, 

And now the vestal, Reason, 

Shall watch the lire awaked by Love, 

And though my lute no longer 
May sing of Passion’s ardent spell, 
Yet, trust me, all the stronger 
l feel the bliss I do not tell. 

The bee through many a garden roves, 

And hums his lay of courtship o’er, 

But, when he finds the flower he loves, 

He set%s there, and hums no more. 

Then doubt me not—the season 
Is o’er when folly kept me free, 

And no$ the vestal, Reason, . 

Shall guard the flame awaked by thee, 


YOU REMEMBER ELLEN. 1 

You remember Ellen, ou# hamlet’s pride, 

How meekly she bless’d her humble lot, 

When the stranger, William, had made her his bride, 

And love was the light of their lowly oot. 

Together they toil’d through winds and rains, 

Till William at length in sadness said, 

‘We must seek our fortune on other plains;’— 

Then, sighing, she left her lowly shed. 

They roam’d a long and a weary way, 

Nor much was the maiden’s heart at ease, 

When now, at the close of one stormy day, 

They see a proud castle among the trees, 

‘To-night,’ said the youth, ‘we’ll shelter there; 

The wind blows cold, and the hour is late 
So he blew the horn with a chieftain’s air, 

And the porter bow’d as they pass’d the gate, 

‘Now, welcome, lady,’ exclaim’d the youth, 

‘ Thin castle is thine, and these dark woods all!' 

She believed him crazed, bnfcjhis words were truth. 

For Ellen is Lady of Rosna Hall! 

And dearly the Lord of Rosna loves 
What William the stranger woo’d and wed; 

And Lie light of bliss, in these lordly groves, < 

Shines pure as it did in the lowly shed. 

farnUj in SUKt - csted by 11 w elMmown and interesting story, told of a certain noble 
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PD MOURN THE HOPES, 

I’d mourn the hopes that leave me, And though the hope he gone, love 
If thy smiles had left me too; That long sparkled o’er our way, 

I d weep when friends deceive mo, Oil! we shall journey on, love, 

If thou werfc, like them, untrue. More safely without its ray. 

But while I’ve thee beforo me, Far better lights shall win me 

With heart so warm and eyes so Along the path I’ve yet to roain- 
bright, The mind that burns within me, 

No clouds can huger o’er me, And pure smiles from thee at home. 

That smile turns them all to light. 

’Tis not in fate to harm me, Thus, when the lamp that lighted 

White fate leaves thy love to me; The traveller at first goes out, 

Tis not in joy to charm me, He feels; awhile benighted, 

Unless joy be shared with thee, And looks around in fear and doubt. 
One minute’s dream about tliee^ But soon, the prospect clearing, 

Were worth a long, an endless year By cloudless starlight on he treads 
Of waking bliss without thee, And thinks no lamp so cheering 

My own love, my only dear! As that light which Heaven sheds. 


COME O’ER THE SEA. 

Come o’er the sea, Was not the sea 

Maiden, with me, Made for the Free, 

Mine through sunshine, storm, and Land foi courts and chains alone! 
snowa ! Hero we are slaves, 

Seasons may roll, But, on the waves, 

But the true soul Love and liberty’s all our own. 

■ Bl >™ the same, where’er it goes. No eye to watch, and no tongue to 
Let fate frown on, so we love and part wound us, 

, “°t; All earth forgot, and all heaven around 

iis life where thou art, ’tis death where us— 
thou art not. Then come o’er the sea, 

Then come o’er the sea, _ Maiden, with me, 

Maiden, with me, . Mine through sunshine, storm, and 

Come wherever the wild wind snows ; 

^vs; Seasons may roll, 

Seasons may roll, But the true soul 

But the true soul _ : Burns the same, where’er it goes, 

Burns the same, where’er it goes. 


HAS SORROW THY YOUNG DAYS SHADED. 

Has sorrow thy young days shaded, Does Time with his cold wing wither 
As clouds o’er the morning fleet ? Each feeling that once was dear ?- 
Too fast have those young days faded, Then, child of misfortune, come hither 
That, even in sorrow, were sweet ? I'll weep with thee, tear for tear. 
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Has lore to that soul, so tender, 

Been like our Lagenian mine, 1 
Where sparkles of golden splendour 
All over the surface shine ? 

But, if in pursuit we go deeper, 

Allured by the gleam that shone, 

Ah ! false as the dream of the sleeper, 
Like Love, the bright ore is gone. 

Has Hope, like the bird in the story, 1 
That flitted from tree to treo 
With the talisman’s glittering glory— j 
Has hope been that bird tq,thee ? I 


On branch after branch alighting, 

The gem did she still display, 

And, when nearest and most inviting, 
Then waft the fair gem away ? 

If thus the young hours have fleeted, 
When sorrow itself looked bright; 

If thus the fair hope hath cheated, 
That led thee along so light; 

If thus the cold world now wither 
Each feeling that once was dear: 

Come, child of misfortune, come hither 
I'll weep with thee, t«ar for tear. 


NO, NOT MORE WELCOME. 

No, not more welcome the fairy numbers 
Of music fall on the sleeper’s car, 

When, half awaking from fearful slumbers, 

He thinks the full quire of heaven is near— 
Than came that voice, wEen, all forsaken, 

This heart long had sleeping lain, 

Nor thought its cold pulse would ever waken 
To such benign blessed sounds again, 

Sweet voice of comfort! ’twas like the stealing 
Of summer wind through some wreathbd shell— 
Each secret winding, each inmost feeling 
Of all my soul echoed to its spell !— 

’Twas whisper’d balm—’twas sunshine spoken !— 
I’d live years of grief and pain 
To have my long sleep of sorrow broken 
By such benign, blessed sounds again, 


WHEN EIRST I MET THEE, 

When first I met thee, warm and young, 
There shone such truth abo*R thee, 
And on thy lip such promise hung, 

I did not dare to doubt thee. 

I saw thee change, yet still relied, 

Still clung with hope the fonder, 

And thought, though false to all beside, 
Erom me thou could^t not wander. 


1 Our Wicklow gold-mines, to which this verso 
alludes, deserve, I fear, the character here riven 
oi'tbem, 

2 ‘The bird, having got its prize, settled not 
far off, with the talisman in his mouth, The 


pnnoo drew near it, hoping it would drop it; but 
as he approached, the >%d took wing, and Bottled 
again,’ &c.—Arabian Bights, Story of Kummir 
al Aummaun arid the Princess China, 
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But go, deceiver! go,— 

The heart, whoso hopes could make it 
Trust one so false, so low, 

Deserves that thou shouldst break it. 

When every tongue thy follies named, 

I lied the unwelcome story ; 

Or found, in even the faults they bhuned, 

Some gleams of future glory. 

I still Wits true, when nearer friends 
Conspired to wrong, to slight thee; 

The heart, that now thy falsehood rends, 
Would then have hied to right thee. 

But go, deceiver! go, — 

Some day, perhaps, thou’lt waken 
Erom'pleasure’s dream to know 
The grief of hearts forsaken, 

Even now, though youth its bloom has shed 
No lights of age adorn tlieo: 

The few, who loved thee once have fled, 

And they who flatter scorn thee. 1 

Thy midnight cup is pledged to slaves, 

No gonial ties enwreathe it, 

The smiling there, lilCe light on graves, 

Has rank cold hearts beneath it. 

Go—go—though worlds were thine, 

I would not now surrender 
One taintless toar of mine 
For all thy guilty splendour! 

And days may como, thou false one! yet 
When even those ties shall sever; 

When tliou wilt call, with vain regret, 

On her thou ’at lost for ever; 

On her who, 'in thy fortune’s fall, 

With smiles had still received tlieo, 

And gladly died to prove .thee all 
Her fancy first believed thee, 

Go-go—'tis vain to curse, 

'Tis weakness to upbraid thee; 

Hate cannot wish thee worse 
Than guilt and shame have made thee 


WHILE HISTORY'S MUSE. 

While History’s Muse the memorial was keeping 
Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves, 
Beside her the Genius of Erin stood weeping, 

For hers was the story that blotted the leaves. 
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But oh!. how the tear in her eyelids grew bright, 

When, after whole pages of sorrow and shame, 

She saw History write, 

With a pencil of light 

That illum’d the whole volume, her Wellington’s name! 

‘Hail, Star of my Isle!’ said the Spirit, all sparkling 
With beams such as break from her own dewy skies— 

' Through ages of sorrow, deserted and darkling, 

I’ve watch'd for some glory like thine to arise. 

For though Heroes I’ve number’d, unblest was their lot, 

And unhaUow’d they sleep in the cross-ways or Fame 
But oh! uhere is not 
One dishonouring blot 

On the wreath that enoircles my Wellington’s name! 

‘ Yet still the last crown of thy toils is remaining, 

The grandest, the purest, even thou hast yet known; 

Though proud was thy task, other nations unchaining, 

Far prouder to heal the deep wounds of thy own. 

At the foot of that throue for whose weal thou hast stood, 

Go, plead for the jand that first cradled thy famo— 

And, bright o’er the iloSd 
Of her tears and her blood, 

Let the rainbow of Hope he her Wellington’s name!’ 


THE TIME I’VE LOST IN WOOING. 

The time I’ve lost in wooing, Liko him, too. Beauty won me, 

In watching and pursuing But while her eyes were on me, 

The light that lies If once their ray 

In woman's eyes, Was turn’d away, 

Has been my heart’s undoing. Oh! winds could not outrun me. 

Though Wisdom oft has sought me, 

I scorn’d the lore she brought me, And are th 03 ® follies going ? 

My only hooks And is my proud heart growing 

Were woman’s looks, Too cold or wise 

And folly’s all they’ve taught me, Tor brilliant eyes 

Again to set it glowing? 

Her smile when Beauty granted, No-yam, alas I th’ endeavour 
I hung with gaze enchanted, From bonds so sweet to sever 

Like him the Sprite 1 Poor Wisdom's chance 

Whom maids by night Against a glance 

Oft meet in glen that's haunted. Is now as weak as ever. 

1 This alludes to a kind of Irish fairy, which is tiioughfc that this was the sprite which we called 
to be met with, they say, in the fields at dusk, tho Leprechaun, but a high authority upon such 
As long as you keep your eyes upon him, he is subjects, Lady Morgan (in a note upon her 
tod and in your power; but the moment you national and interesting novel, ‘ O’Donnell’), 
look away (and he Is ingenious in furnish- has given a very different account of that gob- 
ing some inducement), ho vanishes. I had tin, 
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OH, WHERE’S THE SLAVE. 

Oh, where’s the slave so lowly Less dear the laurel growing 

Condemned to chains uulioly, Alive, untouch’d, and blowing. 

Who, could he burst Than that whose braid 

His bonds at first, Is pluck’d to shade 

Would pine beneath them slowly ? The brows with victory glowing, 

What soul, whose wrougs degrade it, We tread the land that bore us, 

Would wait till time decay'd it, Her green flag glitters o'er ns, 
When thus its wing The friends we’ve tried 

At once may spring Are by our side, 

To the throne of Him who made it ? And the foe we hate before us, 
Farewell, Erin,—farewell, all. Farewell, Erin,—farewell, all, 

Who live to weep our fall. Who live to weep our fall, 


COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 

Come, rest iu this bosom, my own stricken deer, 

Though the herd have lied from thee, thy home is still here: 
Here still is the smile that no cloud can o’ercast, 

And a heart and a haiuhill thy own to thS last. 

Oh! what was love made for, if ’tis not the same 
Through joy aud through torment, through glory and shame ? 
I know not, I ask not, if guilt’s in that heart, 

I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art, 

Thou hast call’d me thy Angel in moments of bliss, 

And thy Angel I’ll be, ’mkfthe horrors of this. 

Through the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue, 

And shield thee, and save thee, or perish there too, 


'TIS GONE, AND FOR EVER. 

’Tis gone, and for ever, the light we saw breaking, 

Like Heaven’s first dawn o'er the sleep of the dead— 

When Man, from the slumber of ages awaking, 

Look’d upward,,and Mess’d the pure ray, ere it lied. 

’Tis gone, and the gleams it has left of its burning 
But deepen the long night of bondage and mourning, 

That dark o’er the kingdoms of earth is returning, 

And darkest of all, napless Erin, o’er thee, 

For high was thy hope, when those glories were darting 
Around thee through all the gross clouds of the world, 
When Truth, from her fetters indignantly starting, 

At once, like a Sun-burst 1 her banner unfurl’d, 

Son-Burst ’ was Hie fanciful name Riven by the ancient Irish to the royal banner. 





t 

Oil! never shall earth see a moment so splendid— 
Then, then—had one Hymn of .Deliverance blended 
The tongues of all nations—how sweet had ascended 
The first note of Liberty, Erin, from theo! 

But shame on those tyrants who envied tho blessing 5 
And shame on the light race unworthy its good, 
Who, at Death’s reeking altar, like furies caressing 
The young hope of Freedom, baptized it in blood 1 
Then vanished for ever that fair, sunny vision, 

Which, spite of the slavish, the eold heart’s derision, 
Shall long he remember’d, pure, bright, and elysian, 
Ac first it arose, my lost Erin, on thee. 

* 


I SAW FROM THE BF*ACIi 

I saw from the beach, when the morning was sinning, 

A bark o’er the waters move gloriously on; 

I came when tho sun o’er that beach was declining, 

The bark was still there, hut the waters were gone. 

And such is thp fate of our life’snarly promise, 

So passing the spring-tide of joy we have known ; 

Each wave, that wa danced on at morning, ebbs from ns, 

And leaves us, at eve, on tjie bleak shore alone. 

Ne’er tell me of glories serenely adorning 
The close of our day, the calm ovo of our night 

Give me back, give me back tho wild freshness of Morning, 
Her clouds and her tears arc worth Evening’s best light, 

Oh, who would not welcome that moment’s returning, 

When passion first waked a new life through his frame, 

And his soul- like tho wood that grows precious in burning-> 
Gave out all its sweets to love's exquisitodiame! 


FILL THE BUMPER FAIR, 


Pin the bumper fair! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O’er the brow of Care 
Smooths away a wrinkle, 

.Wit’s electric flame 
Ne'er so swiftly passes, 

As when through the frame 
It shoots from brimming glasses 
Fill the bumper fair! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O’er the brow of Care 
Smooths away a wrinkle. 

Sages can, they say, 

Grasp the lightning’s pinion". 


And bring down its ray 
| From tho stor'd dominions 
So we, Sages, sit 
And 'Inirl bumpers brightening 
From the heaven of Wit 
Draw down all its lightning, 

Wouldst thou know what first 
Made our souls inherit 
This ennobling thirst 
For wine's eedestial spirit? 

It chanced upon that day, 

When, as bards inform us, 
Prometheus stole away 
The living fires that warm us, 
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The careless Youth, when up With which the Sparks of Soul 
To Glory’s fount aspiring, Mix’d their burning treasure, 

Took nor urn nor cup TT , , 

To hide the pilfer’d lire in.- the sIlow . or 

But oh, his joy ! when, round TT ™ . 8 , s P e ^ s TO1 us > 
The halls of heaven spying, H ®’ cc * 

Among tho stars he found ' ~ f, r within us. 

A howl of Bacchus lying, ^ ^e bumper fair ! 

° livery drop wo sprinkle 

Some drops were in tliat bowl, O’er the brow of Care 
Remains of last night’s pleasure, Smooths away a wrinkle. 


DEAR HARP OF MY COUNTRY. 

•» 

Dear Harp of my Country! in darkness I found thee, 
The cold chain of silence had hung o’er thee long, 1 

When proudly, my own Island Harp, I unbound thee, 
And gave all thy chords to light, freedom, and song! 

The warm lay of love and the light note of gladness 
Have waken’d thy fondest, thy liveliest thrill; 

But so oft hast thou echoed the deep sigh of sadness, 
That even in thy mirth it will steal from thee still. 

Dear Harp of my Country 1 farewell to thy numbers, 
This sweet wreath of song is the last wo shall twine. 

Go, sleep with the sunshine of Fame on thy slumbers, 
Till touch’d by some hand less unworthy than mine; 

If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover, 

Have throbb’d at our lay, ’tis thy glory alone; 

It was hut as tho wind, passing heedlessly over, 

And all the wild sweetness I waked was thy own, 


MY GENTLE HARP, 


My gentle Harp! once more I waken 
The sweetmss of thy slumbering strain; 

In tears our last farewell was taken, 

And now in toarc wo meet again. 

No light of joy' 5 bath o’er theo broken, 
But-like those harps whose heavenly skill 
Of slavery, dark as thine, hath spoken— 
Thou hang’st upon the willows still, 


1 la that rebellious but beautiful song', ‘When, 
Erin first rose, 1 tliero is, If I recollect right, the' 
following line;— 

‘The dark chain of silence was thrown o’er the 
deep,’ 8 

The Chain of Silence was a sort of practical 
figure of rhetoric among the ancient Irish, 


Walker tells us of a ‘ celebrated contention for 
precedence botween Finn and Gaul, near Finn’s 
palace at Almhaim, where tho attending hards, 
anxious, if possible, to produce n cessation of 
hostilities, shook tho Chain of Silence, and flung 
themselves among tho ranks,’—See also tho Ode 
to Gaul, tho son of Morni, in Miss lirooko'e ltd* 
liquos of Irish Poetry, 
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And yet, since last thy chord resounded, 

An hour of peaoe and triumph came, 

And many an ardent bosom bouuded 
With hopes—tliat now are turned to shame. 

Yet even then, while Peace was singing 
Her halcyon song o’er land and sea, , 

Though joy and hope to others bringing, 

She only brought new tears to thee. 

Then who can ask for notes of pleasure, 

My drooping harp ! from chords like thine ? 

Alas, the lark’s gay morning measure •, 

As ill would suit the swan’s decline! 

Or how shall I, who love, who bless thee, 

Invoke tljy breath for freedom's strains, 

When even the wreaths in which I dress thee 
Are sadly mixed—half flow’ers, half chains! 

But come—if yet thy frame can borrow 
One breath of joy—oh, breathe for me, 

And show the world, in chains and sorrow, 

Ho\y sweet thy music still can be; I 

How gaily, even ’mid gloom surrounding, 

Thou yet canst wake at pleasure’s thrill— 

Like Memnon’s brokeu image, sounding, 

’Mid desolation, tuneful still! 


AS SLOW OUR SHIPo 


As slow our ship her foamy track 
Against the wind was cleaving, 

Her trembling pennant still looked 
back 

To that dear isle 'twas leaving. 

So loth we part from all we love, 

From all the links that hind us; 

So turn our hearts, where’er we rove, 
To those we’ve left behind us! 

When round the bowl of vanished years 
We talk, with joyous seeming,— 
With smiles, that might as well be 
tears, 

So faint, so sad their beaming; _ 
While memory brings ns back again , 
Each early tie that twined ns, 

Oh, sweet’s the cup that circles then 
To those we’ve left behind us 1 


And when, in other climes, we meet 
Some isle or valo enchanting, 

Where all looks flowery, wild, and 
sweet, 

And nought but love is wanting 
We think how great had been our bliss. 
If Heaven had hut assigned us 
To live and die in scenes like this, 
With some we’ve left behind us! 

* . 

As travellers oft look back, at eve, 
When eastward darkly going, 

To gaze upon tliat light they leave 
Still faint behind them glowing,- 
So, when the close of pleasure’s day 
To gloom hath near consigned us, 

We turn to catch one fading ray 
Of joy that’s left behind us. 
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IN THE MORNING OF LIFE. 


In the morning of life, whon its cares are unknown, 

And its pleasures in all their new lustre begin, 

When wo live in a bright-beaming world of onr own, 

And the light that surrounds us is all from within ; 

Oh, it is not, believe me, in that happy tbno 
We can love as in hours of less transport wo may :• < ■ 

Of our smiles, of our hopes, ’tis the gay suuny prime, 

But affection is warmest when these fade away. 

« 

When we see the first glory of youth pass us by, 

Like a leaf on the stream that will never return; 

When our cup, which had sparlcled’with pleasure so liign, 
Eirst tastes of fie other, the dark flowing urn; 

Then, then is the moment affection can sway 
With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew; 

Love nursed among pleasures is faithless as they, 

But the Love born of sorrow, like sorrow, is true! 

In climes full of sunsliinc, though splendid their dyes. 

Yet faint is the odour the flowers shed about; 

’Tis the clouds and tho migts of our own weeping skies 
That call the full spirit of fragrancy out. 

So the wild glow of passion may kindle from mirth, 

But ’tis only in grief true affection appears 

And even though to smiles it may first owe its birth, 

Ail the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears. 


WHEN COLD IN THE EARTH. 


When cold in the earth lies the friend thou hast loved. 
Bo his faults and his follies forgot by thee then; 

Or if from their slumber the veil be removed, 

Weep o’er them in silence, and close it again. 

And, on ! if ’tis pain to remember liovv far 
From the pathways of light ho was tempted to roam, 

Be it bliss to remember that thou wort the star 
That arose on his darkness and guided him home. 

Erora thoe and thy innocent beauty first came 
The revealings that taught him true Love to adore, 

To feel the bright presence, and turn him with shame 
From the idols he blindly had knelt to before. 

O’er the waves* of a life, long benighted and wild, 

Thou earnest, like a soft golden calm o’er the sea; 

And if happiness purely and glowingly smiled 
On his evening horizon, the light was from thee. 
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And though sometimes the shade of past folly would rise. 
And though Falsehood again would allure him to stray, 
fie but turned to the glory that dwelt in those eyes, 

And the folly, the falsehood, soon vanished away. 

As the Priests of the Sun, when their altar grow dim, 

At the day-beam alone could its lustre repair, 

So, if virtue a moment grew languid in him, 

He but flew to that smile, and rekindled it there. 



Remember thee J yes, while there’s life in this heart, 

It shall never forget thee, all lorn jjs thou art ; 

More dear in thy sorrow, thy gloom, and thy showers, 

Than the rest of the world in their sunniest hours. 

Wert thou all that I wish thee,—great, glorious, and free— 
First flower of the earth, and first gem of the sea,— 
l might hail thee with prowler, with happier brow, 

But, oh! could I love thee more deeply than now '! 

Ho, thy chains as they rankle, thy blood as it runs, 

But make time more painfully dear to thy sons— 

Whose hearts, like the young of the desert-bird’s nest, 
Drink love in each life-drop that flows from thy breast; 


WREATHE THE BOWL. 

Wreathe the bowl ’Twas nectar fed 

With flowers of soul, Of old, ’tis said, 

The brightest wit can find us; Their Junos, Joves, Apollos; 

We’ll take a flight And man may brew 

Towards heaven to-night, His nectar too, 

And leave dull earth behind us I The rich receipt’s as follows: 
Should Love amid Ttyte wine like this, 

The wreaths he hid Let looks of bliss 

That Joy, the enchanter, brings us, Around it well be blended; 

Ho danger fear Then bring wit's beam 

While wine is near, To warm the stream, 

We’ll drown him if he stings us, And there’s your nectar, splendid 

Then wreathe the bowl * So, wreathe the bowl 

With flowers of soul, With flowers of soul 

The brightest wit can find us; The brightest wit can And us; 

We’ll take a flight We’ll Me, a flight 

Towards heaven to-night, Towards heaven to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind us j And leave dull earth behind us ! 
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Say, why did Time Make pleasure glide 

His glass sublime In double tide, ■ 

Fill up with sands unsightly, And fill both ends for ever! 
When wine, he knew, Then wreathe the bowl 

Runs brisker through, With flowers of soul, 

And sparkles far more brightly ? The brightest wit can find us 3 
Oh, lend it us, Wefll take a flight 

And, smiling thus, Towards heaven to-night, 

The glass in two. we’ll sever, And leave dull earth behind us 


WHENE’ER I SEE THOSE SMILING EYES. 

Whene’er I see those smiling ej^es, 

All filled with hope, and joy, and light, 

As if no cloud could ever rise 
To dim a heaven so purely bright »■ 

I sigh to think how soon that brow 
In grief may lose its every ray, 

And that light heart so joyous now, 

Almost forget it ce>ce was gay, * 

For Time will come with all his blights, 

The ruined hope—the friend unkind— 

The love that leaves, where’er it lights, 

A chilled or burning heart behind! 

While youth, that now like snow appears, 

Ere sullied by the darkening rain, 

When once ’tis touched by sorrow’s tears, 

Will never shine so bright again. 


IF THOU’LT BE MINE. 

If thon’lt be mine, the treasures of air, 

Of earth and sea, shall lie at thy feet $ 
Whatever in Fancy’s eye looks fair, 

Or in Hope’s nweet music is most sweet, 

Shall be ours, if thou wilt be mine, love! 

Bright flowers shall bloom wherever we rove, 

A voice divine shall talk in each stream, 

The stars shall look like worlds of love, 

And this earth be all one beautiful dream 
In our eyes, if thou wilt be mine, love 1 

ft 

And thoughts, whose source is hidden and high, 
Like streams that come from heavenward lulls. 
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Shall keep our hearts-like meads, that lie 
To be bathed by those eternal rills— 

Ever green, if thou wilt be mine, love! 

All this and more the Spirit of Love 
Can breathe o'er them who feci his spells; 
That heaven, which forms his home above, 
He can make on earth, wherever he dwells, 
And he will —if thou wilt be mine, love i 

9 1 


TO LADIES’ EYES. 

To ladies’eyes a round, boy } . 

We can’t refuse, we can't refuse; 

Though bright eyes so abound, boy, 

’Tis hard to choose, ’tis hard to choose. 

For thick as stars that lighten 
Yon airy bowers, yon airy bowers, 

The countless eyes that brighten 
This earth of ours, tnis earth of ours, 

But fill the cup—where'er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
We’re sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all! so drink them all! 

Some looks there are so holy, 

They sepm but given, they seem but given, 
As splendid beacons solely, 

To light to heaven, to light to heaven. 

While some-oh! ne’er believe thorn— 

With tempting ray, with tempting ray, 
Would lead us (God forgive them!) 

The other way, the other way. 

But fill the cup—where'er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
We’re sura to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all! so drink them all! 

In some, as in a mirror, „ 

Love, seems portrayed, Love seems portrayed; 
But shun the nattering error, 

’Tis but his shade, ’tis but his shade. 

Himself has fixed his dwelling 
In eyes we know, in eyes we know, 

And lips—but this is'telling, 

, So here they go! so here they go 1 
Fill up, fill up—where’er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice-may fall, 

We re sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all 1 so drink them all! 


FORGET NOT THE FIELD. 

Forget not the field where thuy perished, 

The truest, the last of the brave, 

All gone-and the bright hope they cherished 
Gone with them, and quenched in their graven 

Oh! could we from death but recove? 

Those hearts, as they bounded before, 

In the face of high Heaven to fight over 

That combat for freedom once more 

« 

Conld tlie chain for an instant be riven 
Which Tyranny flung round^s then, 

Oh! ’tis not'in Man-nor in Heaven 
To let Tyranny bind it again! 

But ’tis past—and though blazoned in story 
The name of our Victor may he, 

Accursed is the miireh of that glory* 

Which treads o’er the hearts of the free, 

F'iV dearer tho grave or tho prison, 

Illumed by one patriot name, 

Than the trophies of all who have risen 
On liberty’s ruins to fame! 


THEY MAY RAIL AT THIS LIFE. 

They may rail at this life—from the hour I began it, 

I’ve found it a life full of kindness and bliss; 

And until they can show me some happier planet, 

More social and bright, I'll content mo with this, 

As long as tho world has such eloquent eyes, 

As before mo this moment enraptured I see, 

They may say what they will of their orbs in the skies, 
But this earth is tho planet for you, love, and me. 

In Mercury’s star, where each minuto can bring them 
New sunshine and wit from the fountain on high, 
Though the nymphs may have livelier poets to sing them, 
They’ve none, oven there, more enamoured than I. 

And as long as this harp can be wakened to love, 

And that eyodts divine inspiration shall be, 

They may talk as they will of their Edens above, 

But this earth is the planet for you, love, and me, 
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In that star of the west, by whose shadowy splendour 
At twilight so often we’ve roamed through tho dew, 
There are maidens, perhaps, who have bosoms as tender, 
And look, in their twilights, as lovely as yon. 

But though' they were even more bright than the qucon 
Of that isle they inhabit in heaven’s bluo sea, 

As I never those fair young celestials have seen, 

Why,—this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 

$ 

As for those chilly orbs on the verge of creation, 

Whore sunshine and smiles must be equally rare, 

Bid they want‘a supply of cold hearts for that station, 
Heaven knows*we have plenty on earth we could spare. 
Oh ! think what a world we should have of it here, 

If the haters of p#ace, of affection, and glee, 

Were to fly up to Saturn’s comforblestksphere, 

And leave earth to suoli spirits as you, love, and me. 


OH POE TIIE SWOEDS <?F FOEMEE TIME! 

Oh for the swords of former time! LQh for tho kings who nourished then! 

Oh for the men who bore them, Oh for tho pomp that crowned them, 
When armed for flight, they stood When hearts and hands of freeborn 
suoiime, men 

WW ^i 01 ' 0 " 0116 ^ 0 ^ 04116 ’ 111 W™ all the ramparts round them! 

w i 8 y8t ’ f 8 C °! lrts , b ? gan Wlien > Hllfo built on bosoms true, 

« r t0 ensl r r- Tlie tIiroii e ™ but the centre 
. Round Which Love a circle drew, 

0 offor h themc C n ‘ ^ ^ 

whined fo^^tood 

And tyrants crouched before them! wSTall the ramparts round them! 


hf;ee ask the houe. 

!-gr -»«*• *** 
wsa Mteiraka? 

I’d number each glorious second^ | 
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Young Joy ne’er thought of count¬ 
ing hours, 

Till Care, one summer’s morning, 
Set up among his smiling flowers 
A dial, by way of warning, 

But Joy loved better to gasso on the sun, j 
As long as its light was glowing. 


Than to watch with old Care how the 
shadow stole on, 

And how fast that light was going 
So fill the cup—what is it to us 
How Time his circle measures ? 
The fairy hours we call up thus 
Obey no wand but Pleasure’s, 


SAIL ON, SAIL ON. 

Sail on, sail on, thou fearless bark— 

Wherever blows the welcome wind, 

It cannot lead to scenes more dark, 

More sad, than those we leave behind. 

Each wave that passes seems to say, 

‘ Though death beneath our smile may be, 

Less cold we are, less false than they 
Whose smiling wrecked thy hopes and thee.’ 

Sail on, sail on—through endless space— 

Through calm—through tempest—stop no more j 
The stormiest sea’s a rcsting-plaoo 
To him who leaves such hearts on shore, 

Or—if some desert land we meet, 

Whore never yet false-hearted men 
Profaned a world that else were Bweet— 

Then rest thee, bark, but not till thou. 


THE PAEALLEL. 

Yes, sad one of Sion, 1 —if closely resembling, 

In shame and in sorrow, thy withered-up heart— 

If drinking, deop, deep, of tho same ‘cup of trembling' 
Could make us thy children, our parent thou art. 

Like thee doth oil. nation lie conquered and broken, 
And fallen from her head is the once royal crown j 

In her streets, in her halls, Desolation hath spoken, 
And 1 while it is day yet, her sun hath gone down.’ 

Like thine doth her exile, ’mid dreams of returning. 

Die far from the home it were life to behold; 

Like thine do her sons, in the day of their mourning, 
Eemember the bright things that bless’d them of old! 


1 Those verses wero written after tho perusal of a treatise by Mr, Hamilton, professing to provo 
that the Irish worn originally Jews- . ■ 

iff 
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Ah, well may we call her, like thee, ‘the Forsaken,' 

Her boldest are vanquished, her proudest are slaves; 

And the harps other minstrels, when gayest they waken, 
Have breathings as sad as the wind over graves! 

Yet hadst thou thy vengeance—yet came there the morrow, 
That shines out at last on the longest dark night, 

When the sceptre that smote theo with slavery and sorrow 
Was shivered at once, like a reed, in thy sight. 

When that cup, which for others the proud Golden City 
Had brimmed full of bitterness, drenched her own lips, 

And the world she had trampled on heard, without pity. 
The howl ifi her halls and the cry from her ships. 

When the cursa-Heaven keeps for the haughty came over 
Her merchauts rapacious, her rylers unjust, 

And—a ruin, at last, for the earth-worm to cover— 

The Lady of Kingdoms lay low in the dust. 


- DRINK OF PIS CUP. 

Dbink of this cup—you’ll find there’s a spell in 
Its every drop ’gainst jhe ills of mortality— 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality, 

Would you forget the dark world we are in. 

Only taste of the bubble that gleams ou the top of it j 
But would you rise above earth, till akin 
To immortals themselves, you must drain every drop of it, 
Send round the cup—for oh! there’s a spell in 
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality— 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 


Never was philtre formed with such power 
To charm and bewilder as this we are quaffing} 

Its magic began, wlieu, in Autumn’s rich hour, 

As a harvest of gold in the fields it stood laughing. 
There having by Nature’s enchantment been filled 
With the balm and the bloonifof her kindliest weather, 
This wonderful juice from its core was distilled, 

To enliven such hearts as are cere brought together I 
Then drink of the cup—you’ll find there’s a spell in 
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality— 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, out this is reality. 


And though, perhaps—but breathe it to no one— 

Like cauldrons the witch brews at midnight so awful, 
1c secret this philtre was first taught to (low < 

Yet—’tisn’t less potent for being unlawful. „ ' 
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What though it may taste of the smoke of that flame 
.Which in silence extracted its virtue forbidden? 

Fijj- np—there’s a fire in some hearts I could name, 

Which may work to its charm, though now lawless and hidden, 
ho drink of the cup-for oh! there’s a spell in 
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality— 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, hut this is reality.’ 


THE FORTUNE-TELLER. 

Dows in the valley come meet me to-night, 
And I’ll tell you your fortune truly 
As ever ’twas told, by the new moon’s light, 
To young maidens shining as newly. 

But, for the world, let no one be nigh, 

Lest haply the stars should deceive me; 
These secrets between you and me and the sky 
Should never go farther, believe me? 

If at that hour the heavens be not dim, 

My science shall call up before you 
A male apparition—the image of him 
Whoso destiny ’tis to adore you. 

Then to the phantom be thou but kind, 

And round yon so fondly he’ll hover; 

You’ll hardly, my dear, aiiy difference find 
’Twixt him and a true living lover. 

Down at your feet, in the pale moonlight, 

He’ll kneel with a warmth of emotion— 

An ardour, of which such an innocent sprite 
You’d scarcely believe had a notion. 

What other thoughts and events may arise, 

As in Destiny’s book I’ve not seen them. 
Must only he left to the stars and your eyes 
To settle ere morning between them. 


OH, YE DEAD! 

Oh, ye dead! oh, yo dead! whom we know by the light you give 
Twm your cold gleaming eyes, though you move like men who live 
Why leave you thus your graves. 1 

In far-off fields and waves. 
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Where the worm and the sea-bird only know your bed. 

To haunt this spot, where all 
Those eyes that wept your fall, 

And the hearts that bewailed you, like your own, lie deadS 

It is true—it is true—we are shadows cold and wan; 

Tt is true—it is true—all the friends we loved are gone, 

But, oh! thus even in death, 

So sweet is still the breath 

Of the fields and the flowers in our youth we wandered o’er, 
That, ere condemned we go 
To freeze 'mid Heola’s 1 snow, 

We would tyste it awhile, and dream we live once more J 


O’DONOGHUE’S MISTRESS. 2 

Of all the fair months, that round the sun 
In light-linked dance their circles run, 

Sweet May, sweet May, shine thou for me! 

.For still, when thy earliest beams arise, 

That youth who beneath the blue lake lies, 

Sweet May, sweet Slay, returns to me, 

Of all the smooth lakes, where daylight leaves 
His lingering smile'’ on golden eves, 

Fair lake, fair lake, thou'rt dear to me; 

For when the last April sun grows dim, 

Thy Naiads prepare his steed for him 
Who dwells, who dwells, bright lake, in thee, 

Of all the proud steeds, that ever bore 
Young plumed chiefs on sea or shore, 

White steed, white steed, most joy to thee, 

Who still, with the first young glance of spring, 

From under that glorious lake (lost bring, 

Proud steed, proud steed, my love to me. 

While white as the sail some bark unfurls, 

When newly launched, thy long maue 3 curls, 

Fair steed, fair steed, as white and free; 

-. 1 -W.... ..-. . 

I Paul Zeland mentions that there is a moun- white horse, to the sound of sweet, unearthly 
tain in some part of Ireland where the ghosts of music, and preceded by groups of youths and 
persona who have died in foreign lands walk maidens, who flung wreaths of delicate spring 
about and converse with those they meet, like flowers in his path, 

living people, If asked why they do not return Among other stories connected with this 
to their homes, they say they are obliged to go to Legend of the Lakes, it is said that there was a 
Mount Hecla, and disappear immediately, o young and beauti ful girl, whoso imagination was 

II The particulars of the tradition respecting so impressed with the idea of this visionary 
O'Donoglme and his white horse may be founfl chieftain, that she fancied herself in love with 
in Mr, Weld's Account of Mlarniy, or more him, arid at last, in a fit of insanity, ori a May- 
fully detailed in Derrick's letters. Formally morning threw herself into the lake. 

years after Ills death, the spirit of this hero is 3 The boatmen of Killarney call those wavea 
supposed to have been seen on the morning of which come on a windy day, crested with foam, 
May-day gliding over the lake on his favourite 1 O’Donog'-’Wg white horses , 1 
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And spirits, from all the lake’s deep bowers, 
Glide o'er the blue wave scattering (lowers, 
Fair steed, around my love and thee; 

Of all the sweet deaths that maidens die, 
Whose lovers beneath the cold wave lie, 

Most sweet, most sweet, that death will be, 
Which under the next May-evening’s light, 
When thou and thy steed are lost to sight, 
Dear love, dear love, I'll die for thee, 


ECHO. 

How sweet the answer Echo makes 
To music at night, 

When, roused by lute or horn, she wakes, 

And far away, o’er lawns and lakes, 

Goes answering light, 

r, . . » 

Yet Love hath echoes truer far, 

And far more sweet. 

Than e'er, beneath the moonlight’s star, 

Of horn, or lute, or soft guitar, 

Tho songs repeat, 

’Ti3 when the sigh in youth sincere, 

And only then,— 

Tho sigh, that’s breathed for one to hear, 

Is by that one, that only dear, 

Breathed back again! 


OH! BANQUET NOT. 

Oh ! banquet not in those shining bowers 
Wliere youth resorts, but come to me; 

For mine’s a garden of faded flowers, 

More fit for sorrow, for age, and thee, 

And there we shall have our feast of tears 
And many a oup in silence pour— 

Our guests, the shades of former years— 

Our toasts, to lips that bloom no more, 

Theve^ while the myrtle’s withering houghs 
Their lifeless leaves around us, shed, 

We'll brim the howl to broken vows, 

To friends long lost, the changed, the dead, 
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Or, as some blighted laurel waves 
Its branches o'er the dreary spot, 

Well drink to those neglected graves 
Where valour sleeps, unnamed, forgot! 


THEE, THEE, ONLY THEE. 

The dawning of morn, the day-light’s sinking, 
The night’s long hours still find me thinking 
Of thee, thee, only thee. 

When friends are met, and goblets crowned, 
And smiles are near that once enchanted, 
Uiireachedjby all that sunshine round, 

My soul, like some dark spot, is haunted 
By thee, thee, only thee 

Whatever in fame’s high path could waken 
My spirit, once, is now forsaken 
Eor thee, thee, only thee. 

Like'shores, by whichf.some headlong barlt 
To the ocean hurries—resting never— 

Life’s scenes go by me, bright or dark, 

I know not, heedmot, hastening ever 
, To thee, thee, only thee. 

I have not a joy but of thy bringing, 

And pain itself seems sweet, when springing 
Erom thee, thee, only thee. 

Like spells that nought on earth can break, 

Till lips that know the charm have spoken, 
Tins heart, howe’er the world may wake 
Its grief, its scorn, can but be broken 
By thee, thee, only thee. 



SHALL THE HAEP THEN BE SILENT? 

Shall the harp then be silent wheip he, who first gave 
To our country a name, is withdrawn from all eyes ? 

Shall a minstrel of Erin stand mute by the grave, 

Where the first, where the last of her patriots lies ? 1 

No—faint though the death-song may fall from his lips, 

Though his harp, like his Soul, may with shadows be crossed, 
Yet, yet shall it sound, ’mid a nation’s eclipse, 

And proclaim to the world what a star hath been lost ? 3 

1 The celebrated Irish orator and patriot, Grattan. 

! It is only these two flrstverses that are either fitted or intended to be lunff, 


IRISH MELODIES'. 249 : 

What a union of all the affections and powers, 

By which life is exalted, embellished, refined, 

Was embraced in that spirit, whose centre was ours, 

While its mighty circumference circled mankind! 

Oh, udio that loves Eriu, or who that can see, 

Through the waste of her annals, that epoch sublime— 

Like a pyramid raised in the desert—where he 
And his glory stand out to the eyes of all time !— 

That one lucid interval snatched from the gloom 
And the madness of ages, when, filled with his soul, 

A nation o’erleaped the dark bounds of her doom, 

And, for one saored instant, touched liberty’s goal! 

Who, that ever hath heard him—hath drank at the source 
Of that wonderful eloquence, all Erin’! own, 

In whose high-thoughCed daring, the fire, and the force, 

And the yet untamed spring of her spirit, are shown 

An eloquence, rich—wheresoever its wave 
Wandered free and triumphant—with thoughts that shone through 
As clear as the brook’s ‘ stone of lustre,’ and gave, 

With the flash of the ,gem,- its solidity too 

Who, that ever approached him, when, free from the crowd, 

In a home full of love, he delighted to tread 
'Mong the trees which a nation had giv’n, and which bowed, 

As if each brought a new civic crown for his head,— 

That home, where—like him who, as fable hath told, 

Put the rays from his brow, that his child might come near-* 

Every glory forgot, the most wiso of the eld 
Became all that the simplest and youngest hold dear: - 

Is there one who has thus, through his orbit of life, 

But at distance observed him, through glory, through blame, 

In the calm of retreat, in the grandeur of strife, 

Whether shining or clouded, still high and the same ? 

Such a union of all that enriches life’s hour, 

Of the sweetness we love and the greatness we praiso, 

As that type of simplicity blended with power, 

A child with a thunderbolt, only portrays,— 

Oh no—not a heart that e’er knew him hut mourns, 

Deep, deep, o’er the grave where such glory is shrined— 

O’er a monument Fame will preserve 'mong the urns 
Of the wisest, the hraveet. the best of mankind I 
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OH, THE SIGHT ENTRANCING. 

Oh, the sight entrancing. _ J His plumed bands 
When morning's beam is glancing j Could bring such hands 

O'er files arrayed i And hearts as ours together. 

With helm and blade. Leave pomps to those who need ’enw 

And plumes in the gay wind dancing! Adorn but Man with Freedom, 

When hearts are all high beating, And proud he braves 

And the trumpet’s voice repeating The gaudiest slaves 

That song whose breath That crawl where monarchs lead 'em, 

May lead to death, The sword may pierce the beaver, 

But never to retreating! Stone walls in time may sever; 

Oh, the sight entrancing, Tis heart alone, 

When morning’s beam is glancing Worth steel and stone, 

O'er files arrayed That keeps men free for ever! 

With helm and blade, * Oh, that sight entrancing, 

And plumes in the gay wind dancing! When morning's beam is glancing 

O'er files arrayed 

Yet tis not helm or feather- With helm and blade, 

For ask yon despot whether And in freedom’s cause advancing! 



SWEET INNISFALLEN. 


Sweet Innisfallen, fare time well, 

May calm and sunshine long be thine! 

How fair thon art let others tell, 

While but to fed how fair is mine ! 

Sweet Innisfallen, fare thee well, 

And long may light around thee 
smile, 

As soft as on that evening fell 
When first I saw thy fairy isle! 

Thou wert too lovely then for one 
Who had to turn to paths of care — 

Who had through vulgar crowds to run, 
And leave thee bright and silent 
there: 

No more along thy shores to come. 

But on the world’s dim ocean tost, 

Dream of thee sometimes as a home 
Of sunshine he had seen and lost! 

Far better in thy weeping hours 
To part from thee as I do now, 

When mist is o’er thy blooming bowers, 
Like Sorrow’s veil on Beauty’s brow, 


i For though unrivalled still thy grace, 
Thou <W not look, as then, too 
blest, 

But in thy shadows seem’st a place 
Where weary man might hope to 
rest— 

Might hope to rest, and find in thee 
A gloom like Eden’s, on the day 

He left its shade, when every tree, 
Like thine, hung weeping o’er his 
way i 

Weeping or smiling, lovely isle! 

And still the lovelier for thy tears— 

For though but rare thy sunny smile, 
’Tis Heaven’s own glance when it 
appears. 

Like feeling hearts, whose joys are 
few, 

>’ But, when indeed they come, divine— 

The steadiest light the sun e’er threw 
Is lifeless to one gleam of thine ? 
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’TWAS ONE OF THOSE DREAMS. 

’Twas one of those dreams that by musio are brought, 
Like a light summer haze, o’er the poet’s warm thought, 
When, lost in the future, his soul wanders on, 

And all of this life but its sweetness is gone 

The wild notes he heard o’er the water were those 
To which he had sung Erin’s bondage and woes, 

And the breath of the bugle now wafted them o’er 
From Denis' green isle to Glenb’s wooded shore 

He listened—while high o’er the eagle’s rude nest 
The lingering sounds on their way loved to rest; 

And the echoes sung hack from their full mountain quire, 
As if loth to let song so enchanting'expire. 

It seemed as if every sweet note that died here 
Was again brought to life in some airier sphere, 

Some Heaven in those hills where the soul of the strain. 
That had ceased upon earth, was awaking again 1 

Oh forgive, if, while listening to music wliose breath 
Seemed to circle his name with a charm against death, 

He should feci a proud spirit within him proclaim— 

‘ Even so shalt thou livo in the echoes of Fame : 

‘Even so, though thy memory should now die away, 
’Twill be caught up again in some happier day, 

And the hearts and the voices of Erin prolong, 

Through the answering future, thy name and thy song!’ 


FAIREST! PUT ON AWHILE. 


Fairest ! put on awhile Rooks, through myrtle boughs, 

These pinions of light I bring thee, In grace majestic frowning— 

And o’er thy own green isle Like some warrior’s brows 

In fancy let me wing thee. That Love hath just been crowning, 

Never did Ariel’s plume, f , 

At golden sunset hover * Islets so freshly fair 
O’er such scenes of bloom That never hath bird come mgh them, 

As I shall waft thee over. But, from his course through air, 

n Hath been won. downward by them 1 — 

Fl a j ? , % in S Types, sweet maid, of thee, 

And fearlessly meets the ardour Whose look, whose blush inviting, 
Summer’s gaze, ' Never did Lovo yet see 

Witn but her tears to guard her. From heaven, without alighting. 


oerWn«KSwr.S;» . 3 T ' 1S , s of tlie barony of Forth) Dr. Ifeating says: ‘There is i 
^ dlWB d °™ 011 th ° “ tha ‘ % ° ?0r 
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Lakes where the pearl lies lid, 1 Then if, while soenes so grand, 

And eaves where the diamond’s So beautiful, shine before thee, 

, sleeping _ Pride for thine own dear land 

Bright as the gems that lid Should haply be stealing o'er thee, 

Of thine lets fall in weeping. Oh, let grief come first, ° 

Glens, where Ocean comes, O’er pride itself victorious— 

To ’scape the wild wind’s rancour, To think how man hath curst 
And harbours, worthiest homes What Heaven had mado so glorious 

Where Freedom’s sails could anchor. J 


QUICK! °WE HAVE BOT A SECOND. 


Quick ! we have but a second* 

Fill round the cup while you may j 
For Time, the churl, hath beckoned, 
And we must away, away! 

Grasp the pleasure that’s flying, 

For oh! not Orpheus’ strain 
Could keep sweet hours from dying, 

Or charm them to life again. 

Then quick! we have but a second, 
Fill round, fill round, while you 
■ _ njny; 

For Time, the churl, liathbeckoned, 
And we mu3t away, away! 


See the glass, how it (lushes. 

Like some young Hebe’s lip. 

And half meets thine, and blushes 
That thou shouldst delay to sip. 
Shame, oh shame unto thee, 

If ever thou seest the day 
When a cup or a lip shall woo thee, 
find turn untouched away! 

Then quick! we have but a second, 
Fill round, fill round while you 
may; 

ForTime, the churl, hath beckoned, 
And we must away, away 1 


AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE THIS, 

And doth not a meeting like this make amends 
For all the long years I’ve been wandering away ? 

To see thus around me my youth’s early friends. 

As smiling and kind as in that happy day! 

Though haply o’er some of your brows, as o’er mine, 
The snow-fall of Time may be stealing—what then ? 

Like Alps in the sunset, thus lighted by wine, 

We’ll wear the gay tinge of youth's roses again, 

What softened remembrances come o’er the heart, 

In gazing on those we’ve been lost to so long! 

The sorrows, the joys, of whioli once they were part, 
btill round them, like visions of yesterday, throng, 
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As letters some hand hath invisibly traced, 

When held to the flame will steal out on the sight, 
So many a feeling, that long seemed effaced 
The warmth of a meeting like this brings to light. 


Ami thus, as in Memory's bark we shall glide 
To visit the scenes of our boyhood anew— 

Though oft we may see, looking down on the tide, 

The wreck of full many a hope shining through - 
Yet still, as in fancy we point to the flowers, 

That once made a garden of all the gay shore, 
Decoived for a moment, we’ll think them still ours, 

And breathe the fresh air of Lifers morning once more, 


So brief our existence, a glimpse, at the most, 

Is all we can have of the few we hold dear; 

And oft even joy is unheeded and lost, 

For want of some heart, that could echo it near. 

Ah, well may we hope, when this short life is gone, 

To meet in some world of more permanent bliss; 

For a smile, or a grasp of the hand, hastening on, 

Is all we enjoy of each other in this. 

% * 

But come—the more rare such delights to the heart, 

The more we should welcome, aud bless them tho more: 

They're ours when we meet—they are lost when we part, 
Like birds that bring summer, and fly when ’tis o’er. 

Thus circling the cup, hand in hand, ere we drink, 

Let sympathy pledge us, through pleasure, through pain, 

That fast as a feeling but touches one link, 

Her magic shall send it direct through the chain. 



THE MOUNTAIN SPKITE. 

In yonder valley there dwelt, alone, 

A youth, whoso life all had calmly flown. 

Till spells came o’er him, and, day and night, 

He was haunted and watched by a Mountain Sprite, 

As he, by moonjight, went wandering o’er 
The golden sands of that island shore, 

A footprint sparkled before his sight, 

’Twas the fairy foot of the Mountain Sprite. 

Beside a fountain, one sunny day, 

As, looking down on the stream, he lay, 

Behind him stole two eyes of light, 

And he saw in the clear wave the Mountain Sprite. 

0 t 

He turned—but lo, like a startled bird, 

The Spirit fled—and ho only heard 



254 


IRISH MELODIES. 

I 

Sweet music, such as marks the flight 

Of a journeying star, from the Mountain Smite. 

One night, pursued by that dazzling look, 

The youth, bewildered, his pencil took 
And, guided only by memory’s light, 

Drew the fairy form of the Mountain Sprite. 

Oh thou*who lovest the shadow,’ cried 
A gentle voice, whispering by his side, 

‘Now turn and see,’—here the youth’s delight 
Sealed the rosy lips of the Mountain Sprite. 

ft 

‘ Of all the Spirits of hand and sea, 

Exclaimed he then, ‘ there is none like thee; 
And oft, oh oft/may thy shape alight 
In this lonely arbour, sweet Mountain Sprite.’ 


AS VANQUISHED ERIN. 


As vanquished Erin wept beside 
The Boyne's ill-fated river, 

She saw where Discord, in the tide, 
Had dropped his loaded quiver. 

'Lie hid,’ she cried,.‘ye venomed 
darts, 

Where mortal eye may shun you; 
Lie hid—for oh! the stain of hearts 
That bled for me is on you.’ 

But vain her wish, her weeping vain— 
As Time too well hath taught her: 
Each year the fiend returns again, 

And dives into that water: 


And Brings triumphant, from beneath 
His shafts of desolation, 

And sends them, winged with worse 
" than death. 

Throughout her maddening nation, 

Alas for her who sits and mourns. 

Even now beside that river— 
Unwearied still the fiend returns, 

And stored is still his quiver. 

1 1 When will this end ? ye Powers of 
Good!’ 

She weeping asks for ever; 

But only hears, from out that flood, 
The demon answer, ‘ Never!’ 



DESMOND’S SONG. 1 

By the Peal’s wave benighted, Some vdiee whispered o’er me, 

Not a star in the skies, As the threshold I crossed, 

To thy door by Love lighted, There was ruin before me: 

i first saw those eyes. If I loved, I was lost. 

' Thomas, the heir of the Desmond family, hail this inferior alliance alienated his followers, 
accidentally been so engaged in tho chase, that whoso brutal pride regarded this indulgence of 
he was benighted near Tralee, and obliged to his love as an unpardonable degradation of Ills 
take shelter at the Abbey of Foal, in the house of family,’— lelmi, vol. ii. 
one of his dependants, called Mae Cormac. Ca- > This air has been already B o successfully sup. 
thorinc, a beautiful daughter of his host, instantly plied with words by Mr, Bayly, that I should haye 
inspired the Earl with a violent passion, which left it untouched if we could have spared sour- 
he could not eubduo. He married her, and hy terestlng a melody out of onr collection, 
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Love came, and brought sorrow 
Too soon in his train; 

Yet so sweet, that to-morrow 
’Twould be welcome again, 
Were misery’s full measure 
Poured out to me now, 

I would drain it with pleasure, 
So the Hebe were thou, 

You who call it dishonour 
To bow to this flame, 

If you've eyes, look hut on her, 
And blush while you blame, 


Hath the pearl 1 cm whiteness 
Because of its birth? 

Hath the violet less brightness 
for growing near earth ? 

No—Man, for his glory, 

To history flies; 

While Woman's bright story 
Is toldfin her eyes. 

While the monarch but traces 
Through mortals his liue, 

Beauty, born of the Graces, 
Ranks next to divine 1 


THEY KNOW NOT MY HEART. 

They know not my heart, who believe there can be 
One stain of this earth iu its feelings for thee; 

Who think, while I see tliee in beauty’s young hour, 
As pure as the morning’s first dew on the flower, 

I could barm wliat I love-as the sun’s wanton ray 
But smiles on the dewdrop to waste it away! 

No-beaming with light as those young features are, 
There’s a light round thy heart which is lovelier far: 
It is not that cheek— ’tia the soul dawning clear 
Through its innocent blush makes thy beauty so year- 
As the sky we look up to, though glorious and fair, 

Is looked up to the more, because heaven is there! 


I WISH I WAS BY THAT DIM LAKE. 

I wish I was by that dim lake, 1 
Where sinful souls their farewells take 
Of this vain world, and half-way lie 
In Death's cold shadow, ere they die. 
There, there, far from thee, 

Deceitful world, my home should be— 


1 These verses are meant to allude to that 
ancient haunt of superstition called Patrick’s 
purgatory. ‘In the midst of these gloomfre* 
glons of Donnegall (says Dr. Campbell) lay a 
lake, which was to become the mystic theatre of 
this fabled and intermediate state. In the lake 
were soveral islands j but one 8f them was digni¬ 
fied with that called the Mouth of Purgatory, 
which during the dark ages attracted the notice 


of all Christendom, and was the resort of pei 
tents and pilgrims from almost every country 
Europe. „ , . 

‘It was,’as the same writer tolls us, ‘one 
the most dismal and dreary spots in the Norl 
almost inaccessible, through deep glens a: 
rugged mountains, frightful with impend!: 
rocks, and the hollow murmurs of the west! 
windB in dark caverns- neopled only with su 
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'Where, come what might of gloom and pain, 
False hope should ne’er deceive again! 

The lifeless sky, the mournful sound 
Of unseen waters, falling round— 

The dry leav es quivering o’er my head, 

Like man, unquiet even when dead— 
These—ay—these should wean 
My soul«rom Life’s deluding scene. 

And turn each thought, each wish I have, 
Like willows, downward towards the grave. 

As they wh8 to their couch at night 
Would welcome sleep, first quench the light. 
So must the h#pea that keep this breast 
Awake, he quenched, ere it can nest. 

Cold, cold, my heart must grow, 

Unchanged by either joy or woe, 

Like freezing founts, where all that’s throws 
Within their current turns to stone 


SHE SUNG OF LOVE. 

She sung of love—while o’er her lyre 
The rosy rays of evening fell, 

As if to feed with their soft fire 
The soul within that trembling shell, 

The same rich light hung o’er her cheek, 

And played around those lips that snug 

And spoke, as flowers would sing and speak; 

If love could lend their leaves a tongue, 

But soon the west no longer burned, 

Each rosy ray from heaven withdrew; 

And when to gaze again I turned, 

The minstrel's form seemed fading too. 

As if hr light and heaven’s were one, 

The glory all had left that frame; 

And from her glimmering lips $ie tone, 

As from a parting spirit, came, 1 

Who ever loved, but had the thought 
That he and all he loved must part ? 

fantastic beings as the mind, however gay, is * Now in the glimmering dying light she grows 
from strange association wont to appropriate to Less and less earthly,’ 
such gloomy scenes .'—Strictures on the Jf ccleii- 

attical and IMerarn History of Ireland, I would quote the ent ro passage, but that I ioar 

1 The thought here was suggested by some to put my own bumble imitation of it out of 
beautiful lines in Mr, Rogers’s Poem of Human countenance. 
life, beginning. 
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Filled with this fear, I flew and caught 
That fading image to my heart— 

And cried, 1 Oh Love! is this thy doom ? 

Oh light of youth’s resplendent day! 
Must ye then lose your golden bloom, 
And thus like sunshine die away P 


SING-SING—MUSIC WAS GIVEN. 

Sing— sing—Music was giv«n 
To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven, 

By harmony’s laws alone are kept moving. 
Beauty may boast of her eyes and her cheeks, 

But love from the lips his true archery wings; 

And she who but feathers the dart when she speaks, 
At once sends it home to the heart when she sings, 

Then sing—sing—Music was given 
To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven, 

By harmony’s laws alone are kept moving. 

When Love, rocked by his mother, 

Lay sleeping as calm as slumber could make him, 

'Hush, hush,’ said Venus, ‘no other 
Sweet voice but his own is worthy to wake him.* 
Dreaming of music he slumbered the while, 

Till faint from his lips a soft melody broke, 

And Venus, enchanted, looked on with a smile, 
While Love to his own sweet singing awoke! 

Then sing—sing—music was given 
To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving; 

■ Souls here, Eke planets in heaven 
By harmony’s laws alone are kept moving. 


» 
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COBRTOTION, ANI)' INTOLBKANOB. 

TWO POEMS: 

ADDRESSED TO AN ENGLISHMAN BY AN IRISHMAN. 

1808 . 


PEEFACE. fl 

The practice which has been lately introduced into literature, of writing very 
long notes upon very indifferent verses, appears to me rather a happy invention; 
as it supplies us with a mode of turning dull poetry to account, and as horses 
too heavy for the saddle may yet serve well enough to draw lumber, so poems 
of this kind make excellent beasts of burden, and will bear notes, though they 
may not bear reading. Besides, the comments in such cases are so little under 
the necessity of paying any servile deference to the text, that they may even 
adopt that Socratic dogma, ‘ Quod supra nos nihil ad nos.’ 

In the first of the two following Poems, I have ventured to speak of the 
Revolution of 1688 in language which has sometimes been employed by Tory 
writers, and which is therefore neither very new nor popular. But however an 
E n g lish m a n might be reproached with ingratitude, for depreciating the merits 
and results of a measure, which he is taught to regard as the source of his 
liberties—however ungrateful it might appear in Alderman B—rob. to question 
for a moment the purity of that glorious era, to which he is indebted for the 
seasoning of so many orations—yet an Irishman, who has none of these obli¬ 
gations to acknowledge; to whose country the Revolution brought nothing but 
injury and insult, and who recollects that the hook of Molyneux was burned, 
by order of William’s Whig Parliament, for daring to extend to unfortunate 
Ireland those principles on which the Revolution was professedly founded—an 
Irishman may be allowed to criticise freely the measures of that period, without 
exposing himself either to the imputation of ingratitude, or to the suspicion of, 
being influenced by any Popish remains of Jacobitism. No nation, it is true, 
was ever blessed with a more golden opportunity of establishing and securing 
its liberties for ever than the conjuncture of Eighty-eight presented to the 
people of Great Britain. But the disgraceful reigns of Charles and James had 
weakened and degraded the national character, The bold notions of popular 
right, which had arisen out of the struggles between Charles the First and his 
Parliament, were gradually supplantecUby those slavish doctrines for which 
Lord H—kesb-ry eulogizes the churchmen of that period; and as the Refer* 
mation had happened too soon for the purity of religion, so the Revolution came 
too late for the spirit of liberty. Its advantages accordingly were for the most 
part specious and transitory, while the evils which it entailed are still felt and 
still increasing By rendering unnecessary the frequent exercise of Prerogative, 
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-that unwieldy power which cannot move a step* without alarm,-it dimi- 
is wd the only interference of the Crown, which is singly and independentlv 
exposed before the people, and whose abuses therefore are obvious to their 
senses and capacities; like the myrtle over a celebrated statue in Minerva’s 
temple at Athens, it skilfully veiled from the public eye the only obtrusive 
feature of royalty At the same time, however, that the Revolution abridged 

TmwflrT PU OT i llttribWte i lt a - mp - ly com P ensated 'by the substitution of a new 
power, as much morepotent in its effect us it is more secret in its operations 

it £ &f a °j f revenue aud the tensive patronage afmexed to 
} J# fo ™dations this power of the Crown wefe laid; the innovation 
of a standing army at once increased and strengthened it, and the few slight 
barriers which the Act of Settlement opposed to its progress have all been 
gradually removed during tho Whiggish reigns that succeeded; till at length 
this spiut of influence has become the vital principled the State,-an agency 
subtle and unseen, which pervades every part of the Constitution, lurks undrn- 
all its forms, and regulates all its movements, anti, like the invisible svlpli or 
grace which presides over the motions of beauty, y pil 01 

Illam, quioquid agit, quoquo vestigia flectit, 

Compouit furtim subsequiturque.' 

The cause of Liberty and the Revolution are so habitually associated in the 
minds of Englishmen that probably in objecting to the latter, I may bo thought 
hostile or indifferent to the former; bjjt assuredly nothing could bemorcumiiW 
than such a suspicion, The very object, indeed, which my humble animnd 
versions would attain is, that in the crisis to which I thinlr Englaml is now 
hastening and between which and foreign subjugation she may soon be com¬ 
pelled to choose, the errors and omissions of 1688 may he remedied- and as it 

SSl SkB; now 

actions have been equally cruel to Ireland, and perhaps equally insincere in 
tlieir efforts for the liberties of England. There is one name indeed onimel 
withWhiggism, of which lean never think but with veneration'and tender! 
ness. As justly, however, might the light of the siui he claimed by aiiy 
particular nation as the sanction of that name he monopolized by any mS 

' e “ 1 “ l dvo tot l S E 

l!f *tuT! 0tl ? 1 B few l ™ a "P 0!1 atoleiwwe, which I hove subjoined, thev 
are but the imperfeot beginning of a long series of Essays, with which I here 

“a- ea l era ; T 1 , 1 tlie same im P or to subject. I shall look to no 
^£ ier went m the task than that of giving a new form to claims and remon- 
kveoft f n b f n m *oh more eloquently urged, and which would 
] T P^dueed theij. effect, hut that the minds of some of our 

SSi&fetfhd i c ^ ll,e "' ta tle a * 
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AN EPISTLE. 

Nuvfnmvfjurm ej awp« eKircirparai, laure’ avruunpnw Se am rowwv, vf in-airoAuA* 
Nuai affavrfuffwp S IF s'emn; 6iAo t , a ns «iA#e W ye\m a.v onohoyy avyyvm 

«- ™ «* ««* £ ‘ fou 

Demithinci, Philipp, ill. 

Boast on, my friend-tkongh stripp’d of all beside, 

Thy struggling nation still retains her pride: 

That pride, which once in genuine glory woke 
When Marlborough fought, and brilliant bt. John spoke 

That pride which still, by time and Shame unstrung, ( 

Outlives e’en Wh—tel-cke’s sword and H—wk—sb’ry s tongue < 

Boast on, my friend, while in this humbled isle 2 
Wliere Honour mourns and Freedom fears to snnle, 

Where the bright light of England's fame is known 

But by the baleful shadow she has thrown 

On all our fate 3 — where, doorfl’d to wrongs and slights,, 

We hear you talk of Britain’s gLrious rights, 

As wretched slaves, that under hatches lie, 

Hear those on deck extol the sun and sky! 

Boast on, while wandering through my native haunts 
1 coldly listen to thy patriot vaunts; 

And feel, though close our wedded countries twine, 

More sorrow for my own than pride from thine. 

Yet pause a moment—and if truths severe 
Can find an inlet to that courtly ear, 

Which loves no politics in rhyme but Pye’s, 

And hears no news but W—id’s gazetted lies,— 

If aught can please thee but the good old saws 
Of ‘Church and State,’ and ‘William’s matchless laws,’ 

And ‘Acts and Eights of glorious Eighty-eight,’— 

Things, which though now a century out of date, 

Still serve to ballast, with convenient words, 

A few crank arguments for speecliing lords, 4 

i 1 Angli suosae sua omnia impenso mirantur; affaife can look for. All the penal laws of that 
-ojteras nationes despeotui habent."-J?«% unparalleled code of oppression, which were 
(as quoted in one of Dryden’s prefaces). made after the last event, were, manifestly the 

8 England began very early to fool the effects effects of national hatred nnd scorn towards a 
of cruelty towards her dependencies, ‘ Tho conquered people, whom the victors delighted 
severity of her government (says Macpherson) to trample upon, nnd were not at all afraid to 
contrlbutedniore to depriveher ofthe continental provoke.' 

dominions of the family of Plantagenet than too I * It never seems to oeeur to those orators and 
arms of Prance.’—See his Maim, voi. i. - addressers who round off so many sentences 
11 By the total reduction ofthe kingdom of Iro- [ and paragraphs with tho Bill of Rights, the Act 
land in 1691 (says Burke), the ruin of tho native | of Sottlomont, &c,, that most of tho provisions 
Irish, and in a great measure too, of tho first I which the* Acts contained for the preservation 
races of tho English, was completely aeeom- j of parliamentary independence have been long 
pliahed. Tho new English interest was settled laid aside as romantic and troublesome. So that, 
with as solid a stability as nnythimrin human 1 1 confess, I never hear a politician,who quotes 
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Turn, while I tell how England's freedom found, 

Where most she look'd for life, her deadliest wound; 

How brave she struggled, while her foe was seen, 

How feint since Influence lent that foe a screen; 

How strong o’er James and Popery she prevail’d' 

How weakly fell, when Whigs and gold assail’d. 3 

kings.were poor, and all those schemes unknown 
Which drain the people, to enrich the throw): 

Ere yet a yielding Commons had supplied ' 

Those chains of gold by which themselves are tied; 
then proud Prerogative, untaught to creep 
With bribery’s silent foot on Freedom’s sleep 
Frankly avow’d his bold enslaving plan, 1 

And claim’d a right from God to trample man! 

But Luther s schism had too much routed mankind 
For Hampden’s truths to linger long behind; 

Nor then, when king-like popes had fallen so low, 

Could pope-like kings 2 escape tho levelling blow. 

That ponderous sceptre (in whose place we bow 
To the light talisman of influence now), 

Too gross, too visible to work the spell 
Which modern power performs, in fragmentslell: 

In fragments lay, till, patch’d and painted o’er 
With ileur-de-lys, it shone and scourged once more. 

’Twas then, my friend, thy kneeling nation quaff'd 
Long, long and deep, the churchman’s opiato draught 
Or tame obedience—till her sense of right 
And pulse of glory seem’d extinguish'd quite, 

Aud Britons slept so sluggish in their chain, 

That wakening Freedom call’d almost in vain. 

0 England! England! what u clmnce was thine, 

When tho last tyrant of that jtll-starr’d line 
Fled from his sullied crown, and left time free 
To found thy own eternal liberty! 

How bright, how glorious, in .that sunshine hour 
Might patriot hands have raised the triple tower 3 

levioualy the Meriition of Rights, te, to prove illustration, into what doting, idiotio brains the 

f t nm!! T/wm En r B I , l,bc ®. tlmt 1 plan of arbitrary power may enter, 

no tiinnk of that Marquis, whom Montesquieu > Tacitus lias expressed his opinion, in a nas- 
mentions, who But about looking for mines (u the supro very frequently quoted, thatsueha dlatrl. 

°, n , tl10 strength of authorities which bution of power as the theory of the British con- 
»r 0 n !! ( i r ?u"i S0Il i C ,,ne i c,,t authors. The poor Jtitntion exhibits is merely a subject of britrht 
Marquis toi led and searched in vain. He quoted s peculation, ‘ a system more easily praised than 
h s a,, horitles to the last, but found no mines practised, and wW, even 3 Ft Sen to 

; Tho chief, povhans the only advantage which and, nrTruth, n reviewof'England’s aSawoulii 
has resulted Irom the system of influence, is tlmt dispose u# to agree with the great historian’s ro- 
tranqull _ course of uninterrupted action which mark. For wo find that at no period whatever 
t has given to tho administration of govern- has this balance of tho three estates existed) 

2 Thedrivelilngcorrcapondenco between James Henry ^11f 
I and his dog Steenie’ (the Duke of B,.eking- wSt by i breaking 2 ftffi to of if 
ham), which we find among the Hardwloka perty; that tho power of tiro SThi-ffi 
Papers, sujliatatlaaliows. if wo wanted any such then supremo and absolute till tha bold en- 
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Of .British freedom, on a rock divine 

Which neither force could storm nor treachery mine! 

But, no—the luminous, the lofty plan, 

Like mighty Babel, seem’d too bold for man; 

The curse of jarring tongues again was given 
To thwart a work that raised men nearer heaven. 

While Tories marr’d what Whigs had scarce begun,' 
While Whigs undid what Whigs themselves had done, 4 
The time wjjs lost, and William, with a smile, 

Saw Freedom weeping o’er the untinish’d pile! 


Hence all the ills you suffer,—hence remain 
Such galling fragments of that feudal chain, 3 


eroaohments of the Commons subverted tho 
fabric altogether; that tho alternate ascendancy 
of prerogative and privilege distracted the period 
which followed the Restorations and that, lastly, 
tho Acts of 1088, by laying the foundation of an 
unbounded court-influence, have scoured a pre¬ 
ponderance to the Throne, whichovcry succeeding 
rear increases. So that the vaunted British 
constitution has never perhaps existed but in 
mero theory. m 

i “Those two thieves," says Ralph, between 
whom the nation was crucified."—use and Abuse 
of Parliament 

3 Tho monarchs of Great Britain can never hr 
sufficiently grateful for that accommodating 
spirit which led the Revolutionary Whigs to 
give away tho crown, without imposing any 
of those restraints or stipulations which other 
men might have taken advantage of so favour¬ 
able a moment to enforce, and in the training of 
which they had so good a model to follow as tho 
limitations proposed by tho Lords Essex and 
Halifax, in the debate upon tho Exclusion Bill. 
They not only condescended, however, to accept 
of places,but took enre that these dignities should 
be no impediment to their ‘ voice potential' in 
affairs of legislation j and although an Act was 
after many years suffered to pass, which by one 
of its articles disqualified placemen from serving 
ns members of the House of Commons, it was yet 
not allowed to interfere with tho influence of tho 
reigning monarch, nor with that of his successor 
Anne. The purifying clause, indeed, was not to 
take effect till after the decease of the latter Sove¬ 
reign, and she very considerately repealed it 
altogether. So that, as representation has con¬ 
tinued over since, if tiie king were simple enough 
to semi to foreign courts ambassadors who were 
most of them in the pay of those courts, he 
would be just ns honestly and faithfully repre¬ 
sented as are his people. 

It would be endless to enumerate all the 
favours which were conferred upon William tfr 
those ‘apostate Whigs,’ They complimented 
him with the first suspension of tho Habeas 
Corpus Act which had been hazarded since the 
confirmation of that privilege; and this oxamplc 
of our deliverer's reign has not been lost 
upon any of his successors. They promoted tho 
ostabliahment of a standing army, and circu¬ 


lated in its defence tho celebrated ‘ Balancing 
Letter,’ in winch it is insinuated that England 
oven theft, in her boasted hour of regeneration, 
was arrived at such a pitch of faction and cor¬ 
ruption that nothing could keep her in order but 
a Whig ministry and a standing army, They 
refused as long as they could, to shorten the 
duration of Parliaments; and though tho Decla¬ 
ration of Rights acknowledged tho necessity ol 
such a reform, they wore able, by arts not un¬ 
known to modern ministers, to brand those as 
traitors and republicans who urged it. But the 
grand and distinguishing trait of their measure* 
was tiie power which they gave to the Crown ol 
annihilating tho freedom of elections, of muddy¬ 
ing for over that stream of representation which 
had, oven In tho most agitated times, reflected 
somo features of tho people, hut which thou for 
the first time became tho Paetolus of the tiourt, 
and grew so darkened with sands of gold that it 
served for tho people's mirror no longor. We 
need but consult tho writings of that tiino to 
understand tiie astonishment then excited by 
measures which tho practice of a century lias 
rendered not only familiar, hut necessary. Soo 
a pamphlet called ' Tho Danger of Mercenary 
Parliaments,’ 1(198; ‘State Tracts,’ Will, III, 
vol. ii. p. 038; and seo also ‘Some Paradoxes 
presented as a New Year’s Gift,’— {State Poems, 
vol. iii. p. 327). 

3 Tho last great wound given to tho feudal sys¬ 
tem was the Act of tiie 12th of Charles 11,, winch 
abolished the tenure of knight's service in 
capita, and which Blackstono compares, for its 
salutary influence upon property, to the boasted 
proviions of Magna Charta itself. Yet even in 
this Act wo soo tho effects of that counteracting 
spirit which has contrived to weaken every 
effort of tho English nation towards liberty. 
The exclusion of copyholders from their share 
of elective rights was permitted to remain 
as a brand of feudal servitude, and as an ob¬ 
stacle to tho rise of that strong counter¬ 
balance which nn equal representation of pro¬ 
perty would oppose to tho weight of tho 
Crown. If the managers of tho Revolution had 
been stole in their wishes for reform, they 
would not only have taken tills fetter off the 
rights of election, but would have renewed 
the mode gdoptod in Cromwell’s time, of In- 
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Whose links- around you by the Norman flung, 
Though loosed and broke so often, still have clung. 
Hence sly Prerogative, like Jove of old, 

Has turn’d his thunder into showers of gold, 

Whose silent eoiirvship wins securer joys, 1 
Taints by degrees, and ruins without noise, 

While parliaments, no more those sacred tilings 
Which make and rule the destiny of lungs, 

Like loaded dice by ministers are thrown, 

And each new set of sharpers cog their own. 

Hence the rich oil, that from the Treasury steals, 
And drips o’er all the Constitution’s wheels, 

Giving the old machine such pliant play, 3 
That Court and Commons jog one joltless way, 
While Wisdom trembles for the cimy*ear, 

So gilt, so rotten, carrying fools so far; 

And the duped people, hourly doom’d to pay 
The sums that bribe their liberties away, 3 — 


creasing the number of knights of tho shire, 
to the exclusion of those rotten insignificant 
boroughs, which have tainted the whole mass 
of the constitution. Lord Clarendon calls tlu 
measure of Cromwell’s ‘ an alteration fit to i)Q 
more warrantable made, and in a better tiino,’ 
it formed part of Mr. Pitt’s plan in 1783; but 
Pitt's plan of reform was a kind of announced 
'dramatic piece, about as likely to ho ever acted 
}s Mr. Sheridan’s ‘ Foresters,’ 

'-foro enim tutum iter ot patens 

Convorso in pretium Deo. 

Aurwnpcrmediosiro satellites, ke.-ltomt. 

It would ho amuBing to trace the history of 
Prerogative from tho dale of its strength under 
the Tudor princes, when Henry VII, and his 
successors ‘ taught tho people (as Nathaniel 
liaeon nays) to dance to tho tune of Allegiance,* 
to tho period of the Revolution, when tiie Throne, 
tn ils attacks upon liberty, begun to exchange 
tho noisy explosions of Prerogative, for the silent 
and effectual air-gun of Influence. In following 
Its course, too, since that memorable era, we 
shall find that, while the royal power lias been 
abridged in brunches where it might he made 
conducive to tho interests of tho people, it has 
toon left in full and unshackled vigour against 
almost every point where the integrity-jf the 
constitution is vulnerable. For instance, tho 
power of chartering boroughs, to whoso capri¬ 
cious abuse in the hands of tho Stuarts wo nro 
Indebted for most of the present anomalies of 
representation, might, if suffered to remain, have 
in sonre degree atoned for . its mischief, by re- 
storing- tho old iinchavtcred boroughs to their 
rights, and widening more equally the basis of 
the legislature. But, by the Act of Union with 
Scotland, this part of tho prerogative was re¬ 
moved lest Freedom should have a chance of 
being healed, oven by the rust of the spear which 
had formerly wounded her. Tho dangerous 
power, however, of creating peers, which has 
oe®n so often exercised/erthogovernmcqtai/abisf 


the constitution, is still left In free arid unqualified 
activity, notwithstanding tho example of that 
celebrated Bill for the limitation of this over-bull 
ding branch of prerogative, which was proposed 
in the reign of George I, under the peculiar 
sanction and recommendation of the Crown hul 
which the Whigs thought right to reject, with 
all that characteristic delicacy, which, in general 
prevents them, when enjoying tho sweets of 
offleo themselves, from taking any nnemirtly ad¬ 
vantage of the Throne, It will be recollected 
however, that tho creation of tiio twelve peers bv 
tiie Tories in Anne’s reign (a measure which 
iSwilt, like a true party man, defends) gave 
those upright Whigs nil possible alarm for their 
liberties. 

With regard to this generous fit about his 
prerogative which seized so unroyally tho good 
King Georgo I., historians liavo hinted that tho 
paroxysm originated (hr more in hatred to his 
son than in lovo to tiie constitution: but no 
oyai person, acquainted witli the annals of tho 
three Georges, could possibly suspect any one of 
those gracious monafehs cither of ill-will to hi* 
heir, or indifferaneo for tho constitution. 

3 ‘ They drove so fast (says Welwood of the 
ministers of Charles I,), that it was no wonder 
that tiie wheels and chariot broke.’ [Mamin, 
p. 35).—But this fatal accident, if wo may judge 
from experience, is to lie imputed far lots to tho 
folly and Impetuosity of tiie drivers, than to the 
want, of that suppling oil from tho Treasury 
which lias boon found so necessary to mako a 
government like that of England run smoothly, 
Had, Charles boon ns well provided with this 
article as his successors have been since tho 
happy Revolution, his Commons would never 
have merited from him the harsh appellation of 
I seditious vipers/ but would have been (as they 
now are, and I trust always will be) ‘ dutiful 
Commons,’ ‘ loyal Commons,’ &., &c,, and would 
have given him ship-money, or any other sort of 
1 mousy he might take a fancy to, 

1 3 During tho reigns of Charta and James, ‘No 
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like a young eagle, who has lent his plume 
To Hedge the shaft by which he meets his doom, 

See their own feathers pluck’d, to wing the dar/ 

Which rank corruption destines for their heart' 

But soft! my friend, I hear thee proudly say 
* What! shall I listen to the impious lay, 

That dares, with Tory licence, to profane 
The bright bequests of William’s glorious reign ? 

Shall the great wisdom of our patriot sires, 

Whom H-wks—b—y quotes and savoury B—rch admires, 

Be slander’d thus ? Shall honest St—le agree 
With virtuous R—se to call us pure and free, 

Yet fail to prove it ? Shall our patent pair 
Of wise state-poets waste their words in air, 

And Pye unheeded breathe his prosperous strain, 

And C—nn—g take the 'people's sense >n vain f’ 1 

The people!—ah, that Freedom’s form should stay 
Where Freedom’s spirit long hath pass’d away! 

That a false smile should play around the dead, 

And flush the features where the soul hath fled ! 2 
When Rome had lost her virtue with her rights, 

When her fiM tyrant sat on feprem’s heights 3 
Amid his ruffian spies, and doom'd to death 
Each noble name they blasted with their breath,— 

E’en then (in mockery of tiiat golden time, i 

When the Republic rose revered, sublime, 

And her free sons, diffused from zone to zone, 

Gave kings to every country but their own), — 

E’en then the senate and the tribunes stood, 

Insulting marks, to show how Freedom’s flood 

Popery 1 was the watch-word of freedom, and hut r am aware that this is not fit laneuarro to 
wrved to keep the public spirit awake against the be held at a time when our bir 1 lay odonuie 

araaterfs; 
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numerous suspensions of the Habeas CornusAet fin | U =!AZ lc 0nds °j I ■ eir ln 6 tlt ufl™> this 
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Had dared to flow, in glory’s radiant day, 

And how it ebb’d,—-for ever ebb’d away ! 1 

Oh, look around—though yet a tyrant's sword 
Nor haunts our sleep nor trembles o’er our board, 

Though blood be better drawn by modern quacks, 

With Treasury leeches than with sword or axe; 

Yet say, could e’en a prostrate tribune's power. 

Or a mock senate, in Rome’s servile hour, 

Insult so much the claims, the rights of jnan, 

As doth that fetter’d mob, that free divan, 

Of noble tools and honourable knaves, 

Of pension’d patriots and privileged slaves! 

That party-colour’d mass, which nought can warm 
But quick corruption’s heat--whose ready swarm 
Spread their light wings in Bribery’s golden sky, 

Buzz for a period, lay thoir eggs, tel die 
That greedy vaflipire, which from Freedom’s tomb 
Comes forth with all the mimicry of bloom 
Upon its lifeless cheek, and sucks and drains 
A people’s blood to feed its putrid veins! 

Heavens, what a picture! yes, my friend, His dark; 

1 But can no light be found, no genuine ^park 
Of former tire to warm ns ? Is there none, 

To act a Marvell's part ?’ 3 —I fear not one. 

To place and power all public spirit tends, 

In place and power all public spirit ends; 3 
Like hardy plants, that love the air and sky, 

When ont, ’twill thrive—but taken in, ’twill die! 

Not bolder truths of sacred Freedom hung 
From Sidney’s pen or burn’d. on Fox's tongue, 

Than upstart Whigs produce each market night, 

While yet their conscience, us thoir purse, is light; 

While debts at home excite thoir care for those 
Which, dire to tell, their much-loved country owes, 

And loud and upright, till their price be known, 

, They thwart the King’s supplies to raise their own, 

1 There is something very touching in wlint 3 Tho following artless speech of Sir Francis 
Tacitus tolls us of tho hopes that revived In a VVinnlngton, in the rolgn of Charles tho Second, 
few patriot bosoms, when the death of Augustus will amuse those who are fully aware of tho per- 
was near approaching, and tho fond expectation Mon we have since attained in that system of 
with which they already began ‘bone- libertatis government whose humble beginnings so much 
lncnssura dissorere.’ astonished tho worthy baronet, ‘I did observe 

Ferguson says that Cam's interference with, (says ho) that all thoso who had pensions, and 
the rights of election’made tho subversion of most of those who had offices, voted all of a side, 
tho republic more felt than any of tho former acts ns they wore directed by some great officer, 
of his power .’—Homan SepuUio, hook v, chap, i, exactly as if their business in this House had 
s Andrew Marvell, the honest opposer of tho boon to preserve thoir pensions and offices, and 
Court during tho reign of Charles tho Second, not to muko laws for tho good of thorn who sent 
and tho last member of parliament wlio, accord- thorn here,’ Ho alludes to that parliament which 
ing to tho ancient mode, took wagon from bin wan called, pitrexeHltntui, the Pensionary Purlin- 
constituents, The Commons have, since then, ment-a distinction, however, which it has long 
much changed thoir pay must oft.—doe the teft lost, and which w» merely give it from old 
Pecan for somo rude hut spirited offusions of eunfcom,just us wo any ‘the Irish Hohcl'kon.’ 
Andrew Marvell, 
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But bees, on flowers alighting, cease their hum—- 
So, settling upon places, Whigs grow dumb. 

And though I feel as if indignant Heaven 
Must think that wretch too foul to be forgiven 
Who basely hangs the bright protecting shade 
Of Freedom’s ensign o’er Corruption’s trade, 

And makes the sacred flag he dares to show 
His passport to the market of her foe, 

Yet, yet, I own, so venerably dear 
Arc freedoms«grave old anthems to my oar, 

JLhat I enjoy them, though by rascals sung, 

And reverence Scripture e'en from Satan’s tongue, 
rjay, when the constitution has expired, 

111 have such meifc like Irish wakers, hired 
io sing old 1 Habeas Corpus’ by its side, 

And ask, in purchased ditties, why it died 1 

See that smooth lord, whom nature’s plastic pains 
beem to have destined for those Eastern reigns 
H lien eunuchs flourish’d, and when nerveless things 
that men rejected were the chosen of Kings j 1 - 
Keu lie, forsooth (oh, mockery accurst!) 

Hared to assume the patriot’s name at first— 
thus Pitt began, and thus begin his apes; 

ms devils, when/rsi raised, take pleasing shapes, 

But oh, poor Ireland! if roveyge be sweet 
tor centuries of wrong, for dark deceit 
And withering iusult—for the Union thrown 
Inti) thy bitter cup , 2 when that alone 
Oi slavery s draught was wanting 3 -if for this 

Kevenge he sweet, thou te that drnon’s bliss; 

I? 1 ’°| • tis more ^an hell’s revenge to see 
That England trusts the men who’ve min’d thee 
lliat, m these awful days, when every hour 
_ Creiltes sorae »or blasts some ancient power, 

mo»s * e i n f° the 

Jhe service of Eastern princes was the w l?n n H,l S r / n m , ff0uld . have known, if } 10 
millions station they held in society and @ the iutm- ^ i U (lf . P! a ? e ot the time, that the 
probability of their being, upon this account fiJf f h matemls was not among the 
more devoted to the will and caprice of 1 iTij! th S‘r, re ? omt ! 1 <™dations. Indeed, the 
troni whose notice alone they derived! eonsidera- h rt CO i tc V Umo l ) b J nn meails 

i?s»i5»asr-- 

3 Among the many measures which sineo the t'lw'iJmn °t their latv of treason and 

Revolution, have contributed to increase the in- werc7n°AW '*• malt ; tft ,* (measures which 

fluenee of the tlmine, and to feed un th ia' Anmivs l„„ e ™®t violation of the Act of Union), 
Serpent’of the constitution to its present health innnniSmf 0 +?i ,l3tons , arrayed themselves 
and respectable magnitude, there have been Vow for E™ mi° tbe Gou $ ! bu( i ® odin 8 this effort 
more nutritive than the Scotch and Irish UnioM tJEti ilT a,1 l n «’ th ey prudentiy de- 
Sir John Packer said, in n debate unon the former ,,„ri is C thenceforward of themselves, 

question, that ’he wmdd suhmi K the Ho™e tot™ *TL k «* to a lMdahl ° 

whether men who had basely betrayed their trust’ SioT n™, !’ J he cffeot of Irish repre- 
bjffiving up their independent constitution, were leas^eepHbcmdpeSment ” 1 ^ 
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When proud Napoleon, like the burning’ shield 1 
Whose light compell’d each wondering foe to yield, 

With baleful lustre blinds the brave and free,’ 

And dazzles Europe into slavery, 

That, in this hour, when patriot zeal should guide, 

When Mind should rule, and—Fox should not have died, 

All that devoted England can oppose 
To enemies made fiends, and friends made foes, 

Is the rank refuse, the despised remains 
Of that uupitying power, whose whips atfd chairs 
Made Ireland first, in wild, adulterous trance, 

Turn false to England’s bed, and whore with France. 

Those hack’d and tainted tools, so foully lit 
For the grand artizan of mischief, P—*bt, 

So useless ever, but in vile employ, 

So weak to save, so vigorous to destroy! 

Such are the meij that guard thy threaten’d shore, 

0 England! sinking England ! s boast no more, 


INTO L..E RANG E„ 


A SATIRE. 

‘This clamour, which pretends to bo raised for fhc safety of religion, 1ms almost worn out the very 
appearance of it, and rendered us not only the most divided but the most immoral people upon thr- 
facc of the earth. —Addison, Freeholder, No. 37. 

Start not, my friend, nor think the muse will stain 
Her classic fingers with the dust profane 
Of Bulls, Decrees, and all those thundering, scrolls, 

That took such freedom once with royal souls, 3 


1 Tho magician’s shield in Ariosto : 

‘E tolto pervortu dello splendors 
La libertnte a loro.’—Canto 2. 

'Ve are told that Casar's code of morality was 
contained in the following lines of Euripides,, 
which that great man frequently repeated i— 

Etirep yap Anew xp >J TvpamSos trept 

KaAAumir adoceur vaAAa S' siHrefUtuv xpewv. 

This is also, as it appears, the moral code of Na¬ 
poleon. * 

2 The following prophetic remarks occur in a 
letter written by Sir Robert Talbot, who attended 
the Duko of Redford to Paris in 1762. Talking 
of States which have grown powerful in com¬ 
merce, lie says, ‘ According to the nature and 
common course of things, there ie a confederacy 
against them, and consequently, in tho same" 
proportion ns they increase in riches, they ap¬ 
proach t o destruction. Tho address of onr King 
William, ill making all Europe take the alarm at 
France, has brought that country before us near 
that inevitable period. We must necessarily have 
our turn, and Great Ilritaiq will attain it as soon 


as Franco shall Imve a declaimcr with organs as 
proper for that political purpose as were those oi 

our William the Third.Without doubt, my 

Lord, Grant Britain must lower her flight, Europe 
will remind us of the balance of commerce, ns she 
has reminded France of tho balance of power, 
Tho address of our statesmen will immortalize 
thorn by contriving for us a descent which shall 
not bo a fall, by making us rather resemble Hol¬ 
land tlum Carthage and Venice , 1 '—letters on th 
French Nairn, 

8 Tho king-deposing doctrine, notwithstanding 
its many mischievous absurdities, was of no little 
service to tho cause of political liberty, by incul¬ 
cating tho right of resistance to tyrants, and 
asserting the will of tho people to be the only 
true fountain of power. Hollnrmino, the most 
violent of the advocates for papal authority, was 
one of the first to maintain (fle lib, i, 
cap, 7) ‘that kings have not their authority or 
office immediately from God nor bis law.hut only 
from tho law of nations;’ mid in King James’s 
‘ Defence of the Rights of Kings against Cardinal 
Perron,’ we find his Majesty expressing strong 
indignation against tho Cardinal for having as- 
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Whan heaven was yet the pope’s exclusive trade, 

And kings were damn’d aa fast as now they’re made. 

No, no—let D—gen—n search the papal chair 1 
For fragrant treasures long forgotten there i 
And, as the witch of sunless Lapland thinks 
That little swarthy gnomes delight in stink's, 

Lot sallow P—rc—v—1 snuff up the gale 
Which wizard D—gen— n’s gather’d sweets exhale. 
Enough for me, whose heart has loarn’d to scorn 
Bigots alike id Rome or Englaud born, 

Who loathe the venom, whencesoe’er it springs, 

Prom popes or lawyers, 2 pastry-cooks or kings,— 

Enough for me to laugh and weep by turns, 

As mirth provokes, or indignation burns, 

As C—nn—ng vapours, or as France succeeds, 

As H—wk—sb'ry proses, or as Ireland bleeds! 

And thou, my friend, if, in these headlong days, 

When bigot zeal her drunken antics plays 

So near a precipice, that men the while 

Look breathless on and shudder while they smile— 

If, in such fearful days, tkou’lt dare to look 
To hapless Ireland, to this rankling nook 
Which Ileaveh hath freed fronupoisonous things in vain, 
While 6—ff—rd’s tongue and M—sgr—ve’s pen remain— 
If thou hast yet no golden blinkers got 
To shade thine eyes from this devoted spot, 

Whose wrongs, though blazon’d o’er the world they be, 
Placemen alone are privileged not to see— 

Oh! turn awhile, and, though the shamrock wreathes 
My homely harp, yet shall the song it breathes 
Of Ireland’s slavery, and of Ireland’s woes, 

Li vo, when the memory of her tyrant foes 
Shall hut exist, all future knaves to warn, 

Embalm'd in hate and canonized by scorn, 

When C—stl—r-gh, in sleep still more profound 
Than his own opiate tougue.now deals around, 

Shall wait th’ impeachment of that awful clay 
Which even his practised hand can’t bribe away. 

And oh! my friend, wert thou but near me now, 

To see the spring diffuse o’er Erin’s brow 
Smiles that shine out, unconquerably fair, 

E’eu through the blood-marks left Jsy C-md-n 3 * there,— 


sorted ’that to the depoeinff of a king the consent 
of the people must be obtained’ ~ ? for by these 
words (says James) the people are exalted above 
the king, mid made the judges of the king's de¬ 
posing 5 {p. 

* The ‘Sella Stmomria,' of the popes,—The 
flight Honourable and learned Doctor will find, 
an engraving of this chair in Spahhoim’s ‘ l)i«- 
qulsitio Histories de Papa FoiniiiuV (p. 118) j 
and t recommend it aa a model for the fashion of 
that seat which the Doctor is about to take in 
the privy-council of, Ireland. 


2 When Innocent X, was entreated to decide 
the controversy between the Jesuits and the Jan- 
aonists, lie answered, that' ho had been bred a 
lawyer, and had therefore nothing to clo with 
, divinity,’—It were to bo wished that some of our 
English pettifoggers knew their own fit element 
aa well as Pope Innocent X, 1 ■ 

3 Not the 0—md—u who speaks thus of 

Ireland 

1 To wind dp all, whether we regard the (Vnlt- 
fulness of the soil, the advantage of the son, with 
so many commodious havens, or the natives 
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L'ouldsi; thou hut ace what verdure paints the sod 
Which none but tyrants and their slaves have trod, 

And didst thou know the spirit, kind and brave 
That warms the soul of each insulted slave, 

Who, tired with struggling, sinks beneath his lot, 

And seems by all but watchful France forgot 1 — 

Thy heart would hum-yes, e’en thy Pittite heart 
Would burn, to think that such a blooming part 
Of the world’s garden, rich in natures charms, 

And fill'd with social souls and vigorous arms 
Should be the victim of that canting crew, 

So smooth, so godly,-yet so devilish too; 

Who, arm’d at once with prayer-moolis and with whips 3 
Blood on their hands and Scripture on their lips, 

Tyrants by; creed, and torturers by text, 

Make this life hell; in honour df the mil 

Your R—ddsd—les, P—rc—v—-Is, ■—0 gracious Heaven, 

If I m presumptuous, be my tongue forgiven, 

When here .1 swear, by my soul’s hope of rest, 

I’d rather have been born ere man was blest 
With the pure dawn of Revelation’s light, 

Yes,—rather plunge me back in Pagan night, 3 

themselves, who are warlike, ingenious, hand, propositions contained in our Liturgy and Ar- 
nomo and woll-comploxioned, suit-skinned ugd tides, which no man of common sense amongst ua 
very nimble, by reason of the pliantness "of believes,’ hut while all this is freolyVoncoded to 
eir«olM, this island is in many respects so Protestants, while nobody doubts their since ty, 
happy, that final ua might very well say, ‘Nature when they declare that their articles are no 
had regarded with more favourable eyes than essentials of faith, hut a collection of oK 
ordinary tins kingdom of Zephyr. which have been promulgated by fallible men 

, 1 he cxuiriple of toleration, which Bonaparte and liura many of which they feel themselves 

inn I priujucu, no other justified, in dissenting,—while so much liberty of 

(fleet than that of deiormimiig tiui Misti Go- retractation is allowed to Protestants upon their 
vernment to persist, horn the very spirit of own declared and subscribed articles of religion 
opposition, in their ownoid system ol Intolerance is it not strange that a similar indulgence should 
am injustice i just, as the .Siamese blacken their Im so obstinately refused to the Catholics, upon 
teeth, because, as they any,‘tho devil has white tenets which their Church has uniformlyre- 

a „ f a , slated and condemned, in every country where it 

One ot the unhappy rcanl s ul the contra- has independently nourished? When the Catlio- 
vorsybetween Protestants and Catholics, is the lies say, ‘The decree of tho Council of Latoran 
ltmtual exposure which then; orimma ions and which you object to us, lias no claim whatever 
recriminations have produced, in vain do the upon cither our faith or our reason; it did not 
Protestants charge the Papists with dosing the even profess to contain any doctrinal decision 
door of salvation upon others, white many ■of hut wiib merely a judicial proceeding of that as- 
thoir own writings and avtiales breathe tho sumo sonihly; and it would bo as fair for us to impute 
nneharitable spirit, No canon of Constance or a mMuifowdoetrlno to the Protestants, bocauso 
Latcran ever .toned heretics morot effectually their first pope, Henry VIII,, was sanctioned in 
than the eighth ol the i hlrty-imic Articles con- nn indulgcmic of that propensity, as for you to 
signs to Perdition every single member of the conclmlo that we have inherited a king-deposing 
Greek Olmrch; mid t doubt whether a more taste from the iwh of the Council of Lateran ot 
swcei ing olanse of dnmimUan was ever proposed the secular pretensions of our Popes,’ 
in the most bigoted council, than that which tho «Iiiii singular work, written by one Franciscos 
Ulvlnlslut theory of predestination iii tho seven- Collins, • Upon the Souls of the Pagans’ the 
teenth ot ttae ArtioleH tixhibits, Ifc in tnuo imllmnliscuOT, with much cooIiighb and eru. 
that no liberal Protestant avows such exclusive ditlon, all tlm probable chances of salvation upon 
optnioiisi hat every Inmost clergyman must led which a heathen philosopher might calculate, 
a pang while ho suliacnlics to them; that some (.'mmiguingto perdition, without much difficulty 
oven assort Die Atbumisiiiu Creed to lie the liirgcry l'lalo, Socrates, &c„ the only sage at whose fate lie 
ol one Vigilius TiipNinishi, in the; beginning of seems to hesitate is Pythagoras, in consideration 
the sixth century, awl tluit eminent divines, Jike of his golden thigh, and the many miracles which 
Jortln, have not hesitated to say, ‘There arc liu performed. Hut, having balanced a little hit 
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And take my chance with Socrates for bliss, 

Thau lie the Christian of a faith like this, 

Which builds ou heavenly cant its earthly sway, 
And in a convert mourns to lose a prey; 

Which, binding policy in spiritual chains, 

And tainting piety with temporal stains, 1 
Corrupts both state and church, and makes an oath 
The knave and atheist's passport into both; 

Which, whiletit dooms dissenting souls to know 
Nor bli 3 s above nor liberty below,. 

Adds the slave’s suffering to the sinner’s fear, 

And, lest he ’scape hereafter, racks him here ! 2 
But no—far other faith, far milder beams 
Of heavenly justice warm the Christian’s dreams; 
His creed is writ on Mercy’s page above, 

By the pure hands of all-atoning Love; 

He weeps to see his soul’s religion twine . 

The tyrant’s sceptre with her wreath divine, . 

And he, while round him sects and nations raise 
To the one God their varying notes of praise, 
Blesses each voice, whate’er its tone may be, 

That serves to swell the general harmony, 8 


tlnims, and llndin? reason to father all these 
miracles on the devil,ho at length, in the twenty- 
fifth chapter, decides upon damning him also. 
(Do Animabus Paganornm, lib. iv. cap. 20 and 
25.) The poet Dante compromises the matter 
with the Pagans, and gives them a neutral terri¬ 
tory or limbo of their own, whore their oniploy- 
ment, it must be owned, is not very enviable— 
'Senzaspeme vivenwindesio,'—Can toiv. Among 
the numerous errors imputed to Origen, ho is 
accused of having denied the eternity of future 
punishment i and, if he never advanced a more 
irrational doctrine, we may venture, I think, to 
forgive him. He went so far, however, as to 
include the devil himself in the general hell- 
delivery which ho supposed would ono day or 
other take place, and in this St, Augustin thinks 
him rather too merciful—' Miserieordior profecto 
1‘uit Origenes, qui etipsum diabolum,' Ac. (De 
Civitat. Dei, lib. xxi. cap. 17.) St, Jcrom says 
that, according to Origen,' the devil, after a cer¬ 
tain time, will be as"well off us the angel Ga¬ 
briel,’—‘Id ipsum fore Gabrlelcm quod dia¬ 
bolum.’ (See his ‘ Epistle to Pammachius.') But 
Halloix, in his 1 Defence of Origen,' denies that 
he had any of this misplaced tenderness for the 
devil.—I take the liberty of recommending these 
notitiie upon damnation to the particular atten¬ 
tion of tho learned Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

1 Mr. Fox, in his speech on the repeal of the 
Test Act (1790), thus condemns the intermixture 
tf religion with the political constitution of a 
State:—‘ What purpose,’ he asks, ‘can it serve, 
except the baleful purpose of communicating 
and receiving contamination ? Under such an 
alliance corruption must alight upon the one, 
and slavery overwhelm the other. 1 Loeke, too, 
says of W» connexion between Church and ’ 


State: ‘The boundaries on both sides arc fixed 
agd immovable. He jumbles heaven and earth 
together, the things most remote and opposite, 
who mixes these two societies, which are in their 
original, end, business, and in everything, per¬ 
fectly distinct and infinitely different from oacli 
other .‘-First Letter on Toleration. 

The corruptions introduced into Christianity 
may be dated from the period of Its establish¬ 
ment under Constantine, nor could all the splen¬ 
dour which it then acquired atono for tho peace 
and purity which it lost. 

2 There lias been, after all, quite as much 
intolerance among Protestants as among Papists, 
According to tho hackneyed quotation— 

‘ lliaeos intra muros peccatur ct extra,’ 

Even the great champion of the Reformation, 
Molanctlion, whom Jortin calls ‘a divine of 
much mildness and good nature,' thus expresses 
his approbation of tho burning of Servctus: 
1 Legi,’ he says to Builingor, ‘quie de Serveti 
blasphomiis respondistis, ct pictatem ac judici? 
vestra probo. Judieo etiam senatum Genevensem 
recti feci^lc, quod homincm nortinacem et non 
omissurum blasphomiassustulitjac miratus sum 
esse qui severitatem illam improbent.’ I have 
much pleasure in contrasting with these ‘mild 
and good-natured’ sentiments tho followingwords 
of the Papist Baluze, in addressing his friend 
Conringius‘ Interim amemus, mi Conringi, ot 
tftnetsi diversas opiniones tuenuir in causa re- 
ligionis, moribus tamen diversi noil sirmis, qui 
endem litarartim studia scctamur.’— Berman. 
Cowing, Bpistol. par, tecimil., p. 5(1. 

s ' La toltamtc est la chose du raonde la plus 
propre a ramoner Je sieele d'or, et ii faire un 
concert et line harmonie de plusieurs voix et in¬ 
struments do dift'drents tons et notes, aussi aard 1 
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Suck wets the spirit, grandly, geltly bright, 

That fill’d, 0 Pox! thy peaceful soul with light. 
While blandly spreading like that orb of air 
Which folds our planet in its circling care, 

The mighty sphere of thy transparent mind 
Embraced the world, and breathed for all mankind. 
Last of the great, farewell!—yet not the last— 
Though Britain’s sunshine hour with thee he past 
Ierne still ono gleam of glory gives, 

And feels but half thy loss while Grattan lives, 


appendix! 

The following is part of a Preface which 'was intended by a friend and 
countryman of mine for a 'collection of Irish airs, to which he has adapted 
English words. As it has never been published, and is not inapplicable to my 
subject, I shall take the liberty of subjoiuing it here. 

# * * * * # 

Our history, for many centuries past, is creditable neither to our neighbours 
nor ourselves, and ought not to be read by any Irisjiman who wishes either to 
love England or to feel proud of Ireland. The loss of independence very early 
debased our character; and our feuds and rebellions, though frequeut and 
ferocious, but seldom displayed that, generous spirit of enterprise with which 
.tie pride of an independent monarchy so long dignified the struggles of Scot 
»and. . It is true this island has given birth to heroes who, under more favour- 
able circumstances, might have left in the hearts of their countrymen recollec¬ 
tions as dear as those of a Bruce or a Wallace; but success was wanting ta 
consecrate resistance, their cause was branded with the disheartening name of 
treason, and their oppressed country was such a blank among nations, that, 
like the adventures of those woods which Einaldo wished to explore, the fame 
of their actions was lost in the obscurity of the place where they achieved them, 

— Errundo in quell! boscbl 
Trovnr potria statne avventuro o molte, 

Ma come i luovlii i fnttl anoor son fosehl, 

Che non se n’ ha notizla le piu volte. 1 , 

Hence is it that the annals of Ireland, through a lapse of six hundred years, 
exhibit not one of those shining names, not one of those themes of national 
pride, from which poetry borrows her noblest inspiration; and that history, 
which ought to he the richest garden of the Muse, yields nothing to her but 
weeds and cypress, In truth, the poet who Would embellish his songs with 
allusions to Irish names and events, must he contented to seek them in those 
early periods when our character was yet unalloyed and original, before the 
impolitic craft of our conquerors had divided, weakened, and disgraced us; 
ana the only traits of heroism, indeed, which he can venture at this day to 
commemorate, with safety to himself; or perhaps with honour to his country, 
are to be looked for in those times when the native monarchs of Ireland dis 

able pour le molim quo l’uniformitd (Tunc seulo ner much more worthy of themselves and oi the 
voi x.’-Bayle, Commcntaire PhiloiopHque, &e., cause, if thoy had written in an ago less distracted 
part ii, chap, vi, Both Bayle and l.ockc would by rolipious prejudices, 
have treated tho subject ot' Toleration in u mwi-l 1 Ariosto, canto iv. 
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played and fostered virtues worthy of a better ago; when our Malacbies wow 
coHars of gold which they had won in single combat from the invader, 1 and mu 
Briens deserved the blessings of a people by all the most estimable qualities oi 
a king. ^ It may be said, indeed, that the magic of tradition has shod a charm 
over this remote period, to which it is in reality but little entitled, and that 
most of the pictures, which we dwell on so fondly, of days when this island 
was distinguished amidst the gloom of Europe, by’the sanctity of her morals, 
tlm spirit of her knighthood, and the polish of her schools, arc little more than 
the inventions of national partiality,—that bright but spurious offspring which 
vanity engenders upon ignorance, and with which the first records tit’ every 
people abound, But the sceptic is scarcely to ho envied who would pause fur 
stronger proofs than we already possess of the early glories of Ireland; and 
were even the voracity of all these proofs surrendered, yot who would not fly 
to such Hatteriug fictions frtfn the sad degrading truths which the history of 
later times presents to us ? 

The language of sorrow, however, is, in general, host suited to our Music 
anti with themes of this nature the poet may he amply supplied. There is net 
a page of our annals which cannot afford him a subject, and while the national 
Muse of other countries adorns her temple with trophies of the past, in Ireland 
her altar, like the shrine of Pity at Athens, is to be known only by the tours 
that are shod upon it; 1 lacrynm uMark mhntfi 

There is a well-known story, related of the Antiochians under the reign oi 
lheodoaius, winch is not ryuly honourable tojfchu powers of mimic in eeueral but 
winch applies so peculiarly to the mournful melodies of Ireland, that 1 cannot 
resist the temptation of introducing it here.-The piety of Theodosius would have, 
boon admirable, if it had not been stained with intolerance; but bis reimi, I 
behove, ailords the first example of a disqualifying penal code enacted by 
Elmstians against Christians,•* Whether Ins interference with the rolmiou of the 
Antiochians had any share in the alienation of their loyalty is nut exnresslv 
ascertained by historians; but severe edicts, heavy taxation, and the rLuiity 
and insolence of the men whom he sent to govern them, sulfieienlly account for 
the discontents of a warm and susceptible people, Repentance soon followed 
the> crimes mto which tlieinmpatienco had hurried them; but the vengeance 
of the Emperor was implacable, and punishments of the most dreadful nature 
hung over the city of Antioch, whose devoted inhabitants, totally resigned to 
despondence, wandered through the streets and public assemblies, givitm ntto- 
ranee to them .grief in dirges of the most touching lamentation,’ TfZth 
t layiamiB, their bishop, whom they had sent to intercede with Theodosius’ 
Jmding all his ontroatios coldly rejected, adopted the expedient of teaching 
those songs of sorrow which he bad hoard from the lips of Ids imfortuS 
countrymen to the minstrels who. performed for the Emperor at table. The 
heart of Ihoodosiiis Could not resist this appeal; tears fell fast into his cup 
wlu e ho listened, and the Antiochians were fftgivon, -Surely, if music ever 
o o t o misfortunes of a people, or could ever conciliate forgiioness for their 
enow, the music of Ireland ought to possess those powers. 


‘ 8m ‘ Warner's History of Ireland/ vul. i, 
book lx, 

, ‘ Statins, Tlu'linli], 1 lib. xii, 

3 ‘A sort of civil excommunication,’ says Gib. 
Ann, ‘which sipratod llwm fmm tliuir follow- 
llllws by a peimllur brand of infamy t ami thin 
wloratlim of the Huproino niDKistrata temioil to 
lustily, or at least to oxctiso, tlw insults of a 


liuialiitmipuluci,. The scetarii’H were irruiMb 
disijuttlilicil lor tlic iMMKOMtiun of Inmmiraldo m 
ferniviii'iiH’joyuicnts*and Tinwliwhwwax wo 

Srjgta ,w " h'i™ wl "-» dmtwd, 

that, ik i thehimnniuuiH distimmkM tta- mtlurt' 
of tlio Sou from,that of tint Falhrr, limy should 
hninrapahlcof innl;mg tliuir wills, or of rn'clvlnv 
, any advantage from tettauumtarjf duuutnms.’ 


f 
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t 

PREFACE. 

• 

The sceptical philosophy of flto ancients has been as much misrepresented us 
the Epicurean. Pyrrho, perhaps, may have carried it to an irrational excess 
(though wo must not believe, with Beattie, all the absurdities imputed to this 
philosopher) • hut it appears to mu that, the doctrines of the school, as stated 
by Sextus Empiricus, are much more suited to the frailty of human reason, ami 
more conducive to the mild virtues of humility and patience, than any of 
those systems which preceded the Introduction of Christianity. The Sceptics 
held a middle path between the Dogmatists ami Academicians, the former of 
whom boasted that they, had attained the truth, while the hitter denied that 
any .attainable truth existed, The Sceptics, however, without assorting or 
ilenying its existence, professed to bo modestly and anxiously in search of it; 
as St, Augustine expresses it, in his liberal tract against the Mauioheuns, ‘nemo 
nostrum dicat jam so invonisso veritatem; sic cam qiiniramiis quasi ah utrisquo 
iiosciatur.’ From this habit of impartial investigation, and the necessity which 
they imposed upon themselves of studying, not only every system of philo¬ 
sophy, hut every art and science which pretended to lay its basis in truth, they 
necessarily took a wider range of erudition, and were more travelled in the 
regions of philosophy than those whom conviction or bigotry hod domesticated 
in any particular system, It required all the learning of dogmatism to over¬ 
throw the dogmatism of learning; and the Sceptics, in this respect, resembled 
that ancient incendiary, who stole from the altar the lire with which ho 
destroyed the temple, This advantage over all the other scots is allowed to 
them oven by Lipsius, whoso treatise on the miracles of the Virgo Ilallonsis 
will miilioiently save him from all suspicion of scepticism. ‘ Lahore, ingunio, 
mmnoria supra omues pcuo pliilosopmis ftiisso,--Quid iiomie omnia aliorum 
scuta tenon* deliiiurimt ct inqgirero, si potorunt rofolloru? res (licit. Noimo 
oratioiies varias, rams, subtilus inveniri ml tain reccptas, okras, eertns (lit vide- 
batur) seiitentias evericiulas f etc, etc .-~Mumdnc.L ml Pkilmpi. Sink, Dias, 4, 
The difference between the scepticism of the ancients and the moderns is, 
that the former doubted for the purpose of investigating, .as may bo exempli¬ 
fied by the third book of Aristotle’s Maph^ien, while the latter investigate 
for the purpose of doubting, as may Mb seen through most of the philosophical 
works of Hume, Indeed, the Pyrrhonism of latter days is not only more subtle 
than that of antiquity, but, it must, bo confessed, Fibre dangerous in its 
tendency. The happiuestf of a Christian depends ho much upon lus belief, that 
it is natural he should feel alarm at the progress of doubt, lest it steal by 
degrees into the region from which he is most interested in excluding it, and 
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poison at last the very spring of his consolation and hope, Still, however, the 
abuses of doubting ought not to deter a philosophical mind from indulging 
mildly and rationally in its use; and there is nothing, 1 think, more consistent 
with the humble spirit of Christianity, than the scepticism of him who pro¬ 
fesses not to extend his distrust beyond the circle of human pursuits and the 
pretensions of human knowledge. A philosopher of this kind is among tho 
readiest to admit the claims of Heaven upon his faith and adoration: it is only 
to the wisdom of this weak world that ho refuses, or at least delays, his as- 
scut; it is only in passing through the shadow of earth that his mind undergoes 
tho eclipse of scepticism. No follower of Pyrrho lias over spoken more strongly 
againstthedogmatiststlianSt.Panlhimsolf,in tho First IipistletothoCoriuthianH • 
and there are passages in Ecclesiastes and other parts of Scripture which justify 
our utmost diffidence in alljthat human reason originates. Even the sceptics 
of antiquity refrained from the mysteries of theology, and, in entering the 
temples of religion, laid aside their philosophy at the porch. Sextus Empin* 
cus thus declares the acquiescence of his sect in tho general belief of a superin¬ 
tending Providence: 'Sip iu» (iup mmUvt>owr& aiioijtmios ijiu/uv ami /kiwi 
mi tre/io/up 0ms m rpmeai amvs 0agfr.—-Lib, iii. cap. 1. In short, it 
appears to me that this rational and well-regulated scepticism is the only 
daughter of the schools that can ho selected as a handmaid for piety: he who 
distrusts the light of reason will lrn tho first to follow a more luminous guide ; 
and if, with an ardent love for truth, he has sought her in vain through the 
ways of this life, ho wilPtum with the mffio hope to that better world, where 
aL is simple, trim, and everlasting: for there is no parallax at the zenith—it 
is only near our troubled horizon that objects deceive us into vague and emu 
neous calculations, * 
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As the gay tint that decks tho vernal rose, 1 
Not in the flowor, hut in our vision glows; 
As the ripo flavour of Faloniian tides, 

Not in tho wine, hut in our tasto resides; 

So when, with heartfelt tribute, we declare 
That Marco's honest and that Susan’s fair, 
’Tis in our minds, and not in Susan’s eyes 
Or Marco’s life, the worth or beauty lies? 
For she, in Hat-nosed China, would appear 
As plain a thing as Lady Amaya herb; 


The particular bulk, number, figure, and 
motion of tho parts of fire or snow arc really in 
them, whether any one perceive them o. not, and 
therefore they may bo failed real qualities, be- 
eauao they ronlly exist in those bodice: but light, 
neat, whiteness, or coldness, are no more really 
in them than sieltnoas or pain is in manna, Take 
away tho sensation of them i lot not the eye see 
dpt or colours, nor the car hoar sounds, lot the 
palate not taste, nor the nose smell, and all 
colours, tastes, odonra, ami sounds, as they are 
such particular ideas, vanish and Cease.'- Loch, 
book !1, chap, Yili, 'j 


IMop Berkeley, It is well known, extended 
this doetriim oven to primary qualities, and 
supposed that mutter itself has hut nn ideal ex* 
stenee, How shall we apply the bishop's theory 
to that period which preceded tho formutiim ilf 
man, when our system of sensible things was 
produced, and tho Kim shone, mid the waters 
l owed, without, any sentient being to witness 
them ? The spectator, whom Whistmi supplies, 
will scarcely solve the dillhmlty, ‘To speak mv 
mind freely,’ says he, 1 1 believe 'that the MmIim 
was there actually proseni.'-to Whvtmi. Of Ik 
Mm w Vmimu 
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And one light joke at rich Loretta's dame 
Would rank good Marco with the damned at Rome, 

There's no deformity so vile, so base, 

That 'tis not somewhere thought a charm, a grace; 

No foal reproach that may not steal a beam 
From other suns, to bleach it to esteem! 

Ask, who is wise ?—you’ll find tho self-same man 
A sage in France, a madman in Japan j 
And here some head beneath a mitre ntfolls, 

Which then had tingled to a cap and bells: 

Nay, there may yet some monstrous region be, 

Unknown to Cook, and from Napoleon free, 

Where O-stl-r—gh would for a pifcriot pass, 

And mouthing M—Igr—ve scarce bo deemed an ass! 

‘ List not to^eason,’ Epicurus cries, 

But trust tho senses, then conviction lies :' s —• 

Alas! then judge not by a purer light, 

Nor keep their fountains more untinged and bright 
Habit so mars them that the Russian swain 
Will sigh for train-oil while he sips champagne 
And health so rules tjjiom, that a foveas heat 
'Would make, evou Sli—r—d—u think water sweet! 


Just as the mind the jrring sense believes, 

The erring mind, in turn, the sense deceives; 
And cold disgust can find hut wrinkles there, _ 
Where passion fancies all that's smooth and fair, 

-, who sees, upon his pillow laid, 

A. face for which ten thousand pounds were paid, 

(Jan tell: how quick before a jury Hies 

Tho spell that mocked the warm seducer’s eyes! 


Rolf is the medium least refined of all 
Through which opinion's searching beam can fall; 
And, passing there, the clearest, steadiest ray 
Will tinge its light and turn its line astray. 

The Ephesian smith a holier charm espied 
In Man's toe, than all his heaven beside j 


i This was also tint croud of those implore 
Hpiouroims whom Ninon da I'Hiiidoa collected 
around liar in the Bun das Touradlus, iifld whose 
object swans to have been to decry Ilia faculty of 
reason, its tending only to embarrass our nso of 
pleasures, without enabling us in any degree to 
avoid their abuse. Madame das Ilonliilnis, the 
fair pupil id' Una Unman* in tho arts of poetry 
and voluptuousness, lias devoted most of her 
vims to this hmdahlo purpose, and is such 
determined ion to reason, that in one of her pas¬ 
torals she congratulates her whoop on tho want 
of it. Bt, Evrornont speaks thus upon the sub¬ 
ject: 

' tin nnilangc Incertnin d’enpril; efc do matikni 
Nous M viw« avec trap ou Wop pea do luimSro. 

K 


* * » * * * 
Nature, eluvwious ir la itlarhi lies aliens, 

On turns iihiiiiiu an suns lies simples auimuux,' 


Which sentiments I have thus ventured to para¬ 
phrase i 


Had man linen minis, at nature's birth, 

Of only Hania or only earth, 

Had lie been formed tl perfect whole 
Of purely that, or (crossly Wit's, 

Thou Biniiso would ne'er have idmuhid soul, 
Nor soul restrained the souse's bliss, 


Oh happy I lmd his lipid been strong, 

Or had ho never shared a light, 

WMi burns enough to show lie's wrong, 
. id not enough to 'cad him right 1 


19 




And true religion shines not half so true 
On one good living as it shines on two, 

Had W*—16—t first been pensioned by the Throne, 

Kings would have suffered by his praise alone; 

And P—ino perhaps, for something snug per aim., 

Had laughed, like W—11—sly, at all Plights of Man i 

But 'tis not only individual minds 

That habit tinctures, or that interest blinds; 

Whole nations, fooled by falsehood, fear, or pride, 

Their ostrich-heads in self-illusion hide j 

Thus England, hot from Denmark’s smoking meads, 

Turns up hej eyes at Gallia’s guilty deeds; 

Tims, selfish still, the same dishonouring chain 
She binds in Ireland, she would break in Spain; 

While praised irt distance, but at home forbid, 

Rebels in Cork are patriots at Mailrid 1 

Oh! trust mo, Self can cloud tlio brightest cause, 

Or gild the worst; and then, for nations’ laws! 

Go, good civilian, shut thy useless hook, 

In force alone for laws of nations look. 

Let shipless Danes and whining Yankees dwell 
On navalTights, with Grotliis and Vattel, 

While C--bb—t’n 1 pirate code alone appears 
Sound moral sense to England and Algiers! 

Woe to tlm Sceptic, in these party days, 

Who burns on neither shrine the balm of praise! 

For him no pension pours its annual fruits, 

No fertile sinecure spontaneous shoots; 

Not hits tlm meed that crowned Don il.-—kb—m’s rhyme, 

Nor sees lie o’er, in dreams of future time, 

Those shadowy forms of sleek reversions rise, 

So dear to Scotchmen's second-sighted eyes! 

Yet who, that looks to time’s accusing leaf, 

Where Whig and Tory, thief opposed'to thief, 

On either side in lofty shame are seen, 

While Freedom's form hangs crucified between - 
Who, B—-rd— tt, who such' rival rogues can see, 

But Hies from hath to honesty and thee ‘l 

If, giddy with the world’s bewildering imi/e,‘ J 
Hopeless of finding, through itafweody ways, 

One flower of truth, the busy crowd we slum. 

And to tlm shades of tranquil learning ruii 

With most of thin writer's latter jHilitiiw 1 the liillerwiees with Aiunrieu, wtmhl i'hIhIiIMi o 
couft'ss I feel a most hearty iiimwirrmice, and species of maritime tyranny, ns dimwlituhle in 
pomf. if f wore an Knp'linlmmn, my jiviiio tlm ulinrnnter of KiikImhI us it would lie italUmr 
miuht lead mo to uemitaeoiu that system nf low- ami unjust in the other nations of the world, 
less, unlimited soveroiply which he elniniN so * The ligilnlinn of the ship is nno nf i)m chief 
boklly for Ills country at sent hut viewinir the ililliiniltiea whieh impHlo the iliseoverv of tlm 
question Rimioivlmt 'muni (MilnrwhMIy, anil as longituiii! at siiai ami the tumult ami jiumef 
a friend to the enmninn rijtlils of manliinil, I life areei|imllyunfavom',ihle to ttmtenlm Invej of 
(janiiot hiilpthinkingthut tlMMteriiMJH wlihih li<s wind which ]h to mi iiitmjrrr after 

maintained upou tlm 1'ojieiihimen expedition ami truth. 


TBS SCEPTIC. 


m 


♦ 

How many a doubt pursues! how oft wo sigh, 

When histones charm, to think that histories lie» 

.uiiut ail are grave romances at the best, 

Rv'IWiT"^’ 8 1, , nti “ 10ro clui »sy than the rest! 

;/ Y H'lnie s soduotive page beguiled, 

Xfl h’!^! • har c a ^i 1 ! 'i ust and Stafford mild; 

t o.v himself, with party pencil, draws 
Monmouth a hero ‘ for tlm good old cause ! u 

I'sKiS tS T^m^vietoriesare defeats, 

An i i Jjn «! 1 l ah l’ rido thetnlorepeats; 
on m U ,’! 1 tlKl .y Gonuina’s story o’er, 
limy 11 disagree in till but honouriuiiMoore! 

Nay, future pons, to flatter future courts, 

t,lu Park-guns’ gay reports, 

\v '' i ? * u !i Jl b r|luld triumphed on the mom 
Which found Mir Juliet’s jest ami Europe’s scorn! 

hi seieimo too.-Jiow many a system, raised 
liihe Novas my domes, awhile hath blazed 
r ;V 1,h ]l «' 1 ik l (,t Huiey and with forms of priilo, 
hen me tmg, mingled with the oblivious tide! 

J ., 1^™' fiaurps the»eentre of the skv? 
y l lllts the paltry planet by; 

i™! 7 ll)UH wvivo beneath Descartes* pen, 

;* hf'Hi mi), assailed by Locke's, expire again: 

Ami wlum, perhaps, in pride of cheiriio powers, 

), u “““k the keys of Nature’s kingdom ours, 
i. ouio Davy’s magic touch the dream unsettles, 

Ami, turns at once our alkalis to metals! 

Ur, should wo roam, in motaphyaio maze, 

1 hrou^Ii mir-Imilt thoorioN of former dayn, 

V?. rHU '*. f »»“ tlm north, more ably skilled, 

Like other Goths, to ruin than to build, 
f samples triumphant through our fanes o’erthrewn, 

JNor loaves one grace, one glory of his own! 

I** 1 ’ learning ! Learning! whatsoe’er thy boast, 

.il ottered minds have taught and charmed us most; 
f lie rude, unread Golninlms was our guide 
i ° xvoi'DIh which learned Lactantius had denied, 

must miiHpieimiw lealim* in lii« character serais ftf miLoinii jmwovw »-iio ™ !HI1 

ssissigiiiii 



THE 80EPTIC. 



And tmo wild Shalcspearo, following Nature's lights, 
la worth whole planets filled with 8tagyrites! 

See grave Theology, when mice she strays 
From Revelation's path, what tricks she plays! 

How many various heavens hath Fancy’s wing 
Explored or touched from Tapias down to King !* 

And hell itself, in India nought hut smoko,® 

In Spains a furnace, and in Frauoe-a joke 

Hail, modest ignorance! thou goal and prize, 

Thou last, heat knowledge of tlio humlily wise! 

Hail, sceptic ease! when error’s waves are past, 

Hmv sweeffto roach thy tranquil port at last, 

And, gently rocked in undulating doubt, 

Smile at the sturdy winds which war without! 

Then gentle Charity, who know-how frail 
The hark of virtue, even in snmmor'B gale, 

Sits by the nightly fire, whose beacon glows 
For all who wander, whether friends or foes! 

There Faith retires, and keeps her white sail furled, 

Till called to spread it for a purer world ; 

While Patience lingers o'er tlio weedy shore, 

And, mutely waiting till the storm he o’er, 

Turns to young Hope, who still directs his eye 
To some blue spot, jusPbreaking in the sky 'i 

These arc the mild, tlm West associates given 
To him who doubts, and trusts in nought hut Heaven t 

1 King, in his 'Morsels of Critioimii,’ voi, i„ Tim rwwlnrwlio is rarimw Auml iuitnuil m.aii'M 
HiiTipimoH the huh to lie tlio roceplnclo of blossmi may lie mlifioil li); miimiltiicr' Itun ,(,> Jntrrnu,* 
spirit*' particularly lit*, ii. cup, 7, s, wlien* In- will link 

> Tlniliiilmroi eiili hell tlio Himiho of Smoke.' the preciao Hurt of lire iiMicrtnM in wltioh 
See Piciirt upim dm ' Koligion of tlio llimiaiiH.’ winked cplrits arc to lie liurmiil liomiltcr. 


A SELECTION FROM THE SONGS IN 





A COMIC OPERA IN THREE ACTS. 
1811 . 


BOAT GLEE. 

The song that lightens tlm languid way, 
When brows arc glowing, 

And faint with vowing, 

Is like the spell of Hope’s airy lay, 

To whose sound through life wo strays 
'i’lio beams that flash on the oar a while, 
As wo row along through the waves 
so clear, 

Illume its spray, like the fleeting smile 
That shines o'er sorrow’s tear, 

Nothing is lost on him who sees 
With an eye that feeling gave 
For him there’s a story in every breeze, 
And a picture in every wave. 

Then sing to lighten the languid way; 
When brows are glowing, 

And faint with rowing, 

’Tin like the spell of Hope’s airy lay, 
To whose sound through life wo stray. 

• 


’Trs sweet to behold when the billows 
are sleeping, 

Homo gay-coloured bark moving 
grneofitily by; 

No damn on her deck but the even¬ 
tide's weeping, 

No breath in her sails but the sum¬ 
mer wind’s sigh- 


Yet who would not turn with a fonder 
emotion, 

To gaze on tlio life-boat, though 
rugged and worn, 

Which often hath wafted o’er hills of 
the ocean 

The lost light of hope to the seaman 
forlorn 1 


Oh! grant that of those who in life’s 
' sunny slumber 

Around us like suutiner-harks idly 
have played, 

When storms are abroad wo may liud 
in tlio number 

One friend, like the life-beat, to fly 
to our aid, 


When Lolia touched the Into, 

Not then alone ’twiw felt, 

But when the sounds were mute, 

In memory still they dwelt, 

Sweet lute! in nightly slumbers 
8till we heard thy morning numbers, 

Ah, how could she, who stole 
Snell breath from siiuplo wire, 

Be led, in pride of soul, 

To string with gold her lyre ? 

Sweet lute! thy chords she lmmketh; 
Golden now the strings she waketli) 




M.F.; on, THE BL UE-IS WOKING. 


But where are all the tales 
Her Into so sweetly told ? 

Id lofty themes she fails, 

And soft ones suit not gold. 
Bioh lute! we see thee glisten, 
But, alas! no more wo listen! 


And teaches oven our tears to keep 
The tinge of pleasure as they How. 

The child who sees the dew of night 
Upon the spangled hedge al, morn, 
Attempts to catch the drops of light, 
But wounds his linger with the thorn, 
Thus oft the brightest joys we seek, 
Are lost when touched, and turned 
to pain; 

The flush they kindle leaves the cheek, 
The tears they waken long remain. 
But give mo, give me, etc. etc. 


Young Love lived once in an humble Are lost when touched, and turned 
shed, ' to pain; 

Whore roses breathing _ The flush they kindle leaves the cheek, 

And woodbines wreathing The tears they waken long remain. 

Around the lattice their tendrils spread, But give me, give me, etc. etc. 
As wild and sweet as the life he led. 

His garden flourished, __ 

For young Hope nourished* 

Tim infant Inula with beams and To sigh, $'d; feel no pain, 

n„i, ’i 11 ■ , ,To weop, yet scarce know why; 

Hut bps, though blooming, must still T o sl , nrt a „ \ mt wit i, Beauty's’olu,in 

.™* T Then throw it idly l.y; ' 

Ami not even Love can live on To kneel at many a’shrine, 

11(nvm Yet lay the heart mi none; 

Alas! that Poverty's evil eye !L ^ other.idiarnm divine, 

Should e’er come hither, , I' , l! ' 80 wo ' mv " "'" ,l ’ 

Buck swepts to wither I ,, n '? Ia h've, tsireless lov**, 

The flowers laid down their heads to |k,IK! h ili| himlletli hearts that rove, 
die, 

And Hope fell sick as the witch drew To heep one sacred llanin, 

nigh. .Through life uiutliilled, unmoved, 

She came one morning, To love iii wintry ago tlm same 

Ere Love had warning, , As first in youth we loved; 

And raised the latch, where the To feel that wo adore 
young god lay; , To sueli refilled excess, 

‘ Oh ho!’ said Love-Ms it you ? good- That though the lmarfcwould break with 
bye;' more, 

So he oped the window, and Hew Wo could not live with tm; 
away! This is love, faithful love, 

_ Such as saints might feel above. 


Spout of Joy, thy altar lies 
In youthful hearts that hope like 
mine; 

And ’tis the light of laughing eyes 
That leads ns to thy fairy shrino. 
There if we find the sigh, the tear, 
They are not those to sorrow known j 
But breathe so soft, and drop so clear, 
That bliss may claim thorn for her 
own. 

Then give me, give mo, while I weep, 
The sanguine hope that brightens 
woe 


Bkau {fiuit, in the olden time of love, 
tVheii women like slaves were 
spurned, 

A maid gave her heart, as she would 
_ her glove, 

.» To be teamed by a fop,and returned! 

But women grow wiser as men improve. 

And, though beaux, likemoukeya, amuse 
us, 

Oh! think not we’d give such a deli- 
cate gem 


kp.: on, m:s blue-stocking. 


As the heart, to ho played with or 
sullied by them; 

No, dearest aunt, excuse ns, 

We may know by tlm head on Cupid’s 
seal 

What impression tlm heart will take; 

If shallow tlm head, oh ! soon wo feel 

What a poor impression ’twill make! 

Though plagued, Heaven kuowa I by 
tiie foolish zeal 

Of the fondling fop who pursues me, 

Oil, think not I’d follow their desperate 
rule, 

Who get rid of tlm folly, by wedding 
the fold; 

No, dearest aunt! excuse jno, 


Whun Charles was deceived by tlm 
maid lie loved, 

We saw no cloud his brow o’m- 
easting, , 

But proudly he smiled, as if gay and 
unmoved, 

Though tlm wound in his heart wiiji 
deep and lasting, 

And oft at night, when the tempest 
rolled, 

He sung us lie paced tlm dark deck 
over— 

'Blow, wind, blow! tlinuart not so cold 

Am the heart of a maiil that deceives 
lusr lover.’ 

Yet he lived with the happy, and 
seemed to ho gay, 

Though the wound but sunk more 
deep for concealing; 

And Fortune threw many a thorn in his 
way, 

Which, trite to one anguish, lie trod 
without feeling! • 

And still, by tlm frowning of Fate un¬ 
subdued. 

He sung, as if sorrow had placed him 
above her. 

‘Frown, Fate, frown! thou art not so 
nulo 

As tlm heart of a maid that deceives 
her lover. 

it 

At length his earner found a close in 
death. 
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The dose lie long wished tn his cheer¬ 
less roving, 

For Victory shone mi his latest breath, 
And lie died in a cause of his heart’s 
approving, 

But still he remembered his sorrow, 
and still 

Hu sung till the vision of life was 
over— 

‘ Como, death, conic! thou art not so 
chill 

Ah tlm heart of a maid that deceives 
lmr lover, ’ 

# _ 

Whun life looks lone and dreary, 

Wind; light can dispel tlm gloom ? 
When .Time'll swift wing grows weary, 
What charm can refresh, his plume ? 
’Tis woman, whose sweetness Immiietli 
O'er all that wo feel or hoc ; 

And if man oflmavmi e’er di’eanmtli, 
'Tis when lie thinks purely of time, 
Owmnan! 

Let coiMpicroi'H light for glory, 

Too dearly tlin meed they gain ; 

Let patriots live in story— 

Too often they die in vain ; 

Hive kingdoms to those who uIiooko ’em 
This world can oiler to mo 
No throne like Beauty's Imamu, 

No freedom like serving time, 

0 woman! 


OIJI'ID’S LOTTERY. 

A Lorrmtv, a Lottery, 

In Cupid’s court there used to ho ; 
Two roguish eyes 
Tlm highest prize 
In Cupid's Hclmliiiiig Lottery; 

And kisses, too, 

As good as new, 

Which weren’t very hard to win, 
For lie who won 
Tlm oyes of fun 
Was sure to have the kisses in 

A Lottery, a Lottery, etc. 

This Lottery, this Lottery, _ 

In Cupid's court went merrily, 

And Cupid played 
A Jewish trade 
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Ill this his scheming Lottery; 

For hearts, wu’ro told, 

In sham ho sold 

To many a fond beliuving drone, 

And out tlio hearts 
In sixteen parts 

So well, each thought the whole his 
own. 

Ohor.—k Lottery, a Lottory, etc, 

Though sacred the tie that our country 
untwiueth, 

And dear to the heart Hbr romem- 
bi'iuioe remains, 

Yet dark are the ties where myliberty 
shinotli, 

And sad the remembrance that 
slavery stains. 

0 thou who wort horn in the cot of the 
peasant, 

But diesl; in languor in luxury’s dome, 

Our vision, when ahsent-our glory, 
when present— 

Where tlmu art, 0 Liberty! there is 
my home. 

Farewell to the land whore in child¬ 
hood J’vo wandered! 

In vain is she mighty, in vain is slut 
brave! 

Unblessed in the hlood that for tyrants 
is squandered, 

And fame has no wreaths for the 
brow of the slave. 

put hail to thee, Albion! who meefst 
the commotion 

Of Europe as calm as thy eliih. moot 
the foam i 

With no bonds hut tlio law, and no 
slave hut the ocean, 

Hail, Temple of Liberty! thou art 
my home. 

On think, when a hero is sighing, 

What danger in such mi adorer! 

Wluit woman can dream of denying 

Tlio hand that lays laurels before her? 

Ho heart is so guarded around, 

But the smile of a victor will take 
it; 

Ho bosom can slumber so sound, 

But the trumpet of glory will wake it. 


Love sometimes is given to sleeping, 
And woo to the heart that allows him; 

For oh, neither smiling nor weeping 
Has power at those moments to 
rouse him, 

But though ho was sleeping so fust, 
That tlio life almost seemed to for¬ 
sake him, 

Believe me, one soul-thrilling blast; 
From the trumpet of glory would 
wake him, 


Mu, Okatob I’d Ki 1 ' had two tones in 
his voice 

The one squeaking tlms, and the 
utKor down so! 

In each sentence lie uttered he gave 
you your choice, 

For one was B alt, and the rest G 
bulmv. 

Oh! ell, Orator hill'! 

Orfo voice for tuns orator's surely 
enough. 

But ho still talked away spite of ijnuglm 
and of frowns, 

So distracting all ears with bis ups and 
his downs, 

That a wag once, on hearing the orator 
say, " 

‘My voice is for war,' asked him, 

‘ Which of them, pray V' 

Oh I oh! etc, 

Heeling homewards one evening, top- 
heavy with gin, 

And rehearsing his speech on the 
weight of the erown, 

IIo tripped near a nawpit, and tumbled 
right in, 

‘Sinking Fund,’the last words as his 
noddle came down 
Oh! oil I etc. 

‘Help! help!’ lie exclaimed, in his ho 
and she tones, 

' Help me out I help me out.1 have 

* broken my bones!’ 

1 Help you out?' said a Faddy who 
passed, ! what a bother! 

Why, tlien>H two of you there, can't 
you help one another ?' 

Oh! oh! etc. 
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THE TWOPENNY POST BAG. 


K InpRtn Minima cccidcro taliollm,—Owo» 

« • 

DEDICATION. 

1814 . 

ft 


TO ST-N W-LR-E, Esq. 


Mv DEAlt W—n,—If, is now about seven years since I promised (and I grieve 
to think it is almost as long since we mot) to dedicate to you the very first 
book, of whatever size or kind, I should publish. Who could have thought 
that so many years would elapse without my giving the least signs of life upon 
the subject of this important promise? Who could have imagined that n 
volume of doggerel, after all, would be the lirst olferlug that Gratitude would 
lay upon tlio shrine of Friendship ? 1 

I f, however, you are as interested about me and my pursuits as formerly, you 
will be happy to hear that doggerel is not my only occupation; but that lam 
preparing to throw my name to the Swans of toe Temple of Immortality, 1 
leaving it, of course, to the said Swans to determine whether they ever will 
take the trouble of picking it from the stream, 

In the meantime, my dear W—u, like a pious Lutheran, you must judge 
of me rather by my faith than my works; and however trilling the tribute 
which I oiler, never doubt the lidelity with which i am, and. always shall he, 

Your sincere and attached friend, 


March 4,1818. 


THE AUTHOR. 


. PREFACE. 

Tun Pag from which the following Letters are selected was dropped by a Two- 
penny Postman about two months since, and picked up by an emissary of the 
Society for the Suppression of Vice, who, supposing it might materially assist 
lie private researches of that institution, immediately took it to his employers, 
ml was rewarded handsomely for his trouble. Such a treasury of secrets wae 
ortli a whole host of informers; and accordingly, like tlio Cupids of the poet 
f I may use so profane a simile), who ‘ fell at odds about the sweet-hag of a 
ee.’ a llioso venerable suppressors almost fought with each other for the honour 



1 Ariosto, canto 30. 


8 Herrick. 







284 


TEE TWOPENNY POST BAG. 

I 

and delight of first ransacking the Post Bag. Unluckily, however, it turned 
out, upon examination, that the discoveries of profligacy which it enabled them 
to make, lay chiefly in those upper regions of society which their well-bred 
regulations forbid them to molest or muddle with. In consequence, they 
gained but very few victims by their prize; and after lying for a week or two 
under Mr. H—tell—d'a counter, the Bag, with its violated eontents, was sold 
for a trifle to a friend of mine. 

i It happened that I had been just then seized with an ambition (liavingnevcr 
tried the strength of myiyng but in a newspaper) to publish something or other 
in the shape of a book; and it occurred to me that, the present being such a 
letter-writing era, a few of these twopenny-post epistles, turned into easy verse, 
would be as light and popular a task as I could possibly select for a com¬ 
mencement. I did not think it prudent, however, to give too many Letters at 
first, and accordingly have been obliged (in order to eke out a sullieieiit number 
of pages) to reprint some of those trifles which had already appeared in the public 
journals. As, in the battles of ancient times, the shades of the departed wore 
sometimes seen among the combatants, so 1 thought I might remedy the thin¬ 
ness of my ranks by conjuring up a few dead and forgotten eplmiuerons to Jill 
them. 

Such are the motives and accidents that led to the present publication; and 
as this is the lirst time my Muse has ever ventured out of the go-cart of a news¬ 
paper, though I. feel all a parent's delight at seeing little Miss go alone, lam 
also not without a parents anxiety, lest an unlucky fall should be the mine- 
ipienco of the experiment; and 1 need not point out the many living instances 
there are of Muses that have goffered severely in their heads, from “taking too 
early and rashly to tlmir feet. Besides 1 , a hook is so very different a thing 
from a newspaper I In the former, your doggerel, without either company or 
shelter, must stand shivering in the middle of a bleak white page by itself; 
whereas in the latter it is comfortably hacked by advertisements, and 1ms some- 
fciniM even a speech of Mr, St—ph—ids, or something equally warm, for a 
thtufe-pM,~w that, in general, the very reverse of ‘luudatur et algot’ wits' 
destiny, 

Ambition, however, must run some risks, and I shall he very well satisfied 
if the reception of these few Letters should have the effect of sending mo to the 
Boat Bag for more. 


PREFACE TO THE FOURTEENTH EDITION. 

BY A FRIEND OF THE .AUTHOR. 

In the absence of Mr. Brown, who is at present on a tour through—-, I feel 
myself called upon, as his friend, to notice certain misconceptions and misrepre¬ 
sentations to which this little volume of Trifles lias given rise. 

In the first place, it is not true that Mr, Brown has had any accomplices in 
the work, A note, indeed, which 1ms hitherto accompanied Ills Preface, may 
very naturally have been tlm origin of such a supposition; but that note, which 
was merely the coquetry of an author, 1 have in the present edition taken upon 
myself to remove, and Mr. Brown must therefore he considered (liko the 
mother of that unique production the Centaur, /wra m gow) as alouo respon¬ 
sible for the whole contents of the volume. 
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In the next place, it, has been said that, in consequence of this nracelosH Httl,, 
hook, a certain distinguished Personage prevailed upon another 'distiinniinl i 

* 1 so long and so liberally honoured him. There is not one sylla H «F truth 
?"» '' «'« magnanimity of the /omcr of the 2 , 

«Wu in no case answer too rashly; but of the conduct of t JSr t3 
^ r 1 ’/ lttV V l" ,ou ' 1 gi'iditioatimi in declaring that it has never ecu, ed to 
1*0 such lH lie must remember with indelible gratitude,-a mtit.nl.• th o 

ow^Sr fr '! m 11 W* “‘enrmi solely on his 

' I. it Hi'iff hi. * lu,l ' I,HS 1 J l H !T ' 1 Wlth tll,Wl! Wid dearest to him. 

1 * V ml f .!' f 11,1 Irishman, poor Mr. Brown pleads euiltv ■ mid I 

a i m!w!l with H 1 1 ; !,U!k, " ,wl « I f'l.thathe comes of a Holmui OatludiJfamily! 
ill.,i • ’ } i“ awm! ', u (llJC1H1V0 " f inn utter reprobation in the eves of 

of a e -tw ,lMlV r 1 i r t!l,t n S - J f clir * 8tiM1 %. !i0 wortlij to have boon the follmvera 
a certain enhghtoned bishop, Ikmatus,* who held ‘that (foil is i Af 3 

f! ? T \ iUt ro, !‘ ait,liM ifi ll(i « «ot Uwossarily follow that uXmi 

who h'iiv Hd'a'i' 111 ]' it* 1 - 1 ! RV0 »»>»'»« for suspecting that they 

< y n me totally mistaken. Not that I presume to have ascertained ins 

5Sv 

had iiitemleil tja „ll u IUl 4 Mr. Brown, to which 1 

ask Mu I t ’ '^mung gravity to advert; Imt I begin to think tin- 
S « n . 8M1 ?? I ‘* IH 1 aM lt 1S tffesoine. CaluimiiuH and misrem-ewntm 
at nr , l H HOI ' tUr '-’ lku t l,! urgmuimtH and statements of Dr, Ibiig. nan u t 
Sr; i ‘o M' v,vfl0l, r vr 1uhh m r imm to ««*«*»« ** i,E C 
J in tuu f "n ! % mlnw « kk funvardagain 

iisef il « t . on l, J stupidity is in want of them, and arc an 

w m k“,J i t hi! "f'1" which the watchman ah 

m 'll it '1. ' y y lum > k " Fuduce, m proof of riot, against his victims I 
inv piom wKVl 1 ’ tU '’ / roi f luHS m 1 ' 1 of 1 Vf'iwtion, and would even draw 

Hfio wiS Mlr ftr(;il ft Wnt " n ; “ Ml to furnish tlm 

out 1 relaoo, and know not how else,I could contrive to eko it 

T trillllH *» tliis udition, which 1 found in the 
^mnyCWc.a.id knewfe.bo from the pen of my friend. Tim r t o 
rim volume remains" in its original, statu. 1 

April ail, JsM, 
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INTERCEPTED LETTERS, Etc. 


LETTER I 

FROM THE PR—NC— SS OH-E OP W- S TO THE LADY B—RB— t 

A—SUL—Y. 1 

My dear Ladj Bab, you’ll bo shocked, I’m afraid, 

When you hear tho sad rumpus your ponies have made; 

Since the time of horse-consuls (now long out of date) 

No nags ever made such a stir in the State! 

Lord Eld—u first heard—and as instantly prayed ho 

To God and his King—that a Popish young lady 

(For though you’ve bright eyes, and twelve thousand a year, 

It is still but too true you’re a Papist, my dear) 

Had insidiously sent, by a tall Irish groom, 

Two priosMriddeii ponies, jittt landed from Rome, 

And so full, little rogues, of pontifical tricks, 

That the dome of St. Paul’s was scarce safe from their kicks i 

Off at once to papa, in a Hurry, ho Hies— 

For papa always does what these statesmen advise, 

On condition that they’ll he, in turn so polite 
As in no ease wliate’or to advise him too right— 

‘ Pretty doings are hero, sir (he angrily cries, 

While by dint of dark eyebrows he strives to look wise); 

’Tie a scheme of tho Romanists, so help mo God! 

To ride over your most Royal Highness roughshod— 

Excuse, sir, my tears, they’re from loyalty’s source— 

Bad enough 'twas for Troy to be sacked by a Horse, 

But for us to be ruined by Ponies , still worse!’ 

Quick a council is called—the whole cabinet BitH- 
Thc Archbishops declare, frightened out of their wits, 

That if vile Popish ponies should eat at my manger, 

From that awful moment tho Church is in danger-] 

As, give them but stabling, and Shortly no stalls 
Will suit their proud stomachs hut those of St. Paul’s. 

Tho Doctor, 2 and ho, the devout man of Leather, 

V—ns—tt—t, now laying their saint-heads together, 

Declare that these skittish young it-boniiiiatioiis 
Are clearly foretold in chap. vi. Revelations— 

Nay, they verily think they could point out the one 
Which the Doctor’s friend Death was to canter upon I 

1 This young lady, who is a Roman Catholic, had lately made a present of some beautiful ponies 
to via 1?MUH8, a A nickname for Mr. Addington, 
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Lord H—rr—by, hoping that no one imputes 
To the Court any fancy to persecute brutes, 

Protests, oil the word of himself and his cronies, 

That had these said creatures been Asses, not Ponies, 

The Court would have started no sort of objection, 

As Asses wore, there, always sure of protection, 

1 If the Pr—-no—-ss will keep tlmm (says Lord G—stl—r—gh), 

To make them quite harmless, the ouly # tnio way 
Is (as certain Ohiof-Jiistiees do with their wives) 

To ling them witlun half an inch of their lives— 

Jf they’ve any bad Irish blood lurking about, 

This (fui knew by experience) would # soou draw it out,’ 

Or—if this be thought cruel—his Lordship proposes 
‘Thu new Fc/o-snallle to hind down their noses— 

A pretty contrivance, made out tf old chains, 

Which appuarifto indulge, while it doubly restrains; 

Which, however high-mettled, their gamosommiuss checks 
(Adds his Lordship humanely), or else breaks their necks!’ 

This proposal received pretty general applause 

From the statesmen around—and the nock-breaking olauuo 

Had n vigour about iff which soon rcooficilod 

Even Kid—n himself to a moasitre ho mild, 

.So tho HiiallliiH, my dear, # were agreed to lioin, eon,, 

And my Lord C~'h 1,1.r—gli, having so often shone 

In tho jtlleriii'i lint*, is to buckle tluim on, 

1 shall drive to your door in these Veins nemo .day, 

But, at proMtmt, adieu! I must hurry away 
To go hoc my mamma, as I’m suffered to meet her 
For just liall'-iin-liour by tho Q—li’s befit repeater, 

Q-13, 


LETTISH IT. 


FROM COLOm M'M—11—N TO «—f.D KR-SO-S L—ICCIH, IWQ. 


Dear .Sir, Fve just had time to look 
into ytmr very learned book, 1 
Wherein- --as plain as man eaulqiuak, 
Whose English is half modern Greek— 
You prove that we can ne’er intrench 
Our happy isles against the I'Voneli, 
Till Royalty in England's made 
A much more independent trade--- • 
In short, until the House of Guelph 
I/ays Lords and Commons on the shelf, 
And boldly Huts up for itfiylf! 


All, that can be well understood 
In this Haiti beek, ifi vastly good: 

And, as to what's incomprehensible, 

1 dare bo sworn ’tie full as sensible, 

But to your work’s immortal credit 
The P -••--<), good sir,-tho P—o 1ms 
read it, 

(The only book himself remarks, 
Which ho lias read since Mrs, 
Clarke's.) 


«fine t.lui' Edinbnt'A Review,’ M xl. 
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.Xattt levee-mom he looked it through Two wigs to every paragraph— 

'During that awful hour or two Before lie well could got; through half. 

Of grave tousorial preparation, 

Which, to a fond admiring nation, You’ll send it, also, speedily— 

Sends forth, announced by trump and As, truth to say, 'twist you and urn, 
drum, His Highness, heated by your work, 

The bost-wigged P- —e in Christen- Already thinks himself (irand Turk ! 
clom I And you’d have laughed, had yon seen 

how 

He thinks, with you, the imagination He scared the (Jh—in;—il -r just now, 
Of partnmhip in legislation When (on hut Lordship’s entering 

Could only enter in into noddles pulled) lie 

Of dull and lodger-keeping twaddles, Slapped his back and called him 
Whose heads on firm are ruffling so ‘ Mufti I’ 

They even must have a King and Co., 

And lienee, boo, eloquently shovvrforth The tailors, too, have got commands 

On dwchi and buktim, and so forth. To put dinfetly into hands 

But now, he trusts, we are coming All sorts of dulimami ami pouches, 

. lir'ii. .i t i i 


near a 

Better and more royal ora; 


With sashes, turbans, and pahum-hon 
(While Y—rut—th’n skefceliing out v 


When England’s monarch need but plan 

say, Of new mmtstarJm « FOlhmur), 

‘Whip me those scoundrels, C—stl. Amt all things lilting and expedient 


Or—' Hang me up those Papists, EL 

d—n,’ _ Yon therefore have n 

And 'twiU ho done—ay, faith, and well So semi your system,' 


To Turlcifii our grace ms I t g—el,! 

You therefore have no lime to waste-- 


Ymiru, in liaide. 


With view to which, I’ve his com- wisTscuifr. 

maud Before I send this scrawl away, 

To beg, sir, from your travelled hand 1 newt a moment, just to say ‘ 
(Roundwhielitheforeigugriteesswai’ni) There’s sumo parts of t.lie Turkish 
A. plan of radical reformuystem 
J'omriiled and chosen, as host you can. So vulgar, ’tweru ;m well you missed 
In Turkey or at Ispahan, 'em. 

And quite upturning, branch and root, For instanco in fkmfim matters 
Lords, Commons, and Burdett to boot! Your Turk, whom' girlish foil.Imam 

Hatton:, 

But, pray, whato’er you may impart, Would Jill bis Ilnmin (tiwti*L->a f.ul!) 

. Wl ’ lt0 1 , ,,, ,, , With tittoiing, red-cheeked things from 

Somewhat more brief thauMajorC—rt* sehqol— 


But here (an in that fairy land, 


Else, though the P —o be long in Where Love ami Age' went hand in 
, rn ngmug, hand j 1 

.1.would take, at least, a fortnight’s Where lips till sixty shed no honey, 
wigging— Ami Gramlams were worth any money) 

1 Tlw loarnoil ('olrntol mitet nllndo liern In n e.mrt, noino at elmiik-lartliiii/r, >>tlier:i nt rin-eut 
desmnt «nol tlio Mwl ericra Mo, hi iba History or M Ami tiirain, 'Thro- in aotim,'- 

ot AxlallnSon ol Hitmf, where mioli mvuwimin holii yo me, mere eumrltm time tli, w lovely 
™ ?™ r ™ nMttryra said to have total wrinkta,’etc. m~*kr«tavfHu!Mua vul.iii, 


pnMo.—'A mail'd of old wonum mid tlie ... up. iid“l I'my. 

number of old men played hero pi t-lioro in taw 
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Our Sultan has much riper notions— Thin f , o ,,. 

So let your list of ^LoliT I '"l- nothing 

vwt IlS'lL 1 '' ""T ?'* •* *». - «l”. » ami Siguor, 

Tint iV- Is . ' . t ; T hm, « l1 n,,t 'WWly witlmt thorn, 
From Peerage dates -fuf li%. 8 ix. | ^ mW m ° 0,10 curao ilbout tliem: 



WlOM ft, It. TO S'UK K-— OK Y_,* 

Wn iiiisHed you last night at the ‘ lioavyaold simiuiV 
Wlm gave us, as usual, the cream of good dinners-- 
I is soups reieutilic—his lislius quite prime- 
I ts pfd.es supurb -,and his cutlets sublime! 

Li short, ’twas the snug sort of dinner to stir a 

Momaohio orgasm in my Lord. E-gh, 

Who to he sure, with miraculous force, 

And exclaimed, between mouthfuls, ‘ A //c-eook, of course I 
y ,m h ve—(wind’s there under that cover? pray, look)-- 
Wlnie you live - (I'll ju^tiufo it)—ne’er keep a She-cook, 

wa Konud halm law--(a small bit of that toast). 

Wlneh ordains tint a female shall ne’er rule the roast 
'or Cookery's a secret—(thin turtle’s uncommon)— 

Like Masonry, never found out by a woman !’ 

I' 1 ' 1 * you know, was iu gay eulebration 
‘ '"'H brilliant triumph and H—nt’s condemnation 

A compliment too to bis Lordship the J .c 

For his speech to the ,I-y,-and zounds! who would grudge 
i urtle-Noiip, though it came to live guineas a howl, 

I o reward hiicii a loyal and complaisant soul I 

\\ e were all in high gig.Homan Punch and Tokay 

I ravelled round, till our heads travelled just the same way,— 

And, wn wired not for Junnis or Tji 1 icIb—- i 10 —dunuu<s! nor' 

I'tVim lor lihc thrmtoi of nut Sumky’« Examiiuir! 

More good things worn eaten than said-hut Tom T-rrh-i 
in quoting .bm Miller, you know, has some merit, 

And, hearing the sturdy .Justiciary Chief 

Bay —sated with turtle-' I’ll now try the beef ’- 

Tommy,wltispered lulu (giving his Lordship a sly hit), 

‘' ‘'''ii' twdl lie Am //-beef, my Lord, if you try it I’ 

And L'—md-u was there, who, that morning, had gone 
I o lit his new Marquis’s coronet on; 

And tie. dish set before hiuv-oh, dish well-devised! 

Was, what old Mother (llasse calls, ' a calf's head surprised f 

11"' « were near...; and mm they’d been line, 

But of late they .had Jain so long soaking in wine, 

I'd tll “ » ,l,!r will bi'i'ccivu, wifi wriUiin tlw dayul'l.or udiuner givun bytlwM-— 
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That, however we still might in courtesy call 
Thom a lino dish of brains, they were no brains at ul? 

When the dinner was over, we drank, every one 
lii a bumper, ‘ the venial delights of Grim. Con. 

At which H—d-t with warm reminiscences gloated, 

And E—h’r—h chuckled to hear himself quoted. 

Our next round of toasts was a fancy quite new, 

For wo drank—and you’ll own ’twas benevolent too— 

To those well-meaning husbands, citu, parsons, or peers, 

Whom we’ve any time honoured by kissing their dears: 

This museum of wittols was comical rather; 

Old H—d—t gave M—y, and / gave-■ 

In short, not a soul till this morning would budge - 
We wore all fun and frolic !--aud even the «1—c 
Laid aside, for the tfiiic, his juridical fyshuin, 

And through the whole night was ml unci; in a passion! 

I write this ill bed, while my whiskers are airing, 

And M—o has a sly dose of jalap preparing 
For poor T—nimy T—rr—t at breakfast to quail; 

As J. feel I want something to give me a laugh, 

And there’s nothing ho good as«o!d T—imny, kept dose 
To his Cornwall accounts, after taking a dose! 

- 4 ,- 

LETTER IV. 

HIM TUB RIl'IUT HON. MIHSC »-«—N-.N TO TTIK IlIIJilT HON. 

Hill J-JIN N-OH-1., 

Iinlilm. 1 

Last week, dear N—cli-1, malting « llmjm u ~~ u /mtV’-liiucup- -midall 
merry that 

At dinner with our Secretary, Vou must he muzzled, Doctor Rut !~ 

When all wore drunk, or pretty near You must indeed- hiccup that h Hat. 

(The time for doing business hero), 

Says he to mo, 4 Sweet Bully Bottom! Vies-- 1 muzzled was tlm word, Sir 

These Rapist dogs—hiccup—od rot -lolni— 

> em | These, fools have clapped a muzzle on 

Deserve to he bespattered—hiccup— The boldest mouth that oer ran o «? 
With all the dirt even you can pick With slaver of tlm times of yore R— 

U ji_ Was is for this that haek l went 

But, as tlm P—o-(here’s to him— As fur as Lateran and Trout, 

Jill_ To prove that they, wlm damned us 

Hip, hip, hurra!)—is trying still then, _ 

To humbug them with kind profes- Ought now, in turn, bitdawimil again ! - - 
nions, The silent victim still to sit 

And as you deal in strong expressions— Of (J—tfc—n’s lire and O—nii - g'n wit, 

1 This letter, which contained soma very heavy * In similiiis this sheet to the Prrrs, limwivcr, 
enclosures, seems to have been sent to London by I learn that tlm ‘ muzzle' lias linen taken oil, and 
a private hand, and thou nut into the Twopenny tlm Bight Hon. Doetor let loose again, 
I’oBt-Ollicti, to save trouble. Bco the Appendix. 
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To hear even noise M—th—w gabble 

Olij 

Nor mention once the W~e of Babylon 1 
Oh! tm too liiuoli—who now will be 
■I no Bight man of No-Popery ? 

What Courtier, baiut, or even Bishop 
tSueh learned tilth will over fish up J 
1 f there among our ranks lie one 
Jo take my place, ’tis thou. Sir 
John— 

Thou—who, like me, art dubbed Eight 
Hon,, 

Like mo, too, art it Lawyer Civil 
That wishes Papists at the devil! 

To whom, then, hut to thee, my friend, 
.Should Patrick 1 his portfolio solid. V 
Jake it—’tis thine- -his learned port¬ 
folio, 

With all its thcologie olio 
1 11 Bulls, half Irish and half .1 Ionian— 
01 Doctrines now believed by no man— 
Of Councils, held for men’s aalvatimC 
Vet always ending in damnation— 
(Which shows that since the world’s I 
creation, 

Your Priests, whate’er their gentle 
shamming, 

Havo always had a taste for damning); 
Ami many more such pious scraps, 

Jo prove (what wo’ve long proved 
noi’liapa) 


f lint, mud as Christians used to bo 
About the Thirteenth Century, 

There’s lots of Christians to lie had 
In this, the Nineteenth, just as mad! 
.Farewell -1 send with this, dear 
N—eh—1! 

A rod or two I’ve had in pickle, 
Wherewith to trim old' Gr-tt-n’s 
jacket.—, 

the rest shall go by Monday’s packet, 

P. .1). 

Among the® enclosures in the foregoing 
Letter ms thefuUmomy * Unanmerabic 
Argument against the Papists.' 

* * * « t- * # 

We’re told the ancient Homan nation 
Made use of spittle in lustration,”— 
(Vide Laetautiuiu up. (Mamin 3 - 
I.c. you need not read but see ’em). 
Now, Irish PujiistB (fact surprising!) 
Make use of spittle in baptizing, ' 
Which proves them all, ((’.Finns. 
O'Fagans, 

Connors, and Tonics, all downright 
( Pagans! 

Ibis fact's enough—lot no one tell us 
To free such sad salivom follows— 

No—no—the man baptized with spittlo 
Hath no truth in him-not a tittle! 

* » * * * * * 


LETTER V. 

•'’BOM THIS 0OOTM8 nOWAGM Off 0-TO LADY_ 

My dear Lady --! I’ve heou just sending out 

Aliout Jive hundredOsards for a snug little Rout— 
(By-tliu-hy 0 , you’ve seen Jlokchy Mhis moment got inine- 
i liu Mail Cuaeh edition' 1 —prodigiously lino!) 

i Thin in a hurt aamn Ihr jmetryj hut D-mm-n 
w Wui'Hii.—An ITurtcntlua Biiyn, upon a very dip. 

ferent Hubjeet— 

, toninetur Apollo 
Nomine pumiHstm, 

“..... hwtralibiw unto iinlivis 
Kxpiat.— Pm, Hat. 2, 

3 1 have taken tlm troublu of wnminine tbo 


Doctor's rolcroimn hero, and Hurt him, for (met, 
soi'Mit. Tlm tbllowbiK aro tlm words of big 
inuignaut rofuroo Gallmum ‘Assuroro non voro- 
mnv Hitoruru Imptismum n I'npistis proliiimvi, ol, 
Hputi ummi in neouutorum oxnlttUutui a i’limiuin 
mm u Christiania manimu,’ 

.*!$? Mr. Murray’s advertisement about tlm 
Mail-Coach copies of liohhy. 
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But 1. can’t concern) how, in this very coin weather, 

I’m ever to bring my five hundred together; 

Ah, unless the thermometer's near boiling heat, 

One can never get half of one's hundred!) to meet— 

(Apropos— you’d have laughed to see Townsend, last night;, 
Escort to their chair, with his stall'so polite, 

The 'Three Maiden Miseries,’ all in a fright! 

Poor Townsend, like Mercury, idling two posts, 

Supervisor of thieves, and chief usher of ghosts l) 

But, my dear Lady-, can’t you hit on some notion, 

At least for one night to set London in motion ? 

As to having the if—g—nt-fkt show is gone by— 

Besides, I've remarked that (between you and 1.) 

The Marches#! amllie, inconvenient in more ways, 

Have taken much lately to whispering in doorways; 
Winch-considering, you know, dear, the war of the two- 
Makes a block that one’s company emmut get through ; 

And a house such as mine is, with doorways so small, 

Has no room for such cumbersome love work at all!. 

(Apropos, though, of love-work—you’ve heard it, I hope, 

That Napoleon’s old Mother’* to marry the Pope,— 

What a comical pair'!)—But, to stick to my limit, 

’Twill ho hard if some novelty can’t be struck out, 

Is there no Algerine, no Kamchatkan arrived '! 

No I’lenipo Pacha, three-tailed ami tun-wived? 

No Russian, whose dissonant consonant name 
Almost rattles to fragments the trumpet of fame? 

I remember the time, three or four winters lank. 

When—provided their wigs were but decently black. 

A. few Patriot monsters, from Spain, were a sight 
That would people one's house for one, night alter night, 

But-whether the Ministers 'jimnl them ton much ■ 

(And you know how they spoil whatever they touch/, 

Or, whether Lord (1—rgo (tile young man about town) 

Has by dint of bail poetry written them down— 

One'has certainly lost one's Peninsular rage, 

And the only stray Patriot seen for an age 
Has been at. snob places (think how the tit cools) 

As old Mrs. V--n’sor LordiL—v-rp-l's! 

But in short, my dear, names like Wintztf‘ehitstopsehinzmidlmll 
Are the only things now make an evening go smooth oil- 
So get me a Russian—till death I’m your debtor— 

If he brings the whole Alphabet, so much the butter 1 
And—Lord! if ho would but in ehtrartcr sup 
Off his fish-oil and candles, he’d quite set mo up 1 

* 

An remit, my sweet girl--1 must leave you in haste- 
little Gunter'It"* brought me the Liqueurs to taste, 
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POSTSCRIPT, 

Ly-thu-liye, have you found any friend that can coaster 
nafc Latin account, t’other day, of a Monster ?» 
wo cant get a Russian, and that thwtj in Latin 
J ,li ll " t ll,u improper, I think I’ll bring that in. 


LETTER VI. 

ranM A'WAlMll 8 IN LONDON, TO MOJUSJAN IN ISPAHAN 

■swssritM® (Th tS':“^ *■* i,iw » 

Ami bear’at as many kicks and, bruises aJ!?SK lSto S “^ 

VX Wtn "^ ^ ll °y ftro 80 l^inuui and so right! 

And but left on till further orders J ' lllfl 

fhr'gi Louden streets with turban Or longs to^-’tis trim,"they pray 

1 this sliort-emid ngllt ’ mmk 1' 1|W! “ 

1710,1 ~" tlliH buttouixl Tin true, they worship Alls naimA- 
Who, while they boast their laws so “ ** tho 

anaTlfTmlliuho’. 

. ^ Wo can’t persuade the stiihliorn pack, 

gpKffssst itiswat's 

uliutv, j» \t,yf., I wmduilu Hint ho m ;m iw- iiHeomleiioy, ronralistps in thin I Jim. 

ttstisss^sr** ll > '4AX,si;J5— 

iiu.il' i,, i iii J 11 !Jj—elt—o iii liqncs do MiisiilnmmHme.'—grii/'rfw/irf 

pssisislii! 

Ht nil ||,mmit,! huimiio - uni,] „ T„„|.W, !’«V r,0,lH of , 1,111 1 ,n, y<‘r. pmh« lliiilr Miauls cm 

* *" 

into wluifh tlm Molummiednn world is .divided j —Chardin H ° roqonnwsHcnt, etc*etc* 

and i liov have raft ov. cursing aud pewetiutiiify | 
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By'bastinadoes, Severn, or nippers, _ 

To wear the established pea-green slip¬ 
pers !* 

Then-only think—the libertines! 

They waali their toes, they comb their 
chins, 3 

With many more such deadly sins! 

And (what’s the worst, though last I 
rank it) f 

Believe the Chapter of the Blanket! 

Yet, spite of tenets so flagitious, 

(Which must at bottom be seditious 
As no man living would refuse 
Green slippers, but from treasonous 
views; <* 

Nor wash his toes, but with intent 
To overturn the government!) 

Such is our mild and tolerant way, 

We only curse them twice a-day 
(According to a form that’s set), 

And, far from torturing, .only let 
All orthodox believers tot ’em, 

Ami twitch their beards, whene’er they 
meet ’em: 

As to the rest, they’re free to do 
Whate’or their fancy prompts them to, 

Provided they make nothing of it 
Towards rank or honour, power or 
profit; 

Which things, we naturally expeot, 

Belong tons, the Established sect, 


LETTER VII. 

FROM MESSRS. E—OK—OT—N AND CO, TO-, ESQ. 4 * * * 8 

Per Post, Sir, wo send your MS.—looked it through-* 

Very sorry-but can’t undertake—’twouldn’t do, 

Clover work, Sir!-would get wp prodigiously well- 
Its only defect is-it never would sell 1 
And though Stalimcn may glory in being uvhwjht, 
lu an Author we think, Sir, that's ntlher a fault. 

i ‘The Shiites wear green slippers, which the alludes is I he Jvflnh, of which 1 find the liillmv- 

Sunnitofl consider as u great abomination.'-, iug account in Uiclmrdeim i-' A sort ofhlrd that 

Mariti. is said to have hut one wing, on tin; opposite shin 

* For these points of difference, fu well ns fur to which the male 1ms a honk and the iimmlii a 

tho Chapter of the blanket, I must refer the ring, so llmt, when they fly, they nru instiaied 

render (not having the book by mo) to Pmrt'u together,’ , 

Account of the Mwmilm Seatt. * From motive# of delicacy, and indeed of 

8 This will appear strange to an English fellow-fueling, I suppress the name of (lie author 
reader, but it is literally translated from Abdul- whose rejected manuscript was eneluH’ud in this 
lab’s Persian j and the curious bird to which lie letter,-See tho Appendix, 


Who disbelieve (the Lord be thanked) 
The aforesaid Chapter of the Blanket. 

The same mild views of Toleration 
Inspire, I find, this buttoned nation. 
Whose Papists (full as given to rogue, 
And only Sunnites with a brogue) 
Faro just as well, with .’ill their fuss 
As rascal Sunnites do with us. 

The tender Gnzel 1. enclose 
Is for my love, my Syrian Bose— 

Take it, when night begins to fall, 
Arid throw it o’er her mother’s wall. 

GABEL 

Rememherest them tho hour wo past ? 
That hour, the happiest and tho last l~ 
Oh! not so sweet the Siha thorn 
To summer hues at break of morn, 

Not half so sweet, through dale auil 
dell, 

TV camels' ears the tinkling hell, 

As is the soothing memory 
Of that one precious hour to mo! 

"How can wo live, so far apart ? 

Oil! why not rather heart to heart 
United live and die ?— 

Like, those sweet birds that ily toge 
tiler, 

With feather always touching feather, 
Linked by a hook and cyo ! :| 
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Hard times, Sir,-*-most books are too dear to bo road 
Though the giM of Good-sense and Wit’s mill-change are fled, 
Yet tlie jxtptiv wo publishers pass, in their stead, 

Rises higher each day, and ftis frightful to think it) 

Not even such names as F-tzg—r—d’s can sink it! 

However,,Sir—if you're for trying again, 

And at somewhat that’s vendible-wo aye your men, 

Since tho Chevalier CJ—rr took to Hurrying lately, 

Tho Trade is in want of a Traveller greatly—" 

No job, Sir, more easy—your Uimntrij once planned, 

A month aboard ship awl a fortnight on laud 
Puts your Quarto of Travels clean ojt of hand, 

An East-Iudia pamphlet's a thing that would toll— 

A ml a link at the Papists is mire to sell well. 

Or—supposing you have nothing original in you— 

Write Parodies, Sir, awl sueli fame it will win you, 

You’ll got to the Bluo-stoekiiig Routs of Alb—n—a l 1 
(Miml --mil to her dmum—tk second-hand Muse 
Mustn't think of aspiring to mesa with the Mm.) 

Or.in case nothing else in this world you can do— 

The dunce is in'ts, if you cannot review I 

Should yon fed any touch of poetical glow, 

We’ve a scheme to suggost-Mr. Se-tt, you must know 
(Who, we're sorry to say it, now works for the ,/ioir 2 ), 

Having quitted the Borders to seok now renown, 

In coming, by long Quarto stages, to Town; 

Awl beginning with lloknhy (the job’s sure to pay), 

Means to do all the Gentlemen’s Seats on the way. 

Now, the Sehomu is (though none of our hackneys can heat him) 
To start a fresh Poet through lligligato to meet him; 

W ho, by means of quick proofs—no revises.long coaches— 

May do a few Villas before He—tt approaches-- 
Indeed, if our Pegasus ho not curst shabby, 

He'll reach, without foundering, at least Woburn Abbey. 

Sueli, Sir, is our plan~if you’re up to the freak, 

’Tin a match 1 awl we’ll put you mlmmvj next week— 

At present no more-in reply to this Letter, a 
line will oblige very much 

, Yours, ct cetera, 

Temple of the Mum. 

i This iilluilrs, I lii'liiivo, to a imriims rertwpontaMio whiidi la milil to have rmBaetl lately bo- 
’.ween Alh—ii-ii, Ceuutaw of «—ok—ffh—ma—t*, and a certain iiiRwieiw I’aradmf. 

»Piitawier Mow. * 
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LETTISH VIII, 


MOM COMWBL TII-M-M TO -- 


Oomu to our Poto, 1 ami bring with then 
Thy newest, host embroidery! 

Gome to our Poto, and show again 
Tlmt pea-green mat, thou pink of men ! 
Which charmed all eyes that last sur¬ 
veyed it. t 

When .15—1’s aolf inquired 1 who made 
it ?’ 

When Cits came wondering from the 
East, > 

And thought thou PoetPyo, at least! 

Oh! come—(if haply ’tis thy woe's 
Per looking pale) -with paly cheek; 

J, hough more wo love thy roseate days, 
When the rich rouge-pot pours its blaze 
h ull o’er thy face, and, amply spread, ; 
1ms oven thy whisker-tops with red--! 
Like the lust tints of dyin^ Day 
That o’er some darkling grove delay! 

hiring thy best lace, tlmu gay Phi¬ 
lander ! 

(That lnoo, likoll-rry Al—x.■ml—r, 

Too precious to be washed) —thy rings, 
Thy seals-in short, thy prettiest 
tilings! 1 

lut all thy wardrobe’s glories on, 

Ami yield, in frogs and fringe, to none 
halt the great H-g-t/a self alone! 

Who, by particular desire, 

Fur that nigh only, means to hire I 
A dress from Borneo G—4es, Esquire- 
Something between (’twore sin to luck 
it) 

The B orneo robe and Hobby jacket! 

a Qiuim tu, Melpomene, some’! ! 

NuacontoinjiticWo hmiiw, vidcriB, eto, 

Ikmt. 

Tho Man, upon whom then hunt detail to I 
look iiimiy, 

Tlwu imuit Triple Muso I at tho hour of hi» 
birth— 

Lot them snywlmt toy will, tot’s tho man i 
lor my money. 

t others thy tears, but lot mo have thv 
mlvtli, ' I 

r<io assertion that follows, however, is not verb 
IM m the instance before us; j 


.1 fail, first of Actors ! s best of (1,.g- fjj t 

Lorn for each other's liiml allrgiamv ! 

Pith gay Lotharios.both good dm* 

sem-- 

Of Serious Farce hath learned I‘roles- 

HOI'K— 

Ilnth circled round, for use or show, 
With coxcombs, wlmresuo or they go j 

Thou knowst the time, thou man of 
lore! 

It takes to chalk a ball-room iloor— 

T hou kuoyv’st the time, too, welt-a- 
day! 

It takes to dance that chalk away,’ 1 

Tim ball-room opens.far and nigh 

Gimlets and suns beneath us lio • 

O’er snowy moons and stars wo walk, 
Amj the Iloor seems unity of chalk !' 

But soon shall bio the bright deceit 

When many a maid, with busy ' 
IJiat sparkle in the Lustrc'e ray 
G'ertho white path shall bound ami 
play 

Like Nymphs along the Milky Way U 
At every atop a star in Hod, ' 

And nuns grew dim beneath theh 
, tread! 

Lo pauseth lifts—(thu.s He.tt would 

write, 

And spinsters read him with ddi difi- 
IbmrH are not feet, yet, I.oiim trii, on, 
Imioisnot chalk, yeiitinm’noooii gone p 

Lut, hang this long digressive llight! 

T ' M< ant to nay, thoii'lt see, that uiylit 

Ulum .. 

t ■. ■ >iiui eijuus iuiute 
writ lima Anhukii. 

f l: ! , ."T ,i " ;r «" (» bulb mu' ri'ml 

o . 11 Iimowirv Im nil'll. 

*i'! 1 1 , 'i' i l,! ■ 1 "' i ,lt bulbruiinw. in irciifin! >»-. 

j ii£B£^ aU<l fi,r vmitme 

; sassfflS5S!tiT» 

sm&$sgLv 

U " llll) t,olrau,| )i ("»W MWMwrCu, () ut«« lu ft,.! K 
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What falsehood rankles in their hearts, (These, P-rt-r, aro thy glorious 
Who say tho P —o neglects the arts - works!) 

Neglects tho arts!—no, St.—g! no; You’d swear Egyptians, Moors, and 

Tlry Cupids answer ‘'tin not so;’ Turks, 

And every Hour, that night, shall tell BearingGood-Taste some deadly malice, 
’How quick thou dauhost, and how Well ! Had dubbed to raise a Pie-Nie Palace ; 
Shine as Anon may’st in French vur- And each, to make tho oglio pleasant, 
inilinu, ^ Had sent a State-.Boom as a present 

Thou rt bonwith ji French cotil- Tho hiuho fituiemla find givaudolos— 
Ihm; The same gild Asses, 3 pretty souls! 

And still cmu’stoli; whato’or thy faults, That, in this rich and, olassie dome, 
With jlning ciilmn in a Waltz! _ Appear so perfectly at home! 

Nor need’st tlmu mourn tho transient Tho same bright river ’niongst the 
Bate _ dishts, 

To thy best works assigned by Fate— But not—ah! notthoaamu dear tecs— 
While some chefs-d’uiuvro live to weary LutoJionrs anil claret killed tho old 
one, * ones! 

Thine, boast a short life and a merry one; So, ’stead of silver and of gold ones 
Their hour of glory past and gone (It being rather hard to raise 

With 1 Molly, put tlm kettle on !’ Fish of that specie now-a-days), 


But, bless my soul! I’ve scarce a leaf 8(111,0 a .l ,rilte have been, ty Y-nn -th’s 
I ff paper left-an, must bo brief, . w ™ 1 ’. , , 

I las festive l'efce, m fact, will be And Gudgeons (so V—ns—tt—t told 

Tho H—y—t) arc as good as Odd / 


he former h-tc ; Tho Il~-g~t) aro as good as Odd! 

l im same long Masquerade of Booms, | 

Tricked in suelt dillbrent, quaint cos-1 So, pr’ytlieo, eome-mir Fate will be 
tunics I .But half a FOto, if wanting time I 

,1. T. 


APPENDIX. 

Lwtuu IV. Page 204, 

Asffwn tho papers enclosed in ,l)r. D-g-n-u’s Letter, there is an Heroin 
Epistle in Latin verso, from Pope Joan to her Lover, of which, as it is rather a 
curious document, 1 shall venture to give some account. This female Pontiff 
was a native of England (or, according to others, of Germany), who at an early 
age disguised herself in male attire, anil followed her lover, a young ecclesiastic, 
to Athens, where alio studied with such effect, that upon her arrival at Home 
alio wati thought worthy id’ hoing raised to tlm Pontificate, This Epistle is 
addressed to Imr Lover (whom film hail elevated to tho dignity of Cardinal), 
Boon after the fatal twmdmmt , by which her,Fallibility was betrayed, 


Athens.when 


By Hissne’stream 

We whispering walked along, and learned to apeak 
The tenderest footings in the purest Greek; 


1 1 (!„|.|™f_n H—it will exhibit a complete jfJie-eiinf/e, in res[ euf; to interior ornament, U 
wlmt It tilil at tlm Inst FCte. The name splendid denTieries,’ eto, eto.— Hunimi Pmit. 

‘ The siilt-cellur# on tho l*— o’h i mi table were in tho form (if«»uou with pwmiora, 





Ah! then how little did we think or hope, 

Dearest of men! that I should o’er he Pope ! l 
That I—the humble Joan—whoso housewife art 
Seemed just enough to keep thy house aud heart 
(And those, alas! at sixes and at sevens), 

Should soon keep all the keys of all the Heavens !’ 

Still less (she continues to say) could they have foreseen that such a cats, 
strophe as had happened in Council would befall them—that she 

‘Should thus surprise the Conclave’s grave decorum, 

And let a little Pope pop out before ’em— 

Pope Innocent I alas, the only one 

That name should ever have been fixed upon!’ 

She then very pathetically laments the downfall of her greatness, am), 
enumerates the various treasures to which she is doomed to bid farewell (Or 
ever. r 

1 But oh! more dear, more precious ton times over— 

Farewell, my Lord, my Cardinal, my Lover! 

I made thee Cardinal—thou nmd'st m—ah 1 
Thou mad’st the Papa 2 3 of the World.-Mamma 1’ 

I have not time now to translate anymore of this Epistle; hut I presume the 
argument which the Eight Hon. Doctor and his friends mean to deduce from it, 
is (m their usual convincing strain) that Romanists must be unworthy oi 
Emancipation now, because they had a Petticoat Pope in the Ninth Century, 
Nothing can be more logically clear, aud I find that Horace had exactly tlm 
same views upon the subject: 

Homme (eheu poster!, uegabitis!) 

Emandpatns Eonninm 
Pert vallum !— 


Letter VII. Pago 204. 


. The Manuscript, which I found in the Bookseller’s Letter, is a Melodrama, 
m two Acts, entitled, ‘ The Book,’ 2 of which the Theatres, of course, had had 
the refusal, before it was presented to Messrs. L-ok-ngt-n and Co. This 
rejected Drama, however, possesses considerable merit, and I shall take the 
liberty of laying a sketch of it before my Headers. 

i.he first Act opens in a very awful manner : 'Dm, three o’clock in tlm 

morning -Scene, the Bourbon Chamber 1 in O-r-lt-n House.Enter the 

l e it, g—■t solus.—After a few broken sentences, ho thus exclaims: 


1 Spanholm attributes tlio unanimity with 
Winch Joan was elected, to that innate and irre¬ 
sistible charm by which her sox, though latent, 
operated upon tlioinstinetoftho Cardinals ! ‘Non 
ri aliqua, soil coneorditcr, omnium in so converse 
desidorio, men sunt blandiontis soxns nrtca, In- 
t cutes m hucqunnquam!' 

8 This is mi anachronism, for it was not till tlm 
eleventh century that the Bishop nf Romo took 
the title of Papa, or Universal Father. 

3 There was a mysterious Hook in the sixteenth 
century, which employed all the anxious curiosity 
flf the learned of that: day—ovory one spoke of Id; 
many wrote iiRe,ir"Mt; though it does not appear 


that anybody had ever Been it; and, iu.kii.ltrii 
tins is of opinion that no Hindi book ever nxinfud. 

was entitled ‘ Ubflr do triton* imnoHlm'llmn.' 
(Sen Morbof, Cap. do l,ihrin damn at in, )—Our 
moro modern mystery id' tlm‘ Hook* retemblra 


Iiuamiuiuii uii! mil 1 miiru inim: 
impostOMlms' would produce a wiineidrnoe nlt« 
gotlier very romarkaWo. 

11 The ohattilim*, I suppose, which was prepares 
for the reception of the llouriimw at the llrsf 
brand Fete, and which was ornaimmfnrt (nil ‘ foi 
the delivoratieo of Europe’) witlijfaim <k lyt. 
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Away—tiway— 

Then haunt’at my fancy so, thou devilish Book 1 
I meet thee—trace thee, whercHno’or I. look. 

I ace thy damned ink in Eld—n’s brows— 

I see thyfmdsmp on my 11—rtf—d’s Spouse— 

V—ns—t--t’s head recalls thy leathern case, 

And nil thy hlaiikJcum stare from It-.d-r’s face! 

While, turning here [kgmj his hand on his heart 1, i find, ahwretohcd olf! 
Thy list, of (lire limila in myself, 

| Waits the slant! in ammkmhk agitation ,] 

Oh Homan Punch ! oh potent (Juragoa ! 

Oh Mitniiiehiim ! Maraschino oil 
Delicious drams! why have you not the art 
To kill this gnawing Ihot-imm in my heart ? 

Hu is here interrupted in his Holiloijuy by •perceiving some soribliled frag. 
montH of paper on the ground, which lie collects, and ‘by the light of two 
magnificent «#ndekthro’ discovers the following unconnected words-' Wife 
neglected ' the HookWrong Measures the Qim ‘ Mr, Lambert the 

It — (/ — 

Ha I treason in my House 1.( hirst words, that wither 

My princely soul [shaking the papersifliiltmtlyl what Dclnon hrouglit you hither ? 

My wife! — 1 tlm Book.’ too 1.stay—ft nearer look— 

,, [Holding the fragments closer to the Candelabra] 

Alas! ton plain, 15, double 0, K, Book- 
Death and destruction ! 

Ho horo rings all the hells, and a whole legion of Valets enter—A. scene of 
imrsing and swearing (very much in the Merman style) ensues, in the course of 
which messengers am despatched in different directions for the L-rd Ch-n- 
c 11—r, tlm D—o of (,’-—1)1- -cl, etc. etc.—Tlm intermediate time is filled 
up by another Nolilorpiy, at the eonelnsiou of which the aforesaid Personagos 

rush on alarmed.tlm I).o with his stays only half-laced, and. thof'li—•no—llor 

with his wig thrown hastily over an old red night-cap, ‘to maintain the 
liecoming splendour of bin office,’ 1 Tlm K-g-t produces the appalling frag¬ 
ments, upon which the Ch.jic—llnr breaks out into exclamations of loyalty and 

tenderness, and relates the following portentous dream 

Tin scarcely two hours since 
I had a fearful dream of thee, my P —e !—• 

Mntlmuglit .1 heard thee, ’midst a courtly crowd, 

Bay from thy throne of gold, in mandate* bmd, 

‘worship my whiskers f—[rw/wj not a knee was there 

But limit and worshipped the Illustrious Pair 

That curled in conaeimm majesty! [mills out hk cries 

Of ‘ Whinkem! whiskers!’ shook tlm echoing skies !— 

Just in that glorious hour, motlionght there enmo, 

With looks of injured pride, a Princely Dame, 

And a young maiden dinging to lmr side, 

! "To enulilii tlio imliviiluiil ivlw liulils tlm olllco of Chniirallnr to maintain it in Imeornfni? 
smcw'onr. (A loud Jangli .)-Jml Vtutlmughe Speech aptm the, Vicc-C'lmeellor's Hill, 
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As if she feared some tyrant would divide 
The hearts that nature and affection tied! 

The Matron came— within her right hand glowed 

A radiant torch; while from her left a load 

Of Papers hung—[wipes his eyes]— collected in her veil— 

The venal evidence, the slanderous tale, 

The wounding hint, the current lies that pass 
From Post to Courier, formed the motley muss; 

Which, witlindisdain, before the Throne she throws, 

And lights the Pile beneath thy princely nose, [ IFccps.] 

Heavens, how it blazed I—I’d ask no livelier fire 

[with animation] To roast a Papist by, my gracious Sire 1— 

But ah! the evidence— [weeps again]— I mourned to see— 

Cast, as it burned, a deadly light on thee! 

And Tales and Hints their random sparklos flung, 

And hissed and craCkled like an old maid’s tongue j 
While Post and Courier, faithful to their fame, 

Made up in stink for what they lacked in flame! 

When, to, ye Gods!—the fire, ascending brisker, 

Now singes one, now lights the other whisker— 

Ah! where was then the Sylphid that unfurls 
Her fairy standard in defence of curls 1' 

Throne, Whiskers, Wig, soon f vanished into smoke, 

The watchman cried 1 past One,’ and—I awoke. 

Here nis Lordship weeps more profusely than ever, and the It—g—t (who 
has been very much agitated during the recital of the dream), by a movement 
as characteristic as that of Charles XII. when lie was shot, claps his hands ta 
his whiskers to feel if all be really safe. A Privy Council is held—all the 
Servants, etc. are examined, and it appears that a Tailor, who had come to 
measure the It -g—t for a dress (which takes three whole pages of the best super* 
line clinquant in describing), was the only person who had been in the Bourbon 
Chamber during the day. It is accordingly determined to seize the Tailor, and 
the Council breaks up with a unanimous resolution to be vigorous. 

The commencement of the Second Act turns chiefly upon the Trial and Im¬ 
prisonment of Two Brothers; but as this forms the under plot of the Drama, f 
shall content myself with extracting from it the following speech, which ifl 
addressed to the two brothers, 1 as they ‘ exeunt severally’ to Prison 

Go to your Prisons-though the air of Spring 
No mountain coolness to your cheeks shall bring; 

Though summer flowers shall pasr; unseen away, 

And all your portion of the glorious day 
May be some solitary beam that falls, 

At morn or eve, upon your dreary walls— 

Some beam that enters, trembling as if awed, 

To tell how gay the young world laughs abroad 1 
Yet go—for thoughts, as blessed as the air 
Of Spring or Summer flowers, await you there; 

Thoughts, such as He, who feasts his courtly crew 
In rich conservatories, never knew! * 


1 Be Hunts. 
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Pure self-esteem—the smiles that light within— 

The Zeal, whose circling charities begin 

With the few loved ones Heaven lias placed it near, 

Nor cease, till all Mankind are in its sphere !— 

Tim Pride, that suffers without vaunt or plea, 

And the fresh Spirit, that can warble free, 

Through prison-bars, its hymn to Liberty 1 

The Scone next changes to a Tailor’s Workshop, i*nd a fanoifully-arraimed 
group of these Artists is discovered upon the Shop-board.-Their taslc evidently 
of a royal nature, from the profusion of gold-lace, frogs, etc. that lie about - 
They all rise and come forward, while one of them sings the following Stanzas 
'io the tune of ‘ Derry Down ’ 

My brave brother Tailors, come, straighten your knees, 

For a moment, like gentlemen, stiui*l up at ease, 

While I sing of our P— o (and a lig for his railers), 

The Shop-board’s delight! the Miocenes of Tailors!, 

Derry down, down, down Horry down. 

Some moiiarchs take roundabout ways into note, 

But His short cut to fame is—the cut of Ilia coat; 

Philip’s Son thought the^Vorld was too smj.ll for his Soul, 

While our It—g—t’s finds room in a laced buttou-hole 1 
Derry down, etc. 

Look through all Europe's Kings— at least those who go loose— 

Not a King of them all’s such a friend to the Goose. 

So, God keep him increasing in size and renown. 

Still the fattest and best-fitted P—-e about town ! 

Derry down, ete. 

During tiro* Derry down’ of this last verse, a messenger from the S—c—t-j 
of S—-o’s Office rushes on, and the singer (who, luckily for the effect of the 
scene, is tho very Tailor suspected of the mysterious fragments) is interrupted 
in the midst of bis laudatory exertions, and hurried away, to the no small 
surprise and consternation of his comrades. The plot now hastens rapidly in 
its development—the management of the Tailor’s examination is highly skilful, 
and the alarm which lie is made to betray is natural without being ludicrous, 
The explanation, too, which he finally gives, is not more simple than satis- 
factory._ It appears that the said fragments formed part of a self-exculpatory 
note which he had intended to send to Colonel M.‘M—n upon subjects purely 
professional; and the corresponding bits (which still lie luckily in his pocket) 
being produced, and skilfully laid beside the others, the following billet-doux is 
the satisfactory result of their juxtaposition 

Honoured Colonel—my Wife, who’s the Queen of all slatterns, 
Neglected to put up the Book of new Patterns, 

She sent tho wrong^Measuras too—shamefully wrong— 

They're the same used for poor Mr. Lambert, when young; 

But, bless you ! they wouldn’t go half round tho It—g—t, 

So hope you’ll excuse yours till death, most obedient. 

This fully explains the whole mystery—the R—g—t resumes Ida wonted 
smiles, and the Drama tenniiuiw», as usual, to the satisfaction of all parties. 









TRIFLES. 

1814. 


* 


f 


THE INSURRECTION OF THE PAPERS. 

<> 

A DREAM, 

‘It would be impossible for his %al Highness in disengage his person from tho accumulating 
mif PI, ^ W t Wt eMompilS8C(1 OutUmyHa Speech upon Colonel M'Muhon's Appoint - 

Last night I toss’d and turn’d in bed, 

But could not sleep—at length I said, 

1 I’ll think of Viscount C-stl—r-gli, 

And of his speeches—-that's the way,’ 

And tio it was, for instantly 
I slept as sound as sound could be. 

And then I dream’d—0 frightful dream! 

Euseli has no such theme; 

-never wrote or borrow’d 

Any horror, half so horrid 1 

Methought tho P—e, in whisker’d state, 

Before me at his breakfast sate; 

On one side lay unread Petitions, 

On t’other, Hints from five Physicians— 

Here tradesmen’s bills, official papers, 

Notes from my Lady, drams for vapours— 

Then plans of saddles, tea and toast, 

Death-warrants and the Morning Post. 

When lo 1 tho papers, one and all, 

As if at some magician’s call, 

Began to flutter of themselves 
From desk and table, floor and shelves, 

And, cutting each some different capers, 

Advanced, 0 jacobinio papers 1 
As though they said, ‘ Our sole design is 
To suffocate his Royal Highness!’ 

The loader of this vile sedition 
Was a huge Catholics,Petition, 

With grievances so full and heavy, 

It threaten’d worst of all the bevy. 

Then Common-Hall addresses qpne 

In swaggering sheets, and took tlu'r aim 
Right at the R-g-t’s well-dress’l. head, 

As if detemiwd to be read 1 
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Next Tradesmen's Bills began to fly, 

Ami Tradesmen’s Bills, we know, mount high* 
Nay, e'en Death-Warrants thought they’d best 
Bo lively too, and join the rest. 

But, oil, the basest of defections, 

His Letter about 'predilections 
His own dear Letter, void of grace, 

Now flew up in its parent's face! 

Shock’d with this breach of filial duty, 

He just could murmur ‘ et fa Unite f 
Then sunk, subdued upon tho flour 
At Fox’s bust, to rise no more! 

I wak’d-and pray’d with lifted liand, 

‘ ()h! never uuiy this dream prove true; 
Though Payer overwhelms the laud, 

Let it not email the Sovereign too! 



At length, dearest Fradffy, the moment is’iiigli, 

When, with ].»—ro-v—l’s leave, 1 may throw my chains by j 
And, as time now is precious, the lirst thing I do, 

Is to sit down and write a wise letter to you, 

* • t # ■ * * * 

I meant before now to have sent you this Letter, 

But V.nn -th and I thought perhaps ’twouhl lie better 

To wait till the Irish affairs were decided— 

Tkil it, till both Houses had prosed and divided, 

With all duo appearance of thought and digestion- , 

For, though H —rtf—nl House had long settled the question, 

X thought it hut decent, between me and you, 

That the two other Houses should settle it too, 

I need not remind you liow cursedly bail 
Our affiiirn wore all looking when Fatnov went mad j 
A strait waistcoat on him and restrictions on mo, 

A more limited Monarchy could not well no. 

I was call’d upon then, in that moment of puzzle, 

• To diwas my. own MiniBteH*“t ■' - 

A playful young hear, and then mock lus disaster, 

By bidding him elmoso out his own dancing-master 

I thought the 1 icst way, as a dutiful son, 

Was to do as Old Royalty’s self would have Am .. 

Ho I sent word to say, I wquld keep tlm whole batch in, 

The same chest of tools, without cleansing or patching, 

For tools of this kind, like Martinns’s sconce,' 

Would lose all their beauty if purified once; __ 

t Tho antique alilold of Martinas ScrUteus, which, upon ■scouring, turned out to bnoulySU 
old sconce. 
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And think—only think—if our Father should Mud, 

Upon graciously coming again to his mind, 
m, ; ™P r °vemont had spoil’d any favourite adviser— 
i hat Er-ae was grown honest, or W-atm-rel-nd wiser- 
iJiat iv d—r was, e en by one twinkle, the brighter—* 

wi J r V T rp ,~ s , s . peeches but liaIf a pound lighter ~ 

” b ' at ^onk to Ins old royal heart it would lie ! 

JNo .-far were such dreams of improvement from me • 

And *t pleased me to find, at the house, where, you know, 

1 ,A SU ? good mutton cutlets and strong out’i< 

I . t the Marchioness call’d me a duteous old hoy, 

And r.i} 1—rm-th s red whiskers grew redder for joy \ 

You know, m/dear Freddy, how oft, if I would, 
i5y the aw of last Sessions I night have done good, 

Imijki have withlielitthese political noodles “ 

I rr U ‘i hfl r? hot '^nnkee Doodles; 

I mujkt have told Ireland I pitied her lot, 

Might have sooth’d her witli hope—but you know L did no) 
And my wU, U, in tn*. that L tat H i*™ ** 

IS ,nw™ TIT?*““ *" '* joaluua, 

Dut find that, while lie Inis been laid on the shelf 
We re been all <of us nearly as mfid as himself. * 
Yousmdeatmyhopes-ktthe Doctors and I 
Are the last that can think the K—ng over will die! 

A A n f^, 6 . ra ’ s arrived—though you’d hardly believe it— 

And all things, of course, must be new to receive it 

* e’en Waithman attends)- 
Now saddles^ new helmets, and-why not nmo friendit 

axsfst 

We ve lust the warm hearts of the Iryih, 'tis granted 

Jara ’ au “ Sr 

Of Iiiif Angenng few who remain, 
mi lie , Walcheren warriors, out of their min 

1 1 ™liF«liMts More Mill Jon, , mt l„ illA 


1 The letter-writer’s favourite lunohcon. 
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« 

No—lot lintjhmh affairs go to rack, if they will, 

We’ll look after th’ affairs of tlm Omithmit still, ’ 

And, with nothing at homo but starvation and riot, 

Find Lisbon in bread, and keep ,Sicily quint, 
i am proud to declare 1 have no predilections, 

My heart is u sieve, where some scatter’d alleotimis 
Are just danced about for a moment or two, 

And tins finer they are, the more sure to run through ; 
Neither have I resentments, nor wish there should come ill 

To mortal.-except (now I think ou’t) Beau Br •mm—i 

Who threaten’d, last year, in a superline passion, 

Tocut me, and bring the old K-ng into fashion. 

Thin is all 1 can lay to my eonsoiomie at present, 

When such is my temper, so neutral, so ploaUftut, 

Ho royally free from all troublesome feelings, 

So little encumber'd by faith in my dealings 
(And that I'm consistent the world will allow, 

Whut I was at Newmarket, the same I am now), 

When such are my merits (you know i hate cracking), 

I hope, like the vendor of Best Patent Blocking, 

‘To meet with thu generous and kind approbation 
Of a candid, enlighten’d, and liberal nation.’ 

By-the-hyo, ere I close this magnificent letter* 

(No man, except Bole, could lmve writ you a bettor), 

’TVmild please mo if those, whom I’ve liumlittgg'd so long 
With the notion (good men I) that 1 know right from wrong, 
Would a few of them join me—mind, only a few- 
To let tan much light in on mu never would do j 
lint even drey’s brightness slm’n’t make me afraid, 

While I’ve (J-md—n and Eld-n to fly to for simile; 

Nor will Holland's-clear intellect do us’much harm, 

While there’s W - stm-rel-ml near him to- weaken the eliam? 
Ah tor Moira’s high spirit, if might can subdue it, 

Sure joining with If.rtf.rd mid Y—rm.-th will do it! 

Between H—cl.rand Wh—rt—ii lotSheridan sit, 

And the fogs will soon qiieneh even Sheridan's wit; 

And against all the pure public fouling tiuit glows 
E'en in Whitbread himself we've a host in (!->rgc 31—seI 
Ho, in short, if they wish to have jilaues they may, 

And I’ll thank you to tell all these matters to (troy. 

Who, I doubt not, will write (as there's no time to lose), 

By the twopenny post to till dmnvillo the news; 

And now, dearest Fred (though I’ve no predilection), 

Believe me yours always with truest affection, 

I’.S. A, copy of this is to l’-w-v-l going- 
Oood Lord 1 how Bfc. Stephens will ring with his crowing! 
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ANACREONTIC, 

TO A PMJMAHSUSR. 

Bravo, l’lttmirt!—now what lard 
Shull wo iiud for I’lmim tho third 
YOU milHligot ft loiU'IKJll Owl. 
Bleakest of black-lettor fowl— 
Bigot bit'd, that hates tlm light, 

Foe to till that's fair anil bright! 
Suiza Ills i|ttilla (ao form’ll to pan 
Books, that shun tho search of mm:; 
Hooka, that, far from ovary ovu, 

In 1 swelter'd voitom Hh*o[iiii<jf' lie |) 
Stiak thorn in between tlm two, 
Prowl Pea-holt and old Cuukoo, 

< 

Nmv you have, tho triple feather, 
Bind the kindred stems together 
With a silken tie, whose hue 
Once was brilliant Buil'aml Blue; 

Sullied nmv-.alas, how miieli! 

duly lit for Y.rut.ill’s touch. 

Them.-enough—thy tank in done 

Present worthy (}•—•■ go’s Sou ! 

Now, beneath,' in le.l,tors neat, 

Write 1 1 serve' and all’s complete 



MOM THE MARY OP A WUtllJUN, 

WfiliiDwIity. 

rjiKOuem M noli - st—r Stpiare took a canter just now— 
Met th add yellow chariot, anti made a low how. 

This I did, of course, thinking ’two# loyal and civil, 

But got such a look, oh, 'twos’ black as the devil! 

How unlitcky! -incog. lie was travelling ahnut, 

And I, like a noodle, must go find him out! 

Mem.- When next hy the old yelloC chariot 1 ride 
lo remember thoro is nothing princely inside, 

At levee to-day made another sad blunder- -- 1 

What (■an lio eoino over me lately, 1 wonder» 

ThaR-—o was as cheerful, sa if all his life,' 

1 e had never been troubled with friends or a- wife- 
rum weather,’ says ho —to which I, who must prate. 
Answer d, ‘ Yes, Sir, hut changeable ratlwr of late.’ 
no took it, I fear, for he look'd somewhat gruff. 

And handled his now pair of whiskers so rough 


Pine and feathery artisan! 

Best of Pliimists, if you etui 
With your art so far presume. 

Make for mo a P—o's Plume- 
Feathers soft and feathers rare, 

Such as suits a P—orto wear! 

First, thou downiest of men! 
iSuok me out a fine Pea-lion; 

Such a Hen, so tall and grand, 

As by Juno’s side might stand, 

If thoro were no Cooks tit hand! 
Seek her feathers, soft ns dnwHi, 

Fit to shine on P—-e’s crown; 

If thou oanst not iiml them, stupid! 
Ask the way of Prior’s Cupid, 

Banging these in order due, 

Plunk mo next an old Cuckoo, 
Emblem of the happy fates 
Of easy, kind, eorautod mates 
Pluck him well-bo sure you do— 
Who wouldn’t he an old Cuckoo, 
Thus to have his plumage blest, 
Beaming on a It—y—1 onset '! 
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That before all tho courtiers I fear'd they'd come oft] 

And thou, Lord! how Geramb would triumphantly scoff, 

Mew.—To buy for son Dicky some unguent or lotion 
To nourish his whiskers—sure road to promotion l 1 

Saturday* 

Last night a Concert—vastly gay— 

Given by Lady C—atl—r—gh. 

My Lord loves music, and we kntp, 

Has two strings always to his bow. 

In choosing songs, the Pi—g—t named 
* Had I a heart for falsehood framed.' 

While gentle H—rtf— tl begg'tLand pray'd 
For ‘ Young I am and sore afraid,’ 


EPIGRAM. 3 

What news to-day ‘ Oh! worse and worse— 
M—e is the Pr—co's Privy Purse !’- 
Tho Pr— -go’s Purse/ no, no, you fool, 

You mean tho Pr—ee’s Ridicule. * 


KING CRACK 3 AND HIS IDOLS. 

WRITTEN AETER THE I.ATE NEOOCIATION JOE A NEW M —N—fllTO. 

Kino Crack was tho best of all possible Kings 
(At least, so his courtiers would swear to you gladly), 

But Crack now and then would do het’rodox things, 

And, at last, took to worshipping Images sadly. 

Some broken-down Idols, that long had been placed 
In his Father’s old Cabinet, pleased him so much, 

That ho knolls down and worsliipp’d, though—such was his-taste !— 
They were monstrous to look at, and rotten to touch! 

And these were tho beautiful Gods of King Oracle t— 

Till his people, disdaining to worship such things, 

Cried aloud, one and all, ‘ Come, your Godships must pack— 

You will not do for ns, though you may do for Kings.’ 

1 England ia not the only country where merit of 3 One of tlioso antediluvian princes with whoa 
tliiB kind la noticed and rewarded. '1 remember, 1 Manctho and Whiaton seem so intimately no* 
soya Tavernier, ‘to have neon one of the King of qualnted, If wo had tho Memoirs of Tlioth, 
Persia's purlers, whoso mustaches were so long Irom which Manctho compiled his History, wo 
that ho could tin them behind Ida nock, for which should find, I daro say, that Crack was only a 
ronsoii he had a double pension, o Regent, nml that he, perhaps, succeeded 'Hyphen, 

3 This Is a lion-mot, attributed, I know not who (as Whisfon says) was tho last King of the 
. how truly, to tho Pr-c-MOf W-os, I have Antediluvian Dynasty, 
merely veraltlcd It. 21 ' 

L 
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Then, trampling the gross Idols under tlieir feet, 

They stmt t ’raclc a petition, beginning * Great Cossar J 
We are willing to worship, but only entreat 
That you’ll find us somo decenter Godheads than those are,* 

'I’ll try,’ says King Crack—then they furnish’d him models 
Of bettor-shaped Gods, but ho sent them all back, 

Some wore chisell’d too lino, somo had heads ’stead of noddles, 
In short, they were all much too godlike for Crack! 

So he took to his darling old Idols again, 

And, just mending their legs, and new bronzing tlioir faces 
In open deiiance o7 Gods and of men, 

Set the monsters up grinning once more in their places I 


WHAT’S MY THOUGHT LIKE? 

fymt, Why is a pump like V-.se—nt 0-stl-r-gh ? 

Anno. Because it it-, a slender thing of wood, 

That up and down its awkward aim doth sway, 

Ami coolly spout and spout and spout away, 

In One weak, washy, everlasting flood! 

— —^" | l 

EPIGRAM. 

DIAI.OMJE BETWEEN A CATHODIC I 1 KI.EI 1 ATK ANI> Ills H-Y-L H-flUN-H8 
THE ]!“—-K 0»C—I*—j 4 —r». 

Said his Highness to Ned, with that grim face of his, 

1 Why refuse us the Vein, dear Catholic Neddy ?’ - 
‘ Because, Sir,’ said Ned, looking full in his phiz, 

1 You're forbidding enough, in all conscience, already!’ 



WREATHS FOR THE MINISTERS, 

AN ANACREONTIC. . 

, f 1 

Hither, Flora, Queen of Flowers! Hither come, and gaily twine 
Haste thee from Old Brampton's Brightest horhs and flow«rs of thine 
„ l ’°' vers - Into uro tills for those who rule us, 

kzh^isLvi^ Th "_“ mi “ ( *“ ■»> w 

l 11 jlko njnnner, crowned. their Caras, or Hoaiwlinld (M i 8 k Juvenal 
h. y 188, Ileurci, too toils ns tint household roiIb were then, m they are now, ‘muuli aivwi tn 

TwouaponaloUUsd, 1 ■ "'“•"pw.w 
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First you must then, willy-nilly 
fetch me many an Orange lily- 
Orange of the darkest dye 
Irish G—ff—rd can supply i 
Choose mo out the longest sprier 

And stick it iu old Eld-n’s wig! 

Find mo next a Poppy p,,^ 
lypc of his harangues so dozy, 
Garland gaudy, dull arul cool, 
for tile head of L-v-rp-i! 

’Twill console his brilliant broivs 
bor that loss of laurel boughs 
Which they suffer’d (what a pity) 

On the road to Paris city. 

Next our O-stl—r-gh to nrown, 
» n , 1 ?'i rom the county Down, 
Wither d Shamrocks which have been 
Gilded oer, to htdo the green 


(Such as H—df—t brought away 
From Pall Mall last Patrick’s Day 1 ,- 
Stiteh the garland through and through 
With shabby threads of every hue- 
mi as, Goddess!—entre nous- 
Hia- Lordship loves (though best of men) 
A little torture, now and then, 

Crimp the leaves, thou first of Syrens 1 
Crimp them with thy curling-irons. 

That s enough—away, away_ 

Had I leism'o, I could say 
How the oldest rose that grows 
Must ho pluck’d to deck Old K-e- 
Howtko Doctor’s brow should smile 
Crown’d with wreaths of Camomile, 
But, time presses—to thy taste 
11 leave the rest, so, prithee, haste! 


EPIGRAM. 

imauiouk between a dowager and her maid on the night op 
lord y-km-th’s piste. 

‘I want the Court-Guide,’ said my Lady, ‘to look 
It the House, .Seymour Place, bo at ;•)() or 20”— 

W Wbml’v, S f’fff 10 ’ bllt lK!rl! ’ s tk M M 

WbtHi you 11 find, 1 dare say, Hajmour Places in plenty f 


HORACE, Ode. xi. Lib. n. 

PIUSEI.Y TRANSLATED IIY (}, n. a 

Come, Y-nn-tb, my boy, never trouble your brains, 
About wliat your old crony, 

Tim Emperor Bnnoy, 

Is doing or brewing. ou Muscovy’s plains; 

4 Nor tremble, my lad, at the state of our granaries - 
Should there come famine, 

Still plenty to cram in 

You alway s shall have, my dear Lord of the Stannaries 1 


' Certain towel Imltatirnm of the Shamrock 
which arc distributed hy the servants of U—n 
Honan every St, I'litridni Day, 

* Thltt mid the liillowiiijf arc extracted from a 
werk which may, some time or other, meet the 
cyo of tho rmhlle, entitled' Oden of Horace, done 
Into English hy several Persons of Fashion.' 


8 Quid hellleosus Cantabor ot Scythes 
IHroino Qulneti.cogltet, Hadria 
Divlsos nhjecto, romlttns 
Qmcrere. 

4 —-- neo trophies in usure 

Toscontisfovlpauea. 
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Brisk let us revel, while revel we may; 

1 For the gay bloom of fifty soon passes away, 

And then people get fat, 

And infirm, and—all that, 

3 And a wig (I confess it) so clumsily sits, 

That it frightens the little loves out of their wits; 

3 Thy whiskers, too, Y—rin-tli 1-alas, even they, 

Though so rosy they burn, 

Too quickly must turn 

(What a heart-breaking change for thy whiskers!) to Grey. 

4 Then, why, my Lord Warden! oh 1 why should you (hl.cpt 
Your mind about matters you don’t understand ? 

Or why should you write yourself down for an idiot, 

Because 1 you,’ "forsooth, ‘have the pen in your hand I' 

Think, think how much bettor 
Than scribbling a letter 
(Which both you and I 
Should avoid, by the bye), 

5 How much pleasanter ’tis to sit under the bust 

Of old Charley, my friendliore, and drink like a new one j 
While Charley looks sulky, and frowns at me, just 
As the Ghost in the Pantomime frowns at Don Juan 1 

°To crown us, Lord Warden! 

In C—mb—rl-nd’s garden 
Grows plenty of monk's hod in venomous sprigs ; 

While Otto of Hoses 
Refreshing all noses 

Shall sweetly exhale from our whiskers and wigs. 

7 What youth of the household will cool our noyau 
In that streamlet delicious, 

That down ’midst the dishes, 

All full of gold fishes 
Komantic doth flow ?— 

8 Or who will repair 
Unto M— Sq—e, 

And see if the gentle Marchm he there? 

Go—hid her haste hither, fl 

9 And let her bring with her 


1 —.— Pugii retro 
Xievis Juventas et Decor. 

2 Pellcnte lascivos Amores 
Canitie. 

* —— neque uno Luna wtonitet 
Vultu. 

4 -quid ffltemis minarm 

Consiliis animum fatigas ? 

6 Cur non sub alta ve! platano, vel hao 
Pinu jacentes sic temer 


s- ros 4 

i Canos odorati capillos, 

i Dum licet, Assyrlaque nurdo 

Potanins uncti, 

1 -Qnis per ocius 

Rostinguet ardentis Falcrnl 
PoouiajwfmMte lympha? 

s Quia f --— elioiot domo 

Dydcn? 

; 9 -Iiburna die ago oum lyra (qu. litir-a) 

{ Maturct, 


The newest N o-Popery Sermon that’s going— 

1 Oh! let her come, with her dark tresses flowing, 
All gentle and juvenile, curly and gay, 

In the manner of—Aekormaun’s Dresses for May! 


HORACE, Ode xxii, Lib. l 

FREELY TRANSLATED BY LORD ELD-If. 

2 The man who keeps a conscience pure 

(If not his own, at least his Prince’s), 
Through toil and danger walks secure, 

Looks big and black, and never Winces! 

3 No want has he of sword or dagger, 

Cocked hat or ringlets of Goranb ; 

Though Peers may laugh, and Papists swagger, 
He does not care ono single d—inn! 

4 Whether ’midst Irish chairmen going, 

Or through St. Giles’s alleys dim, 

’Mid drunken Sheelahs, blasting, blowing, 

No matter, 'tis all,one to him. , 

n For instance, I, one evening late, 

_ Upon a gay vacation sally, 

Singing the praise of Church and State, 

Got (God knows how) to Cranbourno Alley, 

When lo ! an Irish Papist darted 
Across my path, gaunt, grim, and big— 

I did hut frown, and oil'lie started, 

Scared at mo e’en without ray wig! 

3 Yet a more fierce and raw-honed dog 
Goes not to mass in Dublin city, 

Nor shakes his brogue o’er Allen’s Bog, 

Nor spouts in Catholic Committee! 


1 •-Inoomtam Laeamto 

Move comam rollgatunodo. 

3 Integer vital flcolorisque purus. 

Non ugot Mauri jnculis aequo nrou, 

Neo vciumatia gravida sagittis 

Fusee, plmretra, 

4 Sive per Syrtes Iter restuosns, «„ 

Hive facturus per inhospitalcm 
Cauoasum, vel muo !oca fubuloeiia 

Lambit IiydnspoB, 

The nolilo translator had, at first, laid tho 
flcomi of these imagined dangers of his Man of 
Conscience among tlio Papists of Spain, and had 
translated the words ‘ qnm hmfitbulimw lambit 
Ilydaspcs 1 thus—' The fahKnji Spaniard lltrh 
the Fromib;’ but recollecting that it is our in¬ 
terest just now to be respectful to Spanish 
Catholics (though there is certainly no earthly 
renson for our being even commonly civil to 
Irish ones), ho altered the passage ns it stands at 
present. 


5 Nampa mo »IM Indus in Sabiml 
Dum moarn canto Lalngon, et ultra 
Terminum euris vagor oxpeditis 
Fngit inevrnein. 

I cannot help calling tho render’s attention to 
tho peculiar ingenuity witli which these lines are 
paraphrased, Not to mention the happy con¬ 
version of the Wolf into a Papist (seeing Unit 
Uomulus was suckled by a wolf, that Koine was 
founded by Romulus, and that tho Pope 1ms 
always roignctl at Rome), there is something 
particularly neat in supposing 1 ultra to-mmim’ 
to mean vacation-time; and then the modest 
consciousness with which tho noble and learned 
translator inis avoided touching upon tho words 
‘ curie expeditin' (or, as it lias been otherwise 
rend , 1 minis expeilUis'), mid the felicitous idea of 
bis being ‘ inermis' when ‘ without his wig,' are 
altogether the most delectable specimens of 
parnjplum in our language. 

8 Quale portontnm neque milituris 
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1 Oh! place me 'midst O’RourlcGs, O'Tooles, 

The ragged royal-blood of Tara; 

Or place me where Dick M-rt-n rules 
The houseless wilds of Connemara; 

2 Of Church and State I’ll warble still, 

Though e’en Dick M—rt—n’a self should grumble ; 
Sweet Church and State, like Jack and Jill, 

3 So lovingly upon a hill— 

Ah! neder like Jack and Jill to tumble! 


THE NEW COSTUME OP THE MINISTERS. 

-novamonstra creavlt— Oeirf. Metmmyh, lib. i. v. 437. 

Having sent off the troops to bravorMajor Cainac, 

With a swinging horse-tail at each valorous back, 

And such helmets, God bless us! as never deck’d any 
Male creature before, except Signor Giovanni— 

‘ Let’s see,’ says the II—g-t (like Titus, perplex’d 
With the duties of empire), ‘ whom shall I dress next 

He looks in the glass—but perfection is there, 

Wig, whiskers, and chin-tufts all right to a hair j 1 
Not a single ex-curl on his forehead ho traces— 

For curls are like Ministers, strange as the ease is, 

The falser they are, the more firm in their places. 

His coat he next views—but the coat who could doubt! 
For his Y—rm-til’s own Frenchified hand cut it out ; 
Every pucker and seam were made matters of State, 

And a grand Household Council was held on each plait 1 


Then whom shall lie dress! shall lie new-rig his brother, 
Great C—mb—rl—tl’s Duke, with some kickshaw or other I 
And kindly invent him more Christian-like shape? 

For lus feather-bed neckcloths and pillory-capes ? 


Daunias in Intis alit msculotis, 

Ncc Jubro tellus genarat leoiium 
Arida nutrix. 

1 Pone mo pigris ubi nulla campis 
Arbor awtiva recreate aura; 

Quod lotus mundi, nebuliu, raalusqiio 
Jupiter urget. 

i must, here remark, that the said Molt 
M—rt—n being a very good fellow, it was not at 
all fair to make a ‘ mains Jupiter 1 of him. 

> Dulccridentom Lalngan amabo, 

Dulce loqnentem, 

3 There cannot be imagined a more happy 
illustration of the inseparability of Church ami 
State, and their (what is called) ‘ standing and 
falling together,’ than this ancient apologue of 
Jack and Jill, Jack, of course, represents the 
State in this ingenious little allegory- 


Jack foil down 
And broke his Crown, 

And Jill came tumbling after. 

4 That model of princes, tho Emperor Commo- 
dus, was particularly luxurious In the dressing; 
mid ornamenting of his hair. His conscience, 
however, would nw suller him to (rust himself 
with a barber, and ho used, accordingly, to burn 
ofl'his beard-' tinrnro tonsoris,' save I.amprldluH 
fillst. August, Scriptor.). Tlio diesolnto Aillun 
Vnrus, too, was equally attentive to tho decora¬ 
tion «f Ills wig, (See ‘ Jul. t'npltolin,’) Indeed, 
lids wns not tho only princely trait in the elm* 
motor ofVorne, as ho had likewise a most hearty 
and dignified contempt for liis wlfo.-Soe id* 
inenlting answer to hor In Spartans. 
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dll! im—here his ardour would meet with delays, 

For the Duke had been lately packed up in now stays, 

Ko complete for the winter, lie saw very plain 
’Twould lie devilish hard work to unpack him again! 

So, what’s to be done ?—there’s the Ministers, bless ’em !— 

As lie i/m dn the puppets, why shouldn’t lie dm ’em ? 

‘ An excellent thought! -call the tailors—bo nimble — 

I/it Gum bring his spy-glass, and'H-rtf-d her thimble •• 

While Y—rm -th shall give us, in spite of all quizzers, 

T’lm last Paris cut with his true Gallic scissors, ’ 

So saying, ho calls G-stl-r-gli, and tho rest 
Of his Heaven-horn statesmen, to cotno and lie dress'd. 

While Y rm—th, with snip-like and brisk expedition, 

Guts up, all at once, a large Cath'lie petition 

In long tailors’ measures (tho I 1 ------ g crying ‘ Well done!’) 

And first puts iu hand my Lord Chancellor Kid—n. 
***** 


CORRESPONDENCE 

BETWEEN A I.ADV AN1I GENTLEMAN, UPON THE ADVANTAGE OF (WHAT III 
GAt.f.KIl) ‘HAVING I.AW ON ONIi'.H SIDE.’ 

THE GENTLEMAN'S PROPOSAL. 

1 lament Airinu, 

Ski place, cl llca/ 

Gome, lly to tlieso arms, nor lot beauties so bloomy 
To one frigid owner be tied; 

Your prudes may revile, and your old ones look gloomy, 
lint, dearest! we've Law on our side. 

Oh! think the delight of two lovers congenial, 

Whom no didl decorums divide j 

Their error lmw sweet, and their raptures how venial, 

When ouce they’ve got Law on their side I 

’Tis a thing that iu every king’s reign has been done, too; 

Then why should it now be decried 1 

If the father has done it, why shouldn’t the son, too ? 

For ho argues l#w on our side! 

And, e’en should our sweet violation of duty 
lly cold-blooded jurors lie tried, 

They can but bring it in ‘ a misfeuno,' my beauty 
Ah Jong as we’ve Law on our side. 

- THE lady’s ANSWER. 

Hold, hold, my good sir! go a little more slowly, 

For, grant me so faithless a bride, 

,Such sinners as wo are a little too lowly, 

To hope to have Law on our side. 
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Had you been a great prince, to whose star shining o er .era 
The people should look for their guide, 

Then your Highness (and welcome!)_ might kick down decorum— 
You'd always have Law on your side. 

Were you e’en an old Marquis, in mischief grown hoary, 

Whose heart, though it long ago died 
To tliepfamm of vice, is alive to its glory— 

You still would have Law on your side. 

*> 

But for you, sir, crim. eon, is a path full of troubles; 

By my advice therefore abide, 

And leave the pursuit to those princes and nobles 
Who have such sr- Law on their side! 


OCCASIONAL ADDRESS. 

yOPv TIIE OPENING OP THE NEW THEATRE OP ST. ST—PII-N, INTENDED TO 
HAVE BEEN SPOKEN BY THE PROPRIETOR IN PULL COSTUME, ON TIIE 24'1’H 
OF NOVEMBER. 

This day a New House, for your edification, 

We open, most thinking and right-headed nation! 

Excuse the materials—though rotten and bad, 

They’re the best that for money just now could bo had; 

And, if echo the charm of such houses should bo, 

You will find it shall echo my speech to a T. 

As for actors, we’ve got the old Company yet, 

The same motley, odd, tragi-comical set: . 

. : And considering they all were but clerks t’other day, 

It is truly surprising how well they can play. 

Our manager (he, who in Ulster was nurst, 

And sung Erin go Eragh for the galleries first, 

But, on finding Phi-interest a much better thing, 

Changed his note of a sudden, to God save the King;) 

Still wise as lie's blooming, and fat as he’s clever, 

Himself and his speeches as lengthy as ever, 

Here offers you still the full use of his breath, 

Your devoted and long-winded proser till death! 

You remember last season, whenTjhings went perverse on, 

Wc had to engage (as a block to rehearso on,) 

One Mr. W—ns—-tt -1, a good sort of person, 

Who’s also employ’d for this season to play, 

In' Raising the Wind,’ and ’The Devil to Pay.’ 

We expect too—at least we’ve been plotting and planning— 

To get that great actor from Liverpool, 0—nn—ng j 
And, as at the Circus there's nothing attracts, 

Like a good single comht brought in 'twixt the acts, 

If the manager should, with the help of Sir P—ph—m, 

Get up new diversions, and 0—nn—ng should stop ’em, 
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Who knows but we’ll have to announce in the papers, 
‘Grand fight-second time—with additional capers.’ 
Be your taste for the ludicrous, humdrum, or sad, 
There is plenty of each in this house to be had; 
Where our manager ruleth, there weeping will be, 
For a dead hand at tragedy always was he; 

And there never was dealer in dagger and cup, 

Who so smilingly got all Ids tragedies up, 

His powers poor Ireland will never forget, 

And the widows of Walohorcn weep o’ei them yet. 

So much for the actors—for secret machinery, 

Traps and deceptions, and shifting of scenery, 

Y—rm—tli and Cum are the best weljan find, 

To transact all that trickery business behind. 

Tho former’s employ’d too to teagh us French jigs, 
Keep the whislta in curl, and look after the wigs, 

In taking my leave now, I’ve only to say 
A few Heats in the House not as yet sold away, 

May be bad of the manager, Pat O-stl—r-gli, 


THE SALE OF THE TOOLS. 

Instrmnonta rogni,— Tmitm. 

Here’s a choice set of Tools for you, gemmen and ladies. 
They’ll fit you quite handy, whatever your trade is; 

(Except it be Cabinet-making --I doubt 
In that delicate service they’re rather worn out; 

Though their owner, bright youth! if he’d had his own will, 
Would have 1 mnglcd away with them joyously still,) 

You can see they’ve been pretty well hack'd—and alack ! 
What tool is there job after job will not back ? 

Their edge is but dullish, it must be confess'd, 

And their temper, like E—nb’r—--h’s none of the best, 
But you’ll find them good hard-working Tools, upon trying, 
Wore't but for their brass they are well worth tho buying j 
They're famous for making blinds, sliders, and screens, 

And they’re, some of them, excellent liming machines! 

© 

Tho first Tool I’ll put up (they call it a Chancellor ) 

Heavy concern to both purchaser and seller- 
Though made of pig iron, yet worthy of note ’tis, 

’Tis ready to mil at a half minute's notice. 

Who bids ? Gentle buyer !■ ’twill turn as thou shapost- 
’’L’will make a good thumb-screw to torture a Papist; 

Or else a cramp-iron, to stick in the wall 

Of some church<fchat old women are fearful will fall;. 

Or better, perhaps (for I'm guessing at random), 

A heavy drag-chain for some lawyer’s old Tandem , 1 
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Will nobody bid ? It is cheap, I am sure, sir— 

Once, twice, going, going, thrice, gone!—it is yours, sir. 
To pay ready money you shan’t be distress’d, 

As a bill at long date suits the Chancellor best. 

Come, where’s the next Tool ?—Oh ! ’tis here in a trieo— 
This implement, gemmeu, at first wasa Vice 
(A tenacious and close sort oi Tool that will let 
Nothing out of its grasp it once happens to get), 

But it since 1ms roceived a new coating of Tin, 

Bright enough for a prince to behold himself in! 

Come, what shall we say for it ? briskly! bid on, 

We’ll the sooner get rid of it—going—quite gone ! 

God be with it, Ouch tools, if not quickly knock’d down, 
Might at last cost their owner—how much? why a Crown I 

The next Tool I’ll set up has hardly had handsel or 

Trial as yet, and is aim a Chancellor- 

Such dull things as these should be sold by the gross; 

Yet, dull as it is, ’twill be found to shave close, 

And like other close shavers, some courage to gather, 

This blade first began by a flourish on leather l. 

You shall hav,o it for uothing-dhen marvel with me 
At the terrible tinkering work there must be, 

Where a tool such as this is (I’ll leave you to judge it) 

Is placed by ill luck at the top of the Budget/ 


LITTLE MAN AND LITTLE SOUL. 


A BALLAD TCI TIIE TUNE OF 1 THERE WAS A LITTLE HAN, AND HE WOOED A 
LITTLE MAID,’ DEDICATED TO THE RIGHT HON. CII—I1L—S All«—T. 


‘Arcades ambo 
Et cant-m pares.' 


1813 


There was a little Man, and he had a little Soul, 
And lie said, ‘ Little soul, let us try, try, try, 
Whether it’s within our reach 


To make up a little Speech, 

Just between little you aud little I, I, I, 
Just between little you and litjjle I!’ 


Then said his little Soul, 

Peeping from her little hole, 

1 1 protest, little Man, you are stout, stout, stout, 
But, if it’s not uncivil, 

Pray tell me what the devil 
Must our little, little speech lie about, bout, bout, 
Must our little, little speech be about ?’ 

The,little Man look’d big, 

• With th’ assistance of his wig, 
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And he call’d hie little Soul to order, order, order, 

Till she fear’d he’d make her jog in 
To jail like Thomas Croggan 
(As she wasn’t Duke or Earl), to reward her, ward her, ward her, 
As she wasn’t Duke or Earl, to reward her. 

Tho little Man then spoke, 

‘Little Soul, it is no joke, 

For as sure as J—cky F—nil—:r loves a sup, sup, sup, 

I will tell the Prince and People * 

What I think of Church and Steeple, 

And my little patent plan to prop them up, up, up, 

Aud my little patent plan to,prop them up.’ 

Away then, cheek by jowl, 

Little Man and little Soul« 

Went and spoke their little speech to a tittle, tittle, tittle, 

1 ■ And the world all declare 

That this priggish little pair 
Never yet in all their lives 1 look’d so little, little, little, 

Never yet in all their lives look'd so little! 


REINFORCEMENTS FOR LORD WELLINGTON. 

-- Huosquo tibi oommomlat Troja Pimms 

Hob capo fatorum somites.— Vlreil, 

1813. 

As recruits in those times are not easily got, 

And tho Marshal must have them—pray, why should we not, 
As tlio last and, I grant it, the worst of our loans to him, 
Ship off the Ministry, body and bones to him! 

There’s not in all. England, I'd venture to swear, 

Any men we could half so conveniently spare, 

And, though they’ve been helping the French for years past, 
Wo may thus make them useful to England at last. 

C—stl—r—gli in our sieges might save some disgraces, 1 
Being used to the taking and keeping of places; 

And Volunteer C—nn—g, still ready for joining, 

Might show off his tafbnt for sly undermining. 

Could the Household but spare us its glory aud pride, 

Old H—df—t at horn-works again might be tried, 

And tho Oh—f J—at—e make a bold charge, at his side! 

While V—ns—tt-4 could victual tho troops upon tick, 

And the Doctor look after the baggage and aide. 


Nay, I do not see why tho great II—g—t himself 
Should, in times such as those, stay at home on the shelf 
Though through narrow defiles he’s not fitted to pass, 
Yet who, could, resist, if .he lioro downed matte ? 
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And though oft, of an evening, perhaps, he might prove, 
Like our brave Spanish allies, 1 2 unable to move, 

Yot there’s one thing in -war of advantage unbounded, 
Which is that he could not with ease be surrounded 1 ; 

In my next I shall sing of their arms and equipment I 
At present no more but—goou iuuk to the shipment! 


HORACE, Ode i. Lid. iii. 

A FRAGMENT. 

Oft profanum valgus ot arceo. 

Favetc linguis > cnrraiim non prlus 
Audita, Musarum sacordoB, 

Begum Imcndorum in^proprips groges, 

Begets in ipsos iinporlum cst Jovis. 

IHlOi 

I hate thee, 0 Mob! as my lady hates delf, 

To Sir Francis I’ll give up thy claps and thy hisses, 

Leave old Magna Charta to shift for itself, 

And, like G-dw-n, write books for young masters and misses. 
Oh! it is not high rank that ca¥i make the heart merry, 

Even monarohs themselves are not free from mishap, 

Though the Lords of Westphalia must quake beforo Jerry, 

Poor Jerry himself has to quake before Nap, 
##*##*# 


HORAT. Lib. i. Ode xxxviii, 

, A FRAGMENT. 

Pertdoos mil, peer. apparatus s 
Disnlioont iioxoi philyra uoromn, 

Mitte mtari Kosa quo locmiti 
Sara mmtur, 

TRANSLATED BY A TREASURY CLERK, WHILE WAITING DINNER FOR THE HIGH'* 
HON. G—ROE It—SB. f ' 

Boy, tell the Cook that I hate all nick-nackeries, 

Fricassees, vol-au vents, puffs and gim-crackories. 

Six by the Horse-Guards!.old Gregory is late-- 

But come—lay the table-cloth—zounds i do not wait, 

Nor stop to inquire, while the dinner is staying, 

At which of his places old R—o is delaying !' J ’ 


1 The character given to the Spanish soldier, 
- in Sir John Murray's memorable despatch, 

2 The literal closeness of the version boro 
cannot hut be admired. Tho translator has 
added a long, erudite, and flowory note upon 
Ham, of which I can merely glvo a syecimon at 


present, In tho first place, ho ransacks the 
Smartm Miliew of tho Persian poet Sadi, 
with the hopoof finding some Political Hoses, t<> 
match tho gentleman in tho text—but in vain: 
ho thon tolls us that Cicero accused Verroa of 
reposing upon a cushion' Molltonsl mi farlum; 


trifles. 
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IMPROMPTU. 

UPON BEING OBLIGED TO LEAVE A l’LEASANT PARTY, FROM TIIE WANT OF A - 
PAIR OF BREECHES TO DRESS FOR DINNER IN. 

1810 . 

Between Adam and me the great difference is, 

Though a Paradise each has boon forced to resign, 

That ho never wore brocohes till turn’d out of his, 

While, for want of my breeches, I’m bajiish’d from mine. 


LORD WELLINGTON AND THE,, MINISTERS. 

181 . 3 , 

So gently in peace Aleibiatles smiled, 

While in battle ho show) forth so terribly grand. 

That tho emblem they graved on his seal was a child, 
With a thunderbolt placed in its innocent hand, 

0 Wellington! long as snob Ministers wield _ 

Your magnificent arm, the same emblem will do; 

For while they're in tin* (Journal and you in the Field, 
We’ve tho btdim in them, and the thunder in you! 

which, from the mkl mixture of words, ho sup¬ 
poses to he a kind of Irish lied of Hoses, like 
Lord Castlorcagh's, The learned Work next 
favours us wi th sumo remarks upon a well-known 
punning epitaph on Fair Rosamond, ami ex¬ 
presses a most loyal hope, that, If'Buna mnmla 
mean ‘a Hose with clean hands,' It may be found 
applicable to the Right Honourable Hose in 
question, Ho then dwells at some length upou 


till ) 1 ltosa tiurtm,' which, though descriptive, lit 
ouo Memo, of tho old Treasury statesman, yet, ns 
being wmsceratcd ami worn by tho Pope, must, 
of omirse, not be brought into tho same atmo¬ 
sphere with him. Lastly, in referenen to tho 
‘old Hose,’ he winds up with tho pathetic la¬ 
mentation of tho poet, 'eonsenuisso Rosas.’ The 
whole note, indeed, shows a knowledge of Hoses 
that Is quite edlMng, 
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THOU ART, OGODI 
ftut —Unknown. 1 „ 

‘ Tho day in thine, tho night also in thine! tlutu hast prepared the light and tlie aim. Thou 
hast set all the Men uf the earth i thou hast nuule mimmer ami winter.Isalv, 10,17. 

Thou art, 0 God I tlio life anti light When night, with wings of starry gloom. 

Of all this wondrous world wo see; O’ershadows alt tho earth unit skies, 
Its glow by (lay, its amity by night. Ljlto some dark, beauteous bird, whose 
Are but reflections caught from Time. plume 

Where'er wo turn thy glories shine, iHHparlcliugwitlniumimbor’deyesi. 

•And all things fair and bright are That sacred gloom, those tires divine, 
thine, .So grand, so countless, Lord! are thine. 

When day, with farewell beam, delays When youthful spring around us 
Among tho opening clouds of oven, breathes, 

. And wo can almost think wo gaze Thy spirit warms her fragrant sigh; 

Through golden vistas into heaven; And every (lower tho summer wreathes 
Those hues, that make tho sun’s do- Is born beneath that kindling eye, 
dine Where’er wo turn thy glories slime, 

So soft, so radiant, Lord! are thine. And all things fair ami bright are thine, 


THIS WORLD IS ALL A FLEETING SHOW. 
Ani—fl/ummi, 

Tins world is all a fleeting show Are blossoms gather'd for the tomb,™ 
For man’s illusion given; Tlufro's nothing bright but Heaven ! 

Tho smiles of joy, the tears of woo,' 

Deceitful shine, deceitful flow,— „ , . , , 

There’s nothing trim but Heaven! 1 ", f ! r Wftn,lfir(!i : R of 11 Hfconr ^ r ‘ W’ 

° From wave to wave we re driven, 

Arid false the light on glory's plume, Ami fancy's flash and reason's ray 
As fading hues of oven; ’.Servo but to light the troubled way,— 

And Love, and Hope, and Beauty’s There’s nothing calm but Heaven 1 
bloom, 


1 1 have lioaro tlmt tills air In by tl; 
I do confess tliouU unviolh and Mr/ 
/ 
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FALL’N IS THY THRONE, 

Ant-— Martini. 

Fai.t.’n is thy throne, 0 Israel! ' Then sunk the star of Solvma 

Sflernm is o or thy plains; Thou pass’d her glory’s day, 

,‘X '*' v pl u , l S 8 il11 ll ° 'haelate, Like heath that, in the wilderness 4 

by chiliIron weep m chains. The wild wind whirls away. 

\\ here are tho dews that fed thee Silent and waste her bowers, 

7 m » 1 >«'>’«« shore ? Where oneo the mighty trod, 

Ihat lire from heaven winch led thee, And sunk those guilty towers, 

Now lights thy path no more. Where Baal reign’d as God! 

Lord! thou didst love .Jerusalem;- ‘Go,’ said the Lord, <ye conquerors! 

)neu, she was all thy own; Steep in her blood your swords, 

Her love thy fairest heritage,* And raze to earth her battlements, 0 

Her power thy glory a throne, 3 For they are not tlm Lord’s! 

1 ill evil came, and blighted Till Zion's mournful daughter 

lliy long-loved olive-tree O’er kindred bones shall tread, 

And .Salem s slmims were lighted And Hinnom’s vale of slaughter 6 
I‘or other gods than Thee 1 Shall hido but half her dead 1’ 


who is the Maid h 

, Am—Iicdhovm, 

Who is the maid my spirit seeks, No-Heaven but faintly warms the 
I'trough cold reproof and slander’s breast, 
lilight, That beats bencatli a broidor'd veil« 

Has m Love s roses on her eliceks ? And slio, who comes in glittering vest 

Is hm m eye of this world’s light ? To mourn her frailty, still is frail. 8 
No, wan and sunk with midnight prayer 
Are tlm pale looks of her l love; 

Or if, at times, a light be there, Not so the faded form I prize 
Its beam is kindled from above. And love, because its bloom is gone; 
,, , .. „ The glory in those sainted eyes 

1 chose not her, my soul s elect, Is all tho grace her brow puts on. 

From, those who seek their Maker’s And ne’er was Beauty’s dawn so bright, 
, , , , We touching as that form’s decay, 

I n gems anil garlands proudly deck’d, Which, like the altar’s trembling light, 
As it themselves were things divine 1 In holy lustre wastes awtly! ' 

1 ‘I lmvo left mints Mage; I lmvo given the ef Slaughter j for they nhitll bury in Topliot, till 
dearly beloved nl my mini into the IiiuuIh oilier there be no plnce.’-Zcr, vil. S3, 
eiiendi'H. *-yrr. xli, 7. 7 Thoso lines were euggeeted by a pasnapre in 

I it imt dlugrura tho throne of thy glory. - St. .Tormno’s reply to same caliimnioux remnrke 
a.linr in.., . Unit foul been elronlntod upon hie intimacy with 

J , l 11 ' « tiftlloA thy name, A green olive- the Matron Paulin- 1 Niraiquld mo vest™ eoriciii 

t*re. [air, and «f mind y Irint, ta--.hr, si, in, nltiinten geimnm,, plcta liwiOH, aut auri rnpuit 
t or he shall lie like tho heath In the dosert. 1 nniliitlnf Nulla lidt alia Romm inatronaruin, 
, ,, qiuo inottin pwflit inlmnare meiitcm, nisi lugeim 
lake nway her battlements; lor they lire aiqno jq unane, lletn peiio ciceatn.*—Eidst. ‘Si 
flot tlie I,»rdV'“ifrc.v, 10 . * libumtem.’ 

" ‘THenfnre, hehidil, tlie days came, eaitli Hie «Ou yu xpwmhp «» rev timvamrw an.-* 
Aerd, Hmt it eliall im more be railed Tnphet, nor Chrymt. Mom il, H, in lipUt, ud Tim. 
the valley ol the nun id lliimein, bat tlie Valley 
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THE BIRD LET LOOSE. 

Air—. Beethoven. 

The bird, let loose in Eastern skies, 1 So grant me, God, from every care. 

When hastening fondly home, And stain of passion free, 

Ne’er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies Aloft, through Virtue's purer air, 
Where idle warblers roam. To hold my course to Thee! 

Buthighshe shoots through airandlight, No sin to cloud—no lure to stay 
Above all low delay, My soul, as home she springs 

WherenothingearthlyboundsherHight, Thy sunshine on her joyful way, 

Nor shadow dims her way. Thy freedom in her wiugs 1 


0 THOU WHO DRY’ST THE MOJJRNER’S TEAR. 

Air —Haydn, 

1 He healoth the broken in heart, and blndeth np thoir wounds.’-Prato cxlvii. 3. 

0 Thou who dry’st the mourner's i When joy no longer soothes or cheers, 
tear! „And e’en the hope that threw 

How dark this world would be, A moment’s sparkle o’er our tears, 

[f, when deceived and wounded here, Is ditnm’d and vanish’d too! 

We could not fly to Thee. j Oh! who would hear life’s stormy doom, 

The friends, who in our sunshino live, i Did not thy wing of love 
When winter comes are flown: ! Come, brightly wafting through the 

And he, who has hut tears to give, gloom 

Must weep those tears alone. Our peace-branch from above ? 

But Thou wilt heal that broken heart, Then sorrow, touch’d by Thee, grows 
Which, like the plants that throw bright 
Their fragrance from the wounded With more than rapture’s ray; 
part, As darkness shows us worlds of light 

Breathes sweetness out of woe, We never saw by day I 



WEEP NOT EOR THOSE. 

Air— ivuoft. 

Weep not for those whom the vgjl of the tomj 
In life’s happy morning hath hid from our eyes, 

5 Ere sin threw a blight o’er the spirit’s young bloom, 

Or earth had profaned what was born for the skies. 

. Death chill’d the fair fountain, ere sorrow had- stain’d it, 

'■ ’Twas frozen in all the pure light of its course, 

And but sleeps, till the sunshine of heaven has unchain’d it, i 
To water that Eden, where first was its source! 

1 Weep not for those whom the veil of the tomb,. 

In life’s happy morning hath hid from our eye?. 

W— " 1 -- ' ' ■ —— —— - - - — -— 

1 The carrier piceon, Jtis well known, flies at an elevated pitch, in ordor to surmount every ab* 
rtaole between her ami tlw place to which she is destined. 
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Ere sin threw a blight o’er the spirit’s young bloom, 

Or earth had profaned what was born for the skies, 

Mourn not for her, the young bride of the vale, 1 
Our gayest and loveliest, lost to us now; 

Ere life’s early lustre had time to grow pale 
Aud the garland of love was yet fresh on her brow ; 

Oh! then was her moment, clear spirit, for flying 
From this gloomy world, while its gloom was unknown 
And the wild hymns she warbled so swcStly, in dying, 
Were echo’d in heaven by lips like her own! 

Weep not for her,—in her spring-time she flew 
To that land where the wings of the soul are unfurl’d, 
And now, like a star beyond eveuing’s c cold dew, 

Looks radiantly clown on the tears of this world, 


THE TURF SHALL BE M.Y FRAGRANT SHRINE. 

Am—Stevenson. 

The turf shall lie my fragrant shrine? 

My temple, Lord! that arch of thine; 

My censer’s breath the mountain airs, 

Aud silent thoughts my only prayers. 

My choir shall be tho moonlight waves, j track; 

When murmuring homeward to their Thy mercy m the amro hue 

uaves, Of sunny brightness, breakingthrough 1 

E’en more than music, breathes of Theresnothing nig ’J\ I t i’ t 
Thee ! From flowers that bloom to stais that 

glow, _ 

I’ll seek by day, some glade unknown, But in its light my soul can see 
All light and silence, like thy Throne ! Some feature of thy deity ! 

Thy heaven, on which ’tia bliss to look, And meekly wait that moment, when 
Shall be my pure and shining book, Thy touch shall turn all bright again 1 

heard of her death. During her last delirium, 
aha sang several hymns in a voice even cleaver 
and sweeter than usual, and among them were 
somo from tho present collection (particularly 
'There's nothing bright but Heaven), which 
this very interesting girl had often heard daring 
the summer. 


22 


1 This second verse, which I wrote loifg otter 
the first, alludes to the fate of a very lovely 
and amiable girl, tho daughter oi tho late Colonel 
Balnbriggc, who was married m Ashbourne 
Church, October 31,1816, and died of a fever in I 
a few weeks after. Tho sound ot her marritige- 
bells seemed scarcely out of our ears, when we j 


Where 1 shall, read, in words of flame, 
The glories of thy wondrous name. 

I’ll read thy anger in the rack 
That clouds awhile the day-beam’s 
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SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL. 
mibiam’s mono, 

Aik— Avmii . 1 

• And Miriam tnc prophetess, the sistor of Aaron took a timbrel In her hands and nil the women 
vent out tutor her with timbrels mid with dmiecH.WiW, xv, 20, 

Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt's dark sea! 

Jehovah has triumph’ll—his people are free. 

Sing—for the pride of the tyrant is broken, 

His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and bravo, 

. How vain was their boasting!—the Lord hath but spoken, 

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave. 

Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt's dark sea! 

Jehovah lias triumph'd—liis people are free. 

• 

Praise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord, 

His word was our arrow, Ins breath was our sword !— 

Who shall return to tell Egypt* tlm story 
Of those she sent forth in the hour of lmr pride ? 

For the Lord hath look’d out from his pillar of glory, a 
And all her bravo thousands are dash'd in the tide, 

Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt's dark sea! 

Jehovah has triumph'd, his people are free. 


GO, LET ME WEEP. 

Am—Stevenson. 

^ " Cf >P' ' n tears, And, while they pass'd, a fragrance 

, When lie, who sheds them, inly feels throw 1 k 

Some lingering stain of early years But left no trace of sweets behind.- 
^ Lftaced hy every drop that steals. The warmest sigh that pleasure lieavos 

j.lio fiuitless showers of worldly woe Is cold, is taint, to thosu that swell 
iall dark to earth, and never rise; The heart,where pure wrnLm 
While tears, that from repentance flow, grieves • * 

r n In ,J exl >alemcnt feaoli the skies, p’or hours of pleasure, loved too 

Go, let me weep! there’s bliss in tears, well! 1 ’ 

When he, who sheds them, inly feels Leav* me to sigh o’er days that flow 
Some hngenngstaui of early years More idly than thSme?„ 5 
M “ 4 "V m 'l *>«* Art,whili fcy , J"“ wl, 

*'%•*-*"****t 

—* ---' __ _ » 

which is from tlie^'eghiningof'one of AvkiiCs watch'"if T*' f 10 

olil-liisliimicil concertos, that” without thK/ l 110 hort «» 

asar ir ^ 
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COME NOT, 0 LORD! 

Am— Haydn. 

Com u nut, 0 Lord! in the dread robe Ou Egypt thy pillar frown’d dark 
of splendour desolation, 

Thou wor’st on the Mount, in the day While Israel bask’d all the night in 
of thine ire! ' its beam. 

Come veil'd in those shadows, deep, 

awful, but tender, ™. when thcwlread clouds of .anger en- 

Which Merey llings over thy features ^ Thee, _ 

|i ra | ' hrom us, in thy mercy, the dark side 

remove; 

Lord! Thou remcmb'rest the night, While shreuded in terrors the guilty 
when thy nation 1 behold Thee, 

Stood fronting her foe by the red- Oil! turn upon us the mild light of 
rolling stream; * tRy love! 


WERE NOT THE SINFUL MARY’S TEARS, 
• Am—Stcmm, 


Wrkk not the sinful Mary’s tears 
Au nll'ei'ing worthy Heaven, 

When o'er the faults of former years 
She wept-and was forgiven ? 

When, bringing every balmy sweat 
Her day of luxury stored, 

She o'er her Saviour's hallow'd foot 
The precious perfume pour'd 


Though now those gems of grief were 
there 

Which shine for God alone! 

Wore not those sweets, so humbly 
shod,— 

That hair,.those weeping uyon,— 

Ami the sunk heart, that inly bled,— 
Heaven's noblest sacriiico ? 

Thou, that hast slept in error’s sleep, 
Oh ! wonldst thou wake in heaven, 


And wiped them with that golden hair, Like Mary kneel, like Mary weep 
Whore once the diamond shone, 1 Love much,’—ami bo forgiven 1 


AS 'DOWN IN THE SUNLESS RETREATS. 

Aik.- Haydn. 

v 

An down in the sunless retreats of the ocean, 

Sweet flowers are 'springing no mortal can W, 

Ho. deep in my soul tlm still prayer of devotion, 

Unheard by the world, rises silent to Thee; 

My God I silent to Thee; 

Pure, warm, silent to Thee,-- 

ji if him between the eainii of the of tiiis pnesnuo in borrowed from snnw Into pros# 
Fimithms mid the iwnn of Israel 1 ami it was a writer, whoso name I am ungrateful enough w 
effi ami darkness to them, but it gave light by forget, 
night to l!a'se.'"Otod, xtv. i!U, MyappIMlon 
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So, deep in my soul the still prayer of devotion, 
Unheard by the world, rises silent to Thee ! 

As still, to the Star of its Worship, though clouded, 
The needle points faithfully o’er the dim sea. 

So, dark as I roam, in this wintry world shrouded, 
The hope of my spirit turns trembling to lhee; 
My God ! trembling to Thee j 
True, fond, trembling to Thee !— 

So, dark as I roam, in this wintry world shrouded, 
The hope of my spirit turns trembling to Thee! 


BUT WHO SHALL SE 
Am—Stevenson, ' 


'But who shall see the glorious day 
When, throned on Zion’s brow, 

The Lord shall rend that veil away 
Which hides the nations now! 
Wheu earth no more beneath the fear 
Of His rebuke shall lie; 

When pain shall cease, and every tear 
Bo wiped from every eye. 


Then, Judah! thou no more shalt mourn 
Beneath the heathen’s chain; 

Thy days of splendour shall return, 
And all he new again. 

The Fount of life shall then bo quailed 
In peace by all who come! 

And every wind that blows shall waft 
Some long-lost exile home 1 


ALMIGHTY GOD! 

CHORUS OF PRIESTS. 

Air— Mozart. 

AlmightyGod ! when roundThy shrine WhenroundThy cherubs, smiling calm 
The palm-tree’s heavenly branch we Without their flames,® we wreathe tiro 
twine, 1 

(Emblem of Life’s eternal ray, Oh God! we feel the emblem true,— 

And Love that* fadetb not away,’) Thy mercy is eternal too! 

We bless the flowers, expanded all, 2 Those cherubs with their smiling eyes, 
We bless the leaves that never fall, That crown of palm which never dies, 

And trembling say, ‘ In Eden thus Aro but the types of Thee above- 

The Tree of Life may flower for us! Eternal Life, and Peace, and Love! 

l'Tha Scriptures having declared that the and palm-trees, and open Jtawers.' — 1 Kings 
Temple of Jerusalem was a type of the Messiah, vi. 29. 

it is natural to conclude that the Palms, which 31 When the passover of the tabernacles was 
made so conspicuous a figure in that structure, ’’revealed to the great lawgiver in the mount, 
represented that Life and ImmrtaMty which then the cherubic images which appeared m 
were brought to light by the Gospel.’— Olserm- that structure were no longer surrounded by 
tms on the Palm at a snored iStthlcm, by IV. flames; for the .tabernacle was a typo of the 
2Me. .dispensation"of mercy, by which. Johovah eon* 

“‘And he carved all the walls of the house firmed His gracious lovunant to redeem man* 
round about with carved figures of ohorubims, i kind,’— Observations un the Palm. 
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OH FAIL! OH PUREST! 

UINT AUGUSTINE TO HIS SISTER . 1 

Air -Moore, 


Oh fair! oh purest! he thou the dove 
That flies alone to some sunny grove, 
And lives unseen, and bathes her 
wing, 

All vestal white in the limpid spring. 
There if the hovering hawk be near, 
That limpid spring in its mirror clear_ 
Reflects him ere he can reach his 
prey, , 

And warns the timorous bmbaway. 

Oh! be like this dove; 

Oh fair! oh purest! be like this dove. 


The sacred pages of God’s own book 
Shall be the spring, the eternal brook, 
In whoso holjj mirror, night and day, 
Thou wilt study Heaven’s reflected ray; 
And should the foes of virtue dare, 
With gloomy wing, to seek thee there, 
Thou wilt »e how dark their shadows 
. lie ■ 

Between heaven and thee, and tremb¬ 
ling fly 1 

Oh! he like the dove; 

Oh fair ! oh purest! be like the dove. 


ANGEL OF CHARITY. 

ft 

Am— Handel, 


Anbee of Charity, who from above 
Comest to dwell a pilgrim here, 

Thy voice is music, thy smile is love, 
And pity’s soul is in thy tear ! 

When on tire shrine of God were laid 
First-fruits of all most good and fair, 
That over grew in Eden’s shade, 

Thine was the holiest offering there! 


Hope and her sister, Faith, were given 
But as our guides to yonder sky; 
Soon us they reach the verge of heaveu, 
Lost in that blaze of bliss, they die. 
But long as Love, almighty Love, _ 
Shall on his throne of throne.: abide, 
Thou shalt, oh! Charity, dwell above, 
Smiling for ever by bis side. 


BEHOLD 
Air —Lord 

Jehoud the sun, how bright 
From yonder east he springs, 
is if the soul of life and light 
Were breathing from lus wings, 

Bo bright the gospel broke 
Upon the souls of men; 

So fresh the dreaming world awoke 
In truth’s full rt Ranee then! 

'TjnSiAugustino’s treatiseuponthoadm- 

tages of a solitary life, from 

there is the following iancilul pnssa e, m, 
which the thought of this sons was takenTo, 
ooror. nunquam nolo esse sccuram, 


THE SDN. 

Momngton. 

Before yon sun arose, 

Stars clustered through the slcy— 
But oh how dim, how pale were those, 
To his one burning eye! 

So truth lent many a ray. 

To bless the Pagan s night— 

But, Lord, how weak, how cold were 

» To thy one glorious light! 

’ jnstar mvidio columba) frequentare rivos 
ftnuaram et quasi in specula accipitris ccrnere 
' supcrvolajitia efligiem efc oavere. Biviaquarum 

I Huttosunt S cnptummm,quffld;toP^; 

( Bimo G a pi entire fonts piollueuUs, & *< 
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LORD, WHO SHALL BEAR THAT DAY? 

Aik— Dr. Boyce. 

Lord, who shall bear that day, so dread, so splendid. 
When we shall see Thy angel hovering o'er 
This sinful world, with hand to heaven extended, 

And hear him swear by Theo that time's no more ? 
When eartlfshall feel thy fast consuming ray— 

Who, mighty God, oh who shall bear that day ? 

When through, the world Thy awful call hath sounded-* 
‘ Wake, oh ye dead, to judgment wake, ye dead!’ 1 
And from the clouds, by seraph eyes surrounded, 

The Saviour skalt put forth His radiant head; 

While earth and heaven before Him pass away— 

Who, mighty God, oh who shall bear that day ? 

When, with a glance, the eternal Judge shall sever 
Earth’s evil spirits from the pure and bright, 

And say to Am, ‘ Depart from me for ever!’ 

To these, ‘ Come, dwell with me in endless light!' 

When each and all in silence take their way— 

Who, mighty God, oh who shall bear that day? 


OH 1 TEACH ME TO LOVE THEE, 

Air —Haydn, 

Oh ! teach me to love thee, to feel what thou art, 

Tiil, filled with the One sacred image, my heart 
Shall all other passions disown— 

Like some pure temple that shines ahart, 

Reserved for thy worship ?’.one! 

In joy and in sorrow, through praise and through blame, 
Oh still let me, living and dying the same,- 
In thy service bloom and decay— 

Like some lone altar, whose votive flame 
In holiness wasteth away 1 

Though born in this desert, and doomed by my birth 
To pain and affliction, to darkness and dearth, 

On thee let my spirit rely— 

Like some rude dial, that, fixed on earth, 

Still looks for its light from the sky! 



/ *AwaJse, yo doud, and come to judgment. 
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WEEP, CHILDREN OF ISRAEL. 

Air— Stewnm. 

Weep, weep for him, the Man of God— Remember ye his parting gaze, 

In yonder vale he sunk to rest, • His farewell song by Jordan's tide, 
But none of earth eau point the sod When, full of glory and of days, 

That flowers above his sacred breast. He saw the promised land—and died! 

Weep, children of Israel, weep! Weep, children of Israel, weep! 

His doctrines fell like heaven’s rain, « 

His words refreshed like heaven’s Yet .died he not as men who sink, 
dew— Bfefore our eyes, to soulless clay; 

Oh, ne’er shall Israel see again But, changed to spirit, like a wink 

A chief, to God and her so true. Of summer lightning, passed away l 1 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! ; Weep, children of Israel, weep! 

. . • 

LIKE MORNING, WHEN HER EARLY BREEZE. 

Air— Beethoven. 

Like morning, when her early breeze Till David touched his sacred lyre, 
Breaks up the surface of the seas, * In 'silence lay the unbreathing wire; 
That in their furrows, dark with night, But when he swept its chords along, 
Her hands may sow the seeds of light- Even angels stooped to hear that song. 

Thy graeo can send its breathings o'er So sleeps the soul, till Thou, 0 1 Lord, 
The spirit, dark and lost before, Slali deign to touch its lifeless chord— 
And, freshening all its depths, prepare Till,waked by Thee, its breath shall use 
For truth divine to enter there! In music worthy of the slues * 


COME, YE DISCONSOLATE. 
Air—G erman. 


Come, ve disconsolate, where’er you Here speaks the Comforter, m God’s 
i’ name saying, 

ComefSe shrine of God fervently ‘Earth lias no sorrow that Heaven 
kneel; cannot cure. 

Here bring ywr wounded hearts, here q 0) aa ]- infidel what boon he brings 
tell your anguish— us, 

Earth has no sorrow that Heaven What charm for aching hearts lie can 
cannot heal. reveal, 

Sweet ars that heavenly promise Hope 

id pur., 


Joshua, and was still discoursing . .j‘ l e , a . lg „ ;,j s extraordinary virtue, he went to 





SAcnm s'oms. 
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AWAKE, ARISE, THY LIGHT IS COME. 
Air— Stevenson. 


Awake, arise, thy light is come; 

The nations, that before outshone 
thee, 

Now at thy feet lie dark and dumb— 
The glory of the Lord is on thee! 

Arise—the Gentiles to thy ray 
From every nook of earth shall 
cluster; f 

And kings and princes haste to pay 
Their homage to thy rising lustre. 

r 

Lift up thine eyes around, and see, 

O'er foreign fields, o’er farthest 
waters, 

Thy exiled sons return to thee, 

To thee return • thy home - sick 
daughters, 

And camels rich, from Midiau’s tents, 
Shall, lay their treasures down before 
thee; 

And Saba bring her gold and scents, 

To fill thy air, and sparkle o’er thee. 

See who are these that, like a cloud, 
Are gathering from all earth’s 
dominions, 

Like doves, long absent, when allowed 
Homeward to shoot their trembling 
pinions. 


Surely the isles shall wait for me, 

The ships of Tarshish round will 
hover, 

To bring thy sons across the sea, 

And waft their gold and silver over, 

And Lebanon, thy pomp shall grace— 
The fir, the pine, the palm victorious, 
Shall beautify our Holy Place, 

And make the ground I tread on 
glorious. 

No move shall discord liaunt thy ways, 
Nor ruin waste thy cheerless nation; 
But thou shalt call thy portals Praise, 
And thou shalt name thy walls Sab 
vation, 

The sun no more shall make thee bright, 
J'Jur moon shall lend her lustre to 
" thee; 

But God Himself shall he thy Light, 
And flash eternal glory through thee. 

Thy sun shall never more go down ; 

A ray, from heaven itself descended, 
Shall light thy everlasting crown— . 
Thy days of mourning all aro ended. 

My own, elect, and righteous Laud! 
The Branch, for ever green and 
vernal, 

Which 1 have planted with this hand— 
Live thou shalt in Life Eternal. 


THERE IS A BLEAK DESERT. 
Am—CmcmtiivL 

There is a bleak Desert, whore daylight grows weary 
Of wasting its smile on a region so dreary— 

What may that desert he ? 

’Tis Life, cheerless Life, where the few joys that come 
Are lost, like that daylight, for ’tis not their home. 

fl 

There is a lone Pilgrim, before whose faint eyes 
The water lie pants for but sparkles and flies— 

Who may that Pilgrim be ? » 

’Tis Man, hapless Man, through this life tempted on 
By fair shining hopes, that in shining are gone. 


h ■ 


j! 


f 




There is a bright Fountain, through that Desert stealing, 
To pure lips alone its refreshment revealing— 

What may that fountain be ? 

’Tis Truth, holy Truth, that, like springs under ground, 
By the gifted of Heaven alone can he found. 

There is a fair Spirit, whose wand hath the spell 
To point where those waters in socrecy dwell— 

Who may that Spirit be ? 

’Tis Faith, humble Faith, who hath learn®! that, where sp 
Her wand stoops to worship, the Truth must be there. 


SINCE FIRST THY WORD. 

Air —Nicholas Fr&mun. 

Siitce first Thy word awaked my heart, 
Like new life dawning o’er me, 

Where’er I turn mine eyes, Thou art, 
All light and love before me. 

Nought else I fe^l, or hear, or see— 

All bonds of earth I sever-. 

Thee, oh God, and only Thee, 

I live for, now and ever. 

Like him, whose fetters dropped away 
When light shone o’er hie prison, 

My spirit, touched by Mercy’s ray, 
Hath from her chains arisen. 

And shall a soul Thou hid’st he free 
Return to bondage ‘/—never! 

Thee, oh God, and only Thee, 

I live for, now and ever. 


HARK! ’TIS THE BREEZE. 

Air— Rousseau. 

Hark !—’’tis the breeze of twilight calling 
Earth’s weafjr children to repose; 

While, round tlw couch of Nature falling, 
Gently the night’s soft curtains close. 

Soon o’er a world, in sleep reclining, 
Numberless stars, through yonder dark, 

Shall look, like eyes cf cherubs shining 
From out the veils that hid the Ark! 

Guard us, oh Thou, who never sleepest, 
Tlmu wlio, iu silence throned above, 

Throughout all time, unwearied, keepest 
Thy watclj of Glory. Power, and Love. 
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Grant that, beneatli Thine eye securely 
Our souls, awhile from life withdrawn, 
May in their darkness, stilly, puiely, 
Like ‘ sealed fountains,’ rest till dawn. 


"WHERE IS YOUH DWELLING, YE SAINiEDi 

Am—Basse, 

r, 

Where is your dwelliug, ye sainted! 

Through what Elysium more bright 
Than fancy or hope evor painted, 

Wall?ye in glory and light? 

Who the same kingdom inherits ! 

Breathes there a soul that may dare 
Look to that f world of spirits l 
Or hope to dwell with you there? 

Sages who, even in exploring 
Nature through all her bright ways, 

Went, like the seraphs, adoring, 

And veiled your eysja in the blaze— 
Martyrs, who left for our reaping 
Truths you had sown in your blood— 
Sinners, whom long years of weeping 
Chastened from evil to good— 

Maidens who, like the young Crescent, 
Turning away your pale brows, 

Erom earth, and the light of the Present, 
Looked to your Heavenly Spouse- 
Say, through what region enchanted 
Walk ye, in .heaven’s sweet air? 

Or, oh, to whom is it granted, 

Bright sonls, to dwell witli you there, 




HOW LIGHTLY MOUNTS THE MUSE’S WlNGc 

Am— Anonymous. 

How lightly mounts the Muse’s wing, 

Whose theme is in the slues— 

Like morning larks, that sweeter sing 
The nearer heaven they rise i 

Though Love his wreath id lyre may tune, 

Yet ah! the flowers he round it wreathes 
Were plucked beneath pale Passion’s moon, 
Whose madness from their odour breathes. 
How purer far the sacred into,^ 

Bound which Devotion ties ' . ■ 

Sweet flowers that turn to heavenly fruit, 

And palm that never (lies 1 


Though War’s liigh-sounding harp may be 
Most welcome to the hero s ears, 

Alas, his chords of victory 
Are bathed all o’er with tears. 

How far more sweet their numbers run 
1 Who hymn, like saints above, 

No victor hut the Eternal One, 

No trophies but of Love! 

a 

GO FORTH TO THE MOUNT. 

Aik— Stevenson. 0 

Go forth to the Mount—bring the olive-branch home, 

And rejoice, for the day of our Fre&kim is come! 

From that time, when the moon upon Ajalou’s vale, 

; Looking motionless down, saw the kings of the earth, 

In the presence of God’s mighty Champion grow pale— 

Oh never had Judah an hour of such mirth ! 

Go forth to the Mount—bring the olive-branch home, 

And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom isjmma! 

Bring myrtle and palm—bring the boughs of each tree 
That is worthy to wave o’er the tents of the Free, 

From that day, when the footsteps of Israel shone, 

Witli a light not their own, through the Jordan’s deep tide, 
Whose waters shrunk back as the Ark glided on— 

Oh never had Judah an hour of such pride! 

Go fortli to the Mount—bring the olive-branch home, 

And rejoice, for the day of onr Freedom is come! 


IS IT NOT SWEET TO THINK, HEREAFTER, 

Am—Ihydn. 

Is it not sweet to think, hereafter, 

When the spirit leaves this sphere, 

Love, with deathless wing, shall waft her 
To those sire long hath mourned for hero ? 
Hearts from which ’twas death to sever, 

Eyes, this wfirld can ne’er restore, 

There, as warm, as bright as ever, 

Shall meet us and be lost lio more. 

When wearily ave wander, asking 
• Of earth and heaven, where are they, 

Beneath whose smile we once lay basking 
Blest, and thinking bliss would stay! 

Hope still Ijfts her radiant finger, 

Pointing to the'eternal 
Upon whose portal yet they linger. 

Looking back for us to tome. . . .. 
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Alas! alas! doth Hope deceive ufl ? 

Shall friendship— love—shall all those ties 
That bind a moment, and then leave us, 

Be found again where nothing dies 2 
Oh ! if no other boon were given, , 
To keep our hearts from wrong and stain, 
Who would not try to win a heaven 
Where all we lovo shall live again! 


WAR AGAINST BABYLON. 
f A rn—Novello. 

‘ War against Babylon!’ shout we around, 

Be our banners through earth unfurled; 

Rise up, ye nations, ye kings, at the sound- 
> War against Babylon!’ shout through the world I 
Oh thou, that dwelleston many waters, 

Thy day of pride is ended now; 

And the dark curse of Israel’s daughters 
Breaks? like a tlumdcr-etoud, over thy brow! 

War, war, war against Babylon! 

Make bright the arrows, and gather the shields, 

Set the standard of God on high-— 

Swarm we, like locusts, o’er all hor Holds, 

‘Zion,’ our watchword, and'vengeance our cry I 
Woe! woo I—the time of thy visitation 
Is come, proud Land, thy doom is cast- 1 
And the bleak wave of desolation 
Sweeps o’er thy guillw head at last I 
War, war, war against Babylon 1 
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jn tho eleventh year ol tlw SAS? IKkft 

liiwharia, a lineal (lamnndn.it tnm the * ^ ((f t)w 

throne in favour of hw HllII > f 10 '"' 1 '*\ , l [ t ,|i i ,| 1 y' l ii valluy "t < 'aulitnuru, iwl.i'4 

1 ’ het; i ll,, n l ’ ilWm i K iyhi^Shi vay? llo wiiaontiirtiiimsd l.y Annui^U: m a 

fin’ a short tune at. lMlu on JUi* wi y ^ visitor ami tho bunt, ami 

. . 

r£?1.sS 2^ry.'i bJ. *»»r s v;r 

T i '*X'fT*fr rSiEii V«»I»‘» «I w til..;,... 

.* 

f,,„ I( ,„„ii. » q if a caravan of uiukIc from KlmUm bail JUfHt.u tnrmiyi a. 
SES u vi i taken leave of her kind father, who at purling hung n ««rn«* 
(if Yoiiuin round liar neck, on which xm iriuiuilnnt a vwhu from tiro Itoran, 
•iml having sent a coiwhloralilu prownt to tiro Fakirs, wlw k«»j»fc op tin; erpe* 
tui jJaan l » fc iiii.orHiHtor*Htmnl», mnukly tlw. 

and while \urimgznlm Htood to take a knit look from Um luiumj, tin. lima a 

in the sulmrks to tho imperial pain* Jt wan mm unbroken him of M lt«ul i«r. 
The gallant aimoaniueu of tin; Rajas and Mogul lords, clistmgumhod l»J ^om, 
favour/tlm tJ.c of i.-«sh,,« W m tiunr 


I'Iikbo parthmlaw of this visit. of tlw King of 
llmiiiin'iit tn Aimiiiifitolre are found la Ihm 
llUturij iifllilhlmUn, Viil, iil. p. 3112. 

* I imp-check. . . 

3 TIiomintiiJHBOf Mi’iinmn, upim w)ioh« 

story no many romancim, in nil tlw JnuipuiBiis ot 
liw Kant, uni founded, 

i Shinnii,- for tlw loves of tins (mlubrated 
lirniitv with Khotii'im ami with Ferluul, Vlilu 
li'llwhi’int. Glblmii, Oriental Collcetiniw, ««, 

1 jOowifiW.—' Tho history of tlw loves of 


• t tisvllili: noil (.'Inzer, tin; sow of tlw Hoi)wror Alla 
In wt'ltteii lii an ch-gnut poi'm, by On) nniuo 
t'lnwvo . 1 I'O'itMtt- Mitt Ihfiiwe. 

i 'Onewitrli n| honour orknlghihmid m'slowm 
iiy tilt) Kiiiiwrur la till' Iiwwisaii.il to wear awwM 
‘lwttliMlrnm at tlw hows of tii' lr siillillea, whli'h 
at livsi, witii invented for lint training »1 liitwka 
mill m cull I hew in the lure, ami is worn it tl« 
Held by all epmtumw tn that iimf. -Irpn 

^ * Thosii on whom tlw Jthig has conferred tlis 
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turbans, and tho small nilvor-riimned kottliwlrunw at tho bows of their Baddies; 
tlm (awtly armour of tlwir cavaliers, who vied, on this occasion, with tho guards 
of the groat Ivedar Khan, 1 in the brightness of tlmir silver battle-axes and tho 
niamnow of their maces of goldtho glittering of the gilt pine-applet on tho 
t,opn of tho palankeomt; ~-tho_ embroidered trappings of the elephants, bearing 
on then backs Hnuill turrets, iu the slui-po of little nutifjuu temples, within which 
tho ladies nl. Kalla Kookh lay, as it were, enshrined j—tho rose-coloured veils 
of tlm I’riimesM’s own sumptuous litter, 3 at the front of which a fair young 
female, slave sat fanning hue through tho curtains, with feathers of tlm Arena 
pheasant's wing; and tho lovoly troop of Tartarian amt Caslunorian maids of 
honour, whom tlm young King lmd sent to accompany his bride, and who rodo 
on oaoh side of tho litter, upon small Arabian horsesall was brilliant, taste¬ 
ful, mid magnificent, mid pleased even tho critical and fastidious Kadladeen 
(Jroat Nazir or Chamberlain of the Hamm, who wls home in Ids palankeen! 
immodiatoly after tho Princess, and considered himself not the least important 
personage of the pageulit. 

Failladoan was a judge of'ovorytliing—from the. pencilling of a Circassian’s 
eyelids to tho deepest questions of science and literature; from the mixture of 
ii conserve of rose leaves to the composition of an'epic poem: arid such infill- 
nice had his opinion upon the various tastes of the day, that all tlm cooks and 
pouts of Delhi stood in awe of him. His political conduct and opinions were 
[minded upon that lino of Sadi‘Should the Prince at noonday say, “It is 
night,” declare that you behold the moon and stars.’ *Aml his zeal for religion, 
nl which Aumngzibi! was a niuuilicont protector,' 1 was about as disinterested iw 
that of tlm goldsmith who fell in love with tho diamond eyes of the idol of 
Jaglmniaut. 8 

I biriiig tlm first days of their journey, Kalla Kookh, who had passed all her 
life within tho shadow of the royal Gardens of Delhi, found enough in the 

pdylli'if; tmiHt. wt.nr mi onmuwnt nf jewel* on tlm ‘ Whim they nsmul from the bosom of tho vnln, 

ru?hi Hiiiii of tlm turlmn, mu'mmniti'il by u high limy «it ibrwnnl mi Urn KiulilbKiliitlw with every 
nhinm nl’the IhuilmvH of a kiwi of iwrot, This murk of it viihiiitnmw unlety, 
hinl is limuil only hi C'phiuuro, anil tlm fentlmm • Nmv, whim they have riiiwhinl this brink of 
am liurofiilly willentml (in' the Khnr, who hcslnws yimhlni! pwhlnKi'ivulet.they llx the pules (iftluit 
thnn on tils nMm.'-’llliihimttim'a Amml «/' iiintii like the Arabs with a siiltloil niiiiwloii,' 
Viiubut. 1 Re.lujinn, nf wlM Aiirniii/mlm win a muui- 

1 ludiir Khun, Ae.." 1 Kheilnr Khun, tlw Kim- fimt pfuMor, ~ This liyiiiicritlwil omiwrnr 
linn, nr Kim?, of Tmqwshin iniyonil tlw (llhnn would have nuulf a worthy iissneliitii of rertiiln 
(nt tlw I'ln I of tho iilnraith ciintnvy), when- Holy Loutrumt. ‘ He Imldtlio iiloiik nf religion, 
ever ho »q>|Jmir«tl itlmiail was iireiieiled by says Dow,' between his mitliinK and the vulguv; 
seven hundred h’liwuicu with ailvor hntlli!- mid im|iiimsly tliuiiluid tho Divinity fov u siieiw 
lues, and win followed by mi ci|uul inmihnr wliirh liemvrdtn Ills mvn wlrkednesH, Whim lie 
brariii# umm'snfitohl, lie was a great patron wan niimlcriiig and iniraeimting his hrothera and 
of poetry, mid It was lie wlm nurd to jmiHidn at tlmir I'aiiiiliea, lm was building n niiignilirent 
imldie rsrrrisiiH nf genius, with four huiiins of mosquo at Delhi, aa mi nll'ering to Oral fur Ills 
gold and silver by him to distribute aiiigig the iissisiitiien to him in the civil wars, lie acted u 
puela who eseelh'd.'-'A'iV/iiirifaw's limtrtuliim, liiirh priest at tlm cnuKcntion of tills temple i 
prtjlmt In hit IHiihumru, and miulc a pi'iwtiee of altendiug divine service 

8 ’flu, 'lilt yowwgi/'/f#, Sr,—‘Tlie kiihdeh, a tlierc. in the limnhle ilrcaaofafakccr. .Motwhen 
large golden knoll, generally in the shape of a lm lifted one hand to the Divinity, lie witii tlm 
pine-apple, on the top of the euunjiy over tlm litter other .signed warrant* for the asKiwuinatiim of ills 
*r pahimpiin.'- Smll’a NiltigimliitilMiimlmittah rniuliotm.*—JT/'i'o/ory ij/'JFH«ifiiiif«w,v(il.lll, p. tfUfi. 

:i Tin' fiwe-enlmrol tmih of Hit; I'rinnm’ii tilin'. also tlm enriuii'ii letter ofAnriingzeliO given in 

—In the poem ofKnhiiir,in (lie Moallakut, there tho OriuMColfalmiu.mi. i. p,ll’il), 

Is the liiliiiwiiig lively ili!serl|ition ofti uiimpiniy ' Tlw tlitmuml eym of lie idol, &c,-~‘Tho idol 
nf maidens seated on eimiiilsat .Inglicrmmt luw two line ilianiouda for oyee. No 
‘ They arc mutinied in earringo* fi.sivod with goldsiiilth is sullerod to enter the pagoda i one 
etmlly awnlngn and with rose-iailonreil vidls, tho linvhig slolcn one of these oyeii, lieing looked no 
linings A' which luiveiho huttolerinismi Aniluiu- all night with the idoh'—tatw, 

Wood. 
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beauty of the scenery through which they , passed to interest her mind and de- 
light her imarination; and when, at evening or m the heat of the day, t. ey 
turned off from the high road to those retired and romantic places which had 
hem selected for her encampments—sometimes on the banks of a small rivulet, 

of ,tanyan tree, from which the riow ofeoerl upon a gMe ooverel 
[ones - and often in those hidden, embowered spots, described by one fiom t 
Isles of the West 2 as ‘places of melancholy, delight, and safety, where all t 
mmnanv around was wild peacocks and turtle-doves; -she felt a, cliaim m 
these scenes so lovely anS so new to her, which for a time made her indifferent 
to every other amusement. But LaUa Rookli was young, and the young lovo 
variety^ nor could the conversation of her Ladies and the Great Chamberlain, 
hVlhdeen (the only persons, of course, admitted to her pavilion), sulhciently 
enlfven those many'vacant lours, which were devoted neither to the pillow nor 
the palankeen. There was a little Persian slave who sung sweetly to the Vina, 
and who now and then lulled th%Princeaa to sleeji with the ancient dittms of 
her country, about the loves of Wamak and Ezra,' the fair-haired Zal ami Ins 
mistress Rodahver, 4 not forgetting the combat of Rustam with the terrible 
White Demon. 5 At other times she was amused by those graceful dancing girls 
of Delhi who had been permitted by the Brahmins of the Great Pagoda to at¬ 
tend her, much to the horror of the, good Mussulman Fadladeen. who mi d 
see nothing graceful or agreeable m idolaters, and .to whom the veiy tinkling 
of their golden anklets wits an abomination. s 

But these and many other diversions were repeated tdl they lost ah then 
3 harm, and the nights and noondays were beginning to move heavily, when at 
lennth it was recollected that, among the attendants sent by the bridegroom, 
was a young poet of Cashmere, much celebrated throughout tbc valley for his 
manner of reciting the stories at the East, on whom Ins Royal Master had com 
ferrad the privilege of being admitted to the pavilion of the Princess, that ho 
might help to beguile the tediousness of the journey by some of his most agree 
able recitals. At the mention of a poet, Mladeen elevated his critical eye 
brows, and having refreshed Ills faculties with a dose of that delicious opium 


> Lake of Pearl.- In the neighbourhood is 
Notte Gill, or the hake of Pearl, which receives 
this name from its pellucid s 

Eindmtan, 

» Described by one from the Isles of the West, 
to,-Sir Thomas Roe, ambassador from James 1. 
to Jehanguiru, 

3 Loves of Wamak and Ezra,—* The Romance 
Womakweazra, written in Persian verse, which 
contains the loves of Wamak and lizra, two 
celebrated lovers who lived before the time of 
Mohammed ,'—Note on the Oriental Tales. 

* Of the fair-haired Zal, ami his mistress 
Jtoiahe tv-There is much beauty in the passage 
which describes the slaves of Rodahvor sitting 
du the bank of'tho river and throwing flowers 
mto the stream in order to draw the attention of 
the young hero who is encamped on the opposite 
Bide, -tide Champion's Translation of the Shah 
JfamthofFerdousi, 

6 The combat of Rustam with the terrible White 
demon .—Rustam is the Hercules of the Persians. 
For the particulars of his victory over the Sepeed 
Dcovc, or White Demon, see Oriental ColleeHnm, 
vo'« li.p.46. Near the city of Shiraz w ““im¬ 


mense quadrangular monument in commomora' 
tion of this combat, called the ‘ Kelant-i-Deoy 
Sepeed,’ or castle of the White Giant, which 
Father Angelo, in his Gazaphyheim Tmiam, 
p. 127, declares to havo been the most memorable 
monument of antiquity which he had seen in 
Persia.—Tide Omeley's Persian Miscellanies, 

6 Their golden anklets.— 1 ‘The women of the 
Idol, or Dancing Girls of the Pagoda, have littlo 
golden bells fastened to their feet, the aoffc, bur- 
monioiis tinkling of which vibratos in unison 
with tne exquisite melody of their voiees.’— 
Maurice’s Indian Antiquities, 

‘The Arabinn courtesans, like the Indian 
women, have littlo golden bells fastened round 
their legs, nook, and elbows, to the sound ot 
■which they dance before the King. The Arabian 
princesses wear golden rings on their fingers, to 
'which little bolls arc suspended, ns well as in the 
flowing tresses of their hair, that their superior 
rank may be known, and they themselves receive, 
in passing the homage due to thorn.’— Calmet's 
Dictionary, Srt. Bells. 

1 That minions opium, to.— 1 1 Abou-Tigc, villd 
do la Tltebairte, nil il eroit bcaucoup do pavot 
uuir« dont se rail le inelllour opium.’— D’Eerbclot. 
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fvhich is distilled from the black poppy of the Thebais, gave orders for the 
miustrel to he forthwith introduced into the presence. 

The ’Princess, who had once in her life seen a poet from behind the screens 
of gauze in her father’s hall, and had conceived from that specimen no very 
favourable ideas of the Caste, expected but little in this new exhibition to 
iuterest hershe felt inclined, however, to alter her opinion on the very first 
appearance of Feramorz. He was a youth about Lalla Rookli’s own age, and 
graceful as that idol of women, Crishna, 1 —such as he appears to their young 
imaginations, heroic, beautiful, breathing music from his very eyes, and exalt 
ing the religion of his worshippers into love, His (fas'was simple, yet not 
without some marks of costliness, and the Ladies of the Princess were not long 
in discovering tlmt tiro cloth which encircled his high Tartarian cap, was of the 
most delico,te kind that the shawl-goats of Tibet 3 supply. Here and there, too, 
over his. vest, which was confined by a flowered girdle of Kashan, hung strings 
of fine pearl, disposed with an, air of studied negligencenor did the exquisite 
embroidery of his sandals escape the observation of these fair critics; who, 
however they might give way to Fadladeen, upon the unimportant topics of 
religion and government, had the spirit of martyrs in everything relating to 
such momentous matters as jewels and embroidery. 

For the purpose of relieving the pauses of recitation by music, the young 
Cashmerian held in his hand a kitar j—such as, in old times, the Arab maids of 
the West used to listen to by moonlight in the gardens of the Alhambra-ami, 
having premised, with much humility, that the story Bo was about to relate was 
founded on the adventures of that Veiled Prophet of Khorassan 3 who, in the 
year of the Hegira Kill, created such alarm throughout the Eastern Empire, 
made an obeisance to the Princess, and thus began :— 

THE VEILED PROPHET OF KHORASSAN. 4 


In that delightful Produce of the Sun, 

The first of Persian lands lie shines upon, 
Where, all the loveliest children of his beam, 
Flowerets and fruits blush over every stream, 3 
And, fairest of all streams, the Murga roves 
Among Merou’s 11 bright palaces and groves ;— 
There, on that throne to which the blind belief 
Of millions raised him, sat the Prophet-Chief, 
The Great Mokanna. O’er his features hung 
The Veil, the Silver Veil, which he had flung 
In mercy there, to hide from mortal sight 
His dazzling brow, till man could bear its light. 


i The Indian Apollo. That idol of viormii, 
Crklmn Ho and the three Ranias arc do- 
futvibed us youths of perfect beauty ; arid the 
Princesses of Hindustan wore nil passionately in 
lovo with Crislnm, who continues to this hour 
the darling qod of the lndianworr.cn. -Am If• 
Jones, on the Gods of Greece, Italy, and Indian 
«r/is shawl-quits of Tibet ,-bee Turners ! 
Embassy for a'description of tins animal, the 
moRt bountiful among the whole tribe of goats. 
The material for the shawls (which Is earned to 
Cashmere) is found next tho akin. 

Veiled mm' aommnr -Fnr the 


name was Hakem ben Hasehem, and who was 
called Mocanna, from the veil of silver gauze (or, 
as Olliers say, golden) which be always worq 
fide D’Herhelot, 

* Kliornsaan signifies, in the old Persian 
language, Province, or region of the sun.-SiJ 
W. Jones. ■ 

5 Flowerets and fruits, blush over every stream. 

Tho fruits of Mcru are finer than those of any 
other place; and ono cannot see in any other 
city such palaces, with groves and streams, a«id 
gardens, 1 ’-EbnEaukal'e Geography. 

[., * One of tho royal cities of Kbornssun. 


M 
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For far iess luminous, 1 his votaries said, 

Were e’en the gleams, miraculously shed 
O’er MoussaV cheek, when down the Mount ha 
1 All glowing from the presence of his God 1 

On either side, with ready hearts and hands. 

His chosen guard of bold believers stands; 

Young fire-eyed disputants, who deem their swords, 

On points of faith, more eloquent than words; 

And such their zeal, there’s not a youth with brand 
Uplifted there, but, at the Oiiief's command, 

Would make bis own devoted heart its sheath, 

Anri bless the lips that doom’d so dear a death 1 
In hatred to the caliph’s hue of night, 3 
Their vesture, helms and all, is snowy white; 

Their weapons various—some, equipp'd for speev. 

With javelins of fchfi light Kathaian reed, 4 
Or hows of buffalo horn, and shining quivers 
Fill'd with the stems 5 that bloom on Iran’s rivers, 

While some, for war’s more terrible attacks. 

Wield the huge mace, and ponderous battle-axe: 

And, as they wave aloft in morning’s beam 
The milk-white plumage of their helms, they seem 
Like a chenar-trce grove 8 when winter throws 
O’er all its tufted heads his feathering snows, 

Between the porphyry pillars, that uphold 
The rich moresque-work of the roof of gold, 

Aloft tlie harem’s curtain’d galleries rise, 

Where, through the silken network, glancing eyes, 

From time to time, like sudden gleams that glow 
Through autumn clouds, shine o’er the pomp below.— 

Wlmt impious tongue, ye blushing saints, would dare 
To hint that aught but Heaven hath placed you there ? 

Or that the loves of this light world could bind 
In their gross chain, your Prophet’s soaring mind ? 

No—wrongful thought 1—commission’d from above 
To people Eden’s bowers with shapes of love 
(Creatures so bright, that the same lips and eyes 
They wear cm earth will serve in Paradise), 

‘ Mr M e *» f ■ t‘ Scs disciples as. s Piclmla, used anciently for a"rrmvTtff~tho 

rcroient qu 11 so couwoit ie visage, pour nu pas Persians, 1 ’ 0 8 Dy 10 

TH y nim,—The Persians null this plant (>uz. I he 

tsssssfitsissisfitm 

ioiliurea, ot dcs dtenfonb lies KhalifesAbassidcs tflio oriental plane. The eliennr is a do- 
e ant In noire,. oe chel dc rebellea no pouvoif, pas lightfu! tree; its nolo is of a line white and 
s u !) e q u 'Ju) hit plm oi>jhvi!c ,smooth bark/and its foliage, which grows m a 
y<mlm af rfolwht Kathmn rmi.-'Our tuft at tim summit, is of a bright mm -• 
lark javelins, exquisitely wrought of Kiitluuim Morkr's Tramh S * ,wn ‘ 

slender of'Mnrw. % 1 
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Hero to recline among heaven’s native maids, 

And crown th’ elect with bliss that never fades— 
Weil hath tlie Prophet-Chief his bidding done; 

Arid every beauteous race beneath the suit, 

From those who kneel at Brahma’s burning founts, 1 
To the fresh nymphs bounding o’er Yemen’s mounts; 
From Persia’s eyes of full and fawn-like ray, 

To the small, half-shut glances of Kathay ; a 
And Georgia’s bloom, and Azab’s darker smiles, 

And the gold ringlets of the Western Idles; 

All, all are there; each land its flower hath given, 
To form that fair young Nursery for Heaven ! 

But why this pageant now ? this an/d array ? 
What triumph crowds the rich divan to-day 
With turban’d heads, of every hue and race, 

.Bowing before.,that veil'd and nflvful face, 

Like tulip-beds 3 of different shape and dyes, 

Bending beneath th’ invisible west-wind’s sighs 1 
What new-made mystery now, for Faith to sign, 
And blood to seal, as genuine and divine ?— 

What dazzling mimicry of God’s own power 
Hath the bold Prophet? plann’d to grace this hour? 
Not such the pageant now, though not less proud,— 
Yon warrior youth, advancing from the crowd, 

With silver bow, with belt of broidev’d crape, 

And fur-bound bonnet of Buchanan shape, 4 
So fiercely beautiful in form and eye, 

Like war's wild planet in a summer sky 
That youth to-day,—a proselyte worth hordes 
Of cooler spirits and less practised swords,— 

Is come to join, all bravery and belief, 

The creed and standard of the heaven-sent Chief. 


Though few his years, the west already knows 
Young Azim’s fame ;-~boyond th’ Olympian snows, 
Ere manhood darken’d o’er his downy cheek, 
O’orwhelm’d in tight, and captive to the Greek, 4 
Ho linger'd there, till peace dissolved his chains 
Oh 1 who could, e’en in bondage, tread the plains 
Of glorious Greece, nor feel his spirit rise 
Kindling within him ? who, with heart and eyes, 
Could walk wherejjiberty had been, nor see 
The shining footprints of her Deity, 

Nor feel those god like breathings in the air, 
Which mutely told her spirit had been there? 


i The burning fountains of Brahma, near Chit- 
tngong, esteemed us holy. y/ovio 1 . 

nilcrXtip-hrfs, to.—‘The name of tulip in 
imid to be of Turkish extraction, ami Riven to the 
(lower on uct'ouiil oi its vcsuinhlittg n turban. 
lieckmaitn't Hvhm oflmmitmnr. 

'l Ami fur-bimmt bound nf linmimu SIMM. 

, 'fi,„ f„iT„hiiniii» ni Uuelnnia wear a round doth ■ 


bonnet, shaped much after the Polish fashion, 
having a large fur border, They tie their kaltans; 
about the middle with a girdle of a kind of silk 
crape, several times round the hotly,’ ‘—Indepen' 
dent Tartan, in Pinhrhm's Col, ' . ■ 

s In the war of the Caliph Mahadi against the 
Kmprcss Irene, for an account of which bum 
ffiiioll.vol. x, 
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Sot fee, that youthful warrior.—no, too well 
for ilia soul’s quiet work’d til’ awakening spoil. 

And now, returning to Ins own dear land, 

Full of those dreams of good that, vainly grand, 

Haunt the young heartproud views of human fed 
Of men to gods exalted and relined 
False views, like that horizon’s fair deceit, 

Where earth and heaven but seem, alas 1 to meet. 

Soon as he heard an Arm Divine was raised 
To right the nations, and beheld, emblazed 
On the white Hag Mokanna’s host unfurl'd, 

Those words of sunshine, 1 Freedom to the World/ 

At once his faify, his sword, iiis soul obey’d 
TIT inspiring summons; every chosen blade, 

That fought beneath that banner’s saeral text, 

Seem’d doubly edgeth for this world ami the next; 

And ne’er did Faith with her smooth bandage bind 
Eyes more devoutly willing to be blind, 
hi virtue's cause;—never was soul inspired 
With livelier trust in what it most desired, 

Than his, tlT enthusiast there, who kneeling, pale 
With pious awe, before that Stiver Veil, 

Believes the form, to which he bends iiis knee, 

Same pure, redeeming angel, sent to free 
This fetter'd world from every bond and stain, 

And bring its primal glories back again! 

Low as young Azim knelt, that motley m owd 
Of all earth’s nations sunk the knee and bow’d, 

With shouts of ‘Alla!’ echoing long and loud; 

While high in air, above the Prophet’s head, 

Hundreds of banners, to the sunbeam spread, 

Waved, like the wings of the white birds that fan 
The flying throne of star-taught Soliman l 1 
Then thus he spoke 1 Stranger, though new the frame 
Thy soul inhabits now, I've track’d its flame 
For many an age, 8 in every chance and change, 

Of that existence, through whoso varied range— 

As through a torch-race, where, from hand to hand. 

The flying youths transmit their shining brand— 

From frame to frame tlT unextinguislra soul 
Eapidly passes, till it reach the gqal! 

‘ Nor think 'tis only the gross spirits, warm’d 
With duskier fire and for earth’s medium form’d, 

1 Phe flying throne of star-taught Salomon,— wind, at Ms command, took up the carpet, and 
This wonderful tlivohc was called the‘Star (Transported it, with all that were upon it, wher- 
of tne Genii.' When Solomon travelled, the ever lie pleased; the army of lards at the same 
eastern writers say,‘he had a carpet of green ■ time flyinsr over their heads, and forming a kind 
silk on which Iiis tlirone was placed, being of a of canopy to shade them from the sun,’-Safe's 
prodigious length and breadth, and Sufficient for Koran, vol, iifp. 214, note, 
ill his forces to stand upon, the men placing 2 The transmigration of souk waa one of his 
themselves on his rigid hand and the spirits oa doctrines,— D’Herhslot, 

(do left i and tnat when all were in order, the, 
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That run this course;—beings, the most divine, 

Thus deign through dark mortality to shine. 

Buch was the essence that in Adam dwelt, 

To which all heaven, except the Proud One, knelt P 
Such the refined intelligence that glowed 
lu Moussa s frame; —and, thence descending, flow’d 
Through many a Prophet’s breast : a —in Issa 3 shone, 
And in Mohammed bnrn’d; till, hastening on, 

(As a bright river that, from fall to fall 
III many a maze descending, bright tlsrough all, 

Finds some fair region where, each labyrinth past, 

In one full lake of light it rests at last!) 

That Holy Spirit, settling calm and free 
From lapse or shadow, centres all iif me!’ 

Again, throughout tlf assembly, at these words, 
Thousands of voices rung; the warriors’ swords 
Were pointed up to heaven; a sudden wind 
In tlT open huuners play’d, and from behind 
Those Persian hangings, that but ill could screen 
The liaranfs loveliness, white hands were seen 
Waving embroider’d scarves, whose motion gave 
A perfume forth ;~Kko..tho8e the Henris wave, 

When beckoning to their bowers tlf Immortal Brave, 

‘ But these,’ pursued the Chief, ‘ are truths sublime, 
That claim a holier mood and calmer time 
Than earth allows,us now;—this sword must first 
The darkling prison-house of mankind hurst, 

Eru peace can visit them, or truth let in 
Her wakening daylight on a world of sin! 

But then, celestial warriors, then, when all 
Earth’s shrines and thrones before our banner fall; 
When the glad slave shall at those feet lay down 
His broken chain, the tyrant lord his crown, 

The priest his book, the conqueror his wreath, 

And from the lips of Truth one mighty breath 
Shall, like a whirlwind, scatter in its breeze 
That whole dark pile of human mockeries 
Then shall the reign of Mind commence on earth, 

And starting fresh, as from a second birth, 

Man, .in the sim^iino of the world’s new spring, 

Shall walk transparent, like some holy tiling! 

Then, too, your Prophet from ids angel brow 
Shall cast the Veil, that hides its splendours now. 

i 1 Ami when lie said unto the angels, Worship 
Adam, they all worshipped him except Kbits 
(Lucifer), who refund ,The Karan, chan, ii, 

*2 hnegh many a ynmbt's Irewt.— Wis is 
acoordhiK to DTluvholot s account of tlio doe- 
irlnes of Mokanniis-‘8ft doctrine dtolt quo 
Diiiu avoit prls one forme ot figure lmmnine 
depute im'il out eoinmimdd mix AngOs d'adorer 
Adam, lu premier dc« Imnimea, Qu’aprhs la 


mort d’Adam, Diou dtolt npparu sous la figure 
do plusiours prophetes, et antres grands honinios, 
qu’il nvoit clioisis, jusqu’ii oe qu'il prlt cello 
li'Abu Moslem, Pnnco do Khorassan, lequel 
profcsBoit honour do' la Tenassukhiah, ou 
Motompsychosej et qu’aprts la mort do co 
Prince, la Dlvlnlw dtoit pussde, et dcscendue eh sa 
personae.' 

3 Jim. 
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And gladden'd earth shall, through her wide expanse. 
Bask in the glories of this countenance! 

‘ For thee, young warrior, welcome!—thou hast yet 
Some tasks to learn, some frailties to forge’ 

Ere the white war-plume o'er.thy brow can wave; 

But, once my awn, mine all till in the grave!’ 

The pomp is at an end,—the crowds are gone— 

Each ear and'heart still haunted by the tone 
Of that deep voice, which thrill’d like Alla’s own ! 

The young all dazzled by the plumes and lances, 

The glittering throne, and haram’s lialf-eanght glances, 
The old deep pdWering on the promised reign 
Of peace and truth , and all the female train 
Ready .to risk their eyes, could they but gaze 
A moment on that brow’s miraculous ‘blaze! 

But there was one, among the chosen maids 
Who blush’d behind the gallery’s silken shades, 

One, to whose soul the pageant of to-day 
Has been like deathyou saw her pale dismay, 

Ye wondering sisterhood, amHicard the burst 
Of exclamation from her lips, when first 
She saw that youth, too well, too dearly known, 
Silently kneeling at the Prophet's throne. 

Ah, Zelica! there was a time, when bliss 
Shone o'er thy heart from every look of Ids 
When but to see him, hear him, breathe the air 
In which he dwelt, was thy soul's fondest prayo'?! 
When round him hung such a perpetual spell, 

Wlmte'er he did, none ever did so well, 

Too happy days! when, if lie touch’d a flower 
Or gem of thine, ’twas sacred from that hour ; 

When thou didst study him, till every tone 
Ami gesture and dear look became thy own,— 

Thy voice like ids, tlio changes of his face 
iu thine reflected with still lovelier grace, 

Lika echo, sending hack sweet music, fraught 
With twice tli’ aerial sweetness it had broughtI 
Yet, now lie comes—brighter than gven lie „ 

E’er beam'd before,—hut ah! not bright for tiles’; 

No—dread, unlook’d for, liko a visitant 
From th’ other world, lie comes as if to haunt 
Thy guilty soifl with dreams of lost delight, 

Long lost to all but memory’s acliing sight • - 
Sad dreams! as when the Spirit of our youth 
Returns in sleep, sparkling with all the truth 
And innoceuee once ours, and leads ns hack, 

In .mournful mookery, o’er the shiningtrack 
Of our young life, and points out every ray 
01 hope and peace we’ve lost upon the way 1 
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Once happy pair!—in proud Bokhara’s groves, 
Who had not heard of their first youthful loves ? 
Born by that ancient flood, 1 which from its spring 
In the Dark Mountains swiftly wandering, 

Enrich’d by every pilgrim brook that shines 
With relies from Biielinria’s ruby mines, 

And, lending to the Caspian half its strength, 

In the cold Lake of Eagles sinks at length;— 

There, on the banks of that bright river born, 

The flowers, that hung above its wave fit morn, 
Bloss’d not the waters, as they murmur’d by, 

With holier scent and lustre, than the sigh 
And virgin glance of first affection cast 
Upon thoir youth’s smooth current, as it pass’d! 

But war disturb’d this vision—far away 
From her fend eyes, summon’d to join th' array 
Of Persia’s warriors on the liillsf of Thrace, 

Tho youth exchanged his sylvan dwelling-place 
For the rude cent and war-field’s deatliful clash; 

His Zelica’s sweet glances for the flash 
Of Grecian wild-fire, and Love’s gentle chains 
For bleeding bondage on Byzantium’s plains. 

O » 

Month after month, in widowhood of soul 
Drooping, the maiden saw two summers roll 
Their situs away--but, ah! how cold and dim 
Even summer suns, when not beheld with liim! 
From time to time ill-omeii’d rumours came, _ 

(Liko spirit tongues, muttering the sick man s name 
Just ere he dies),-at length, those sounds of dread 
Fell withering on her soul, ‘ Azim is dead!’ 

0 grief, beyond all other griefs, when fate 
First leaves the young heart lone and desolate 
,n the wide world, without that only tie 
For which it loved to live or fear’d to die ;— 

Lorn as tlio hung-up lute, that ne’er hath spoken 
Since the sad day its master-chord was broken! 


Fond maid, the sorrow of her soul was such, 

E’en reason sunk, blighted beneath its touch; 

And though, ere long, her sanguine spirit rose 

Above tlie first dead pressure of its woes, _ , 

Though health and bloom return’d, the delicate chain 
Of thought, once tangled, never clear’d again. 

Warm, lively, soft as in youth's happiest day, 

The mind was still all there, but turn d astray 
A wandering bark, upon whose pathway shone 
All stars of heaven, except the guiding one! 

Again she smiled, nay, miuSh and brightly smiled, 
But ’twas a lustre strange, unreal, wild; 


Ataliir. or the Uftko 
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And when site sung to her lute's touching .strain, 

’Twas like the notes, half ecstasy, half pain, 

Tho bulbul 1 utters, ere her soul depart, 

When, vanquished by some minstrel's powerful art, 

She dies upon the lute whose sweetness hroke her a/Aril 

Suoh was the mood in which that mission foam! 

Young Zelica, - that mission, which around 
The eastern world, in every region hirst 
With woman's smile, sought out its loveliest, 

To grace that; galaxy of lips and eyes, 

Which the Veil’d Prophet destined for the skies ]•-■ 

And such quick, welcome as a spark receives 
Dropp’d on a bed of autumn's wither'd leaves, 

Did every tahdof these enthusiasts find 
In the wild maiden's sorrow-blighted mind. 

All lire at mice the maddening zeal she caught 
.Elect of Paradise! Must, rapturous thought; 

Predestined bride, in heaven's eternal dniiio, 

Of some brave youth ha! durst they nay ‘of mini! 

No—of the one, one only nhjuet traced 
In her heart’s core too deep to he effaced; 

The one whose memory, fresh as life,,in twined 
With every broken link of Mr lost mind ; 

Whose image lives, though ivumoii’w self he wreck'd, 

Safe ’mid tho ruins of her iukdleut! 

Alas, poor Zeliea! it needed all 
The fantasy, which held thy mind in thrall, 

To see in that gay liaram’s glowing maids 
A sainted colony fm* Milenashades ; 

Or dream that he, of wlmse unholy ilaum 
Thou wort too soon the victim, shining came 
Emm Paradise, to people its pure sphere 
With studs like thine, which lie hath ruin’d hem! 
No-had not mason's light totally net, 

And left time dark, tlmu hadst an amulet 
in the loved image, graven on thy heart, 

Which would have saved thee from Urn tempter’s art, 

And kept alive, in ail its lilonm of Wrath, 

That purity, whose fading is love’s death !~— 

Lot lost, inflamed,*~a rest less zeal took plane 
Of the mild virgin’s still and feminine grace 
First of the Prophet’s favourites,'proudly first 
In zeal and charms,—too well tiT impostor nursed 
11 or soul’s delirium, in whose active flame, 

Thus lighting up a young, luxuriant frame, 

■he saw more potent soreeries to hind 
To liis dark yoke the spirits of mankind, 

More subtle ehaimi than hell itself e’er twined, 

No art was spared, no witchery;.all the skill 

His demons taught him was emph.y’iLto till 
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Her mind with gloom and ecstasy by turns— 

That gloom, through which frenzy but fiercer bums; 

1 hat ecstasy, which from the depth of sadness 
(ilaroa like the maniac's moon, whoso light is madnest 1 ' 

'Twas from a brilliant banquet, where the sound 
Of poesy and music breathed around, 

Together picturing to her mind ami ear 
Tim "lories of that heaven, her destined sphere, 

Where all was pure, where every stah» that lay 
Ppon the spirit's light should pass away, 

Ami, realizing more than youthful love 
' E'er wish d or dream’d, she should for ever rove 

Through Helds of fragrance by her Aram's side, 

His own bless’d, purified, eternal bride !•— 

’Twas from a scene, a witching traneo like this, 

1 hi hurried her away, yet breathing bliss, 

To the dim eharimMumsu j—through all its steams 
Of damp and death, led only liy those gleams 
Which foul Corruption lights, as with design 
To show the gay and proud she too can shine !— 

And, passing on through upright ranks of dead, 

Which to tim maiden,tdyubly crazed by dread, 

Seem’d, through the bluish (loath-light round them cast, 
To move their lips iu muttering# as she pass’d— 

There, iu that awful place, when each had quail’d 
And pledged in silence such a fearful draught, 

Such.oh ! the look and taste of that red bowl 

Will haunt her till she dies-lie bound her soul 
By a dark oath, iu Imll's own language framed, 

Never, while earth his mystic pruscnco claim’d, 

While the blue arch of day liuug o'er them both, 

Never, by that all-ini prorating oath, 

In joy or sorrow from liia side to sever, ~ 

She swore, and the wide charnel echo'd, ‘never, never}’ 

Emm that dread hour, entirely, wildly given 
i To him and --she believed, lost niaid!—to Heaven j 

I lor brain, her heart, her passions nil inflamed, 
liow proud ulie stood, when in full liaram named 
Tim l’ricatuHS of the Faith !~how Hash’d her eyes 
With light, alas! that was not of the skies, 

When'round in trances only less than hers, 
j! '<•Sim saw the liaram kneel, her prostrate worshippers • 

j Well might Mokiiunn think that form alone 

Had spills enough to make tho world his own 
Bight, lovely limbs, to which the spirit's play 
( lave motion, airy as tlm-dancing spray, 

When from its stem the small bird wings away! 

Eipu in whose rosy labyrinth, when she smiled, 

The mail wan lout; and blushes, swift and wild, 

As are the momentary meteors sent 

j Across th’ mioalm but beauteous firmament 
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And t'hen her look!—oh ! 'whore’s the heart so wise, 

Could uubewilder’d meet those matchless eyes V 
Quick, restless, strange, but exquisite withal, 

Like those of angels, just before their fall; 

Now shadow'd with the shames of earth—now cross’d 
By glimpses of the heaven her heart lmd lost ; 

Iil every glance there broke, without control, 

The flashes of a bright hilt troubled soul, 

Where sensibility still wildly play’d, 

Like lightning, round the ruins it had made! 

And such was now young Zelioa --so changed 
Prom her who r somo years since, delighted ranged 
The almond groves, that shade Bokhara’s tide, 

All life and bliss, with Azim by her side 1 
So alter’d was she new, this festal day, 

When, ’mid the proud divan’s dazzling array, 

The vision of that youth, whom she had loved, 

Anil wept as dead, before her breathed and moved ■ 

When—bright, she thought, as if from Eden's truck 
But half-way trodden, he had wander'd back 
Again to earth, glistening wtyh Eden’s light— 

Her beauteous Azim shone before her sight, 

0 Reason! who shall say what spells renew, 

When least we look for it, thy broken clue? 

Through what small vistas o’er the darken’d brain 
Thy intellectual duybeam bursts again ? 

And how, like forts, to which beleagucrors win 
Unhoped-for entrance through some friend within. 

One clear idea, waken’d in the breast 
By memory’s magic, lets in all the rest? 

Would it were thus, unhappy girl, with thoo ’ 

But, though light came, it came but partially;, 

Enough to show the maze, in which thy sense 
Wander’d about,—but not to guide it thence; 

Enough to glimmer o'er the yawning wave, 

But not to point the harbour which might nave. 

Horn’s of delight and peace, long left behind, 

With that dear form came rushing o'er her mind; 

But oh ! to think how-deep her spui had goiy. 

In shame and falsehood since those momenta shone, 

And, thou, her oath —then madness lay again, 

And, shuddering, back she sunk into a chain 
Df mental darkness, as if blest to ileft 
Prom light, whose every glimpse was agony! 
yet, one relief this glance iff former years 
Brought, mingled with its pain,-tears, Hoods of tears, 

Long frozen at her heart, but now like rills 
Let loose in spring-time from the snowy lulls, 

And gushing warm, after a sleep of frost, 

Through valleys whore their How had long boon lost 
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Sad and subdued, for the first time her frame 
Trembled with horror, when the summons came 
(A simmuma proud and rare, which all but she, 

And slm, till now, had heard with ecstasy) 

To meet Mokanmi at his place of prayer, 

A garden oratory, cool and fair, 

By the stream’s side, where still at close of day 
The Prophet of the Veil retired to pray; 

Sometimes abme-lmt often® far with one, 

One chosen nymph to share his orison,'. 

Of lute none found such favour in his sight 
As the young Priestess; and though,•since that night 
When the death-caverns echo'd every tone 
Of tho dim oath that made her all his own, 

TIP impostor, sure of his infatuate prize, 

Had, more than once, thrown off his soul's disguise, 
And utter'd such unheavenly, monstrous things, 

Ah e’ou across the desperate wanderings 
Of a weak intellect, whose lamp was out, 

Throw startling shadows of dismay and doubt 
Yet zeal, ambition, hef tremendous vow, 

The thought, still haunting her, of that bright brow 
Whoso lilaze, as yet from mortal eye conceal’d, 

Would soon, proud triumph! he to her reveal’d, 

To her aloneaud thou the hope, most dear, 

Most wild of all, that her transgression here 
Was but a passage through earth’s grosser lira, 

From which the spirit would at last; aspire, 

Even purer than before,—as perfumes rise 
Through Hume and smoke, most welcome to the skies-** 
And that when Azim’s fond divine embrace 
Should circle her in heaven, no darkening trace 
Would on that bosom he. once loved remain, 

But alt he bright, lie pure, bo his again I— 

These were tho wihlcring dreams, whoso curst deceit 
Had chain'd her soul beneath the tempter's feet, 

And made her think even damning falsehood sweet. 
But now that Shape,’ which had appall'd her view, 

That Sumblauce-oh, how tumble, if true !•— 

Which came across her frenzy's full career 
With shock of otinloiousncss, cold, deep, severe, 

-As when, in northern seas, at midnight dark, 

An isle of ice encounters some swift bark, 

And, startling all its wretches from their sleep, 

; By mm cold impulse hurls them to tho deep 

Ho came that shook not frenzy’s self could bear, 

; And waking up each Imig-lnU'd image there, 

But cheek’d her headlong soul, to sink it in dosjittlvl 
* 

Wan and dejected, through the evening dusk, 

} , She now went'slowly to that small kiosk, 


350 


f LALU BOOKH, 


Where, pondering alone his impious schemes, 
.Mokanna waited her—too wrapt in dreams . 

Of the fair-ripening future's rich success, 

To heed the sorrow, pale and spiritless, 

That sat upon his victim's downcast brow, 

Or mark how slow her step, how alter'd now 
From the quick, ardent Priestess, whose light bound 
Came like a spirit’s o’er tli’ unechoing ground,— , 
From that wild Zeliea, whose every glance 
Was thrilling fire, whose every thought a trance ! 

Upon his couch the Veil’d Mokanna lay, 

While lamps around—not such as lend their ray, 
Glimmering aird cold, to those who nightly pray 
In holy Koom, 1 or Mecca’s dim arcades,— 

But brilliant, soft, such lights as lovely maids 
Look loveliest in, slfed their luxurious glow 
Upon his mystic Veil’s white glittering How. 

Beside him, ’stead of beads and books of prayer, 
Which the world fondly thought he mused on there, 
Stood vases, filled with KislimeeY golden wine, 

And the red weepings of the Shiraz vine; 

Of which liig curtain’d lips Ml many"a draught 
Took zealously, as if each drop they quaff’d, 

Like Zemzem’s Spring of Holiness, 3 had power 
To freshen the soul’s virtues into flower! 

And still he drank and ponder’d—nor could see 
Tli’ approaching maid, so deep his reverie; 

At length, with fiendish laugh, like that which broks 
From Eblis at the Fall of Man, he spoke :— 

‘ Yes, ye vile race, for hell’s amusement given, 

Too mean for earth, yet claiming kin with Heaven; 
God’s images, forsooth!—such gods as he 
Whom India serves, the monkey deity ; 4 
Ye creatures of a breath, proud things of clay, 5 
To whom if Lucifer, as grandams say, 


i The cities of Com (or Koom) and Cashan arc 5 —' proud things of clay, 

hi! of mosques, mausoleums, and sepulchres of To whom if Lucifer, as gramlnms say, 
the descendants of All, the saints of Persia.— Mused, though at the forfeit nt I leaven's light, 
Chardin. To bend in worship, Lucifer was right/ 


i An island In the Persian Gulf, celebrated for 
;ta white wine. 

1 The miraculous well at Mecca; so called, 
says Sale, from the murmuring of its waters, 

* Whom India seiw, the monheg deity,- Apes 
are in many parts of India highly venerated, 
out of respect to the god Hannaman, a deity 
partaking of the form of that race.’— Penmnt'e 
ttindonhm, 

See a curious account in ‘Stephen’s Persia’ of 
a solemn embassy from some part of the Indies 
to Goa, when the Portuguese were there, offering 
vast treasures for the recovery of a monkey's 
tooth, which they held in great veneration, nnd 
Vhich had been taken away upon the conquest 
of the kingdom of Jafauapatau. 


This resolution of ICbiis not to acknowledge 
the new creature, man, was, according to Mir 
homotafl tradition, thus adopted 1 The earth 
(which God had selected for tire materials of Ids 
work) was carried into Arabia, to a place lie- 
tweenMeeea and Tayef, where, being first kneaded 
by the angels, it was afterwards fashioned by 
God himself into a human form, and left to dry 
for the apace of forty (lays, or, as othors say, as 
tony years: the angels, in (he meantime, often 
visiting it, and Ehiis (then one of the angels 
nearest to God's presence, afterwards the devil) 
among the rest; but ho, not contented with 
, luoking at it,*kicked it with his foot till it rung, 

| and knowing God designed that creature to be 
h.s superior, took a secret resolution never to 
acknowledge bun as such,'—Sale on the Koran 
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Refused, though at the forfeit of Heaven’s light. 

To beiul in worship, Lucifer was right !— 

Soon shall I plaut tins foot upon the neck 
Of your foul race, and without fear or check. 

Luxuriating in hate, avenge my shame, 

My deep-felt, long-nurst loathing of man’s name 
Soon, tit the head of myriads, blind and fierce 
As hooded falcons, through the universe 
I’ll sweep my darkening, desolating way’ 

Weak man my instrument, curst man my prey! 

‘Ye wise, ye learn’d, who grope your dull way ou 
By the dim twinkling gleams of ages gone, 

Like superstitious thieves, who think Ike light 
From dead men's marrow guides them best at night 1 - 
Ye shall have honours—wealth,—yes, sages, yes— 

I know, grave fools, your wisdom’s nothingness; 

Dndazzied it can track yon starry sphere, 

But a gilt stick, a bauble, blinds it here. 

How I shall laugh, when trumpeted along, 

In lying speech, and still more lying song, 

By these learn’d slaves, the meanest of the throng; 

Their wits bought up, tfieir wisdom shrunk so small, 

A sceptre’s puny point can wield it all! 

‘Ye too, believers of incredible creeds, 

Whose faith enshrines the monsters which it breeds; 

Who, bolder even than Nemrod, think to rise, 

By nonsense heap’d ou nonsense to the tides; 

Ye shall have miracles, aye, sound ones too, 

Seen, heard, attested, everything—but true. 

Your preaching zealots, too inspired to seek 
One grace of meaning for the things they speak; 

Your martyrs, ready to shed out their blood, 

For truths too heavenly to be understood; 

And your state priests, sole vendors of the lore, 

That works salvationas on Ava’s shore, 

Where none but priests are privileged to trade 
In that best' marble of which Gods are made ; 5 -- 
They shall have mysteries--aye, precious stuff 
For knaves to thrive by—mysteries enough ; 

Dark, tangled doctrines, dark as fraud can weave, 

Which simple votaftes shall on trust, receive, 

While craftier feign belief, till they believe. 

A heaven too ye must have, ye lords of dust,—• 

A splendid paradise -pure souls, ye must; 

That Prophet ill sustains his holy call, 

Who finds not heavens to«suit the tastes of all; 

1 A kind of lantern formerly used by robbers, (the Birman deity) is made is hold sacred. ‘ Biw 
,:alled the Hand of Glory, the candle for which mans may not purchase the marble in mnss, but 
was made of the fat of a dead malcflcbor. This, nre suffered, and indeed encouraged, to buy 
however, was rather a western than an eastern figures of the deity Aw ' 

superstition. , vol. ii. p. 378, 

* lire material of which imnfiee ot Gauama 
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Houris for boys, omniscience for sages. 

And wings and glories for all ranks and ages. 

Vain tilings !™as lust or vanity inspires, 

The heaven of each is but what each desires, 

And, soul or sense, wliate’er the object bo, 

Man would be man to all eternity 1 

So let him—Eblia! grant this crowning eur.su. 

But keep him what he is, no hell were worse, 

l 0, my losit soul!' exclaim’d the shuddering maid 
Whose ears had drunk like poison all lie said; 

Mokanna started—not abash'd, afraid,— 

Hu knew no njpro oE fear than one who dwells 
Beneath the tropics knows of icicles! 

But, in those dismal words that reach’d his ear, 

< 0 my lost soul!’ there was a sounds drear, 

So like that voice, among the sinfid dead, 

In which the legend o’er hell’s gate is read. 

That, new as twas from her, whom nought could dim 
Or sink till now, it startled even him. 

•Ha, my fair Priestess!’—Jthua, with ready wile, 

Th 1 impostof turn’d to greet lmr --‘ thou, whoso smile 

Hath inspiration in its rosy hcaui 

Beyond the enthusiast's hope or prophet’s dream \ 

Light of tlm Faith! who twiu’st religion’s zeal 

So close with love’s, men know not which they fuel, 

Nor which to sigh for, in their trance of heart, 

The heaven thou prcaehost or the heaven thou art! 
What should I ho without time ? without thee 
How dull were power, how joyless victory! 

Though borne by angels, if that smile of tliino 
Bless’il not my banner, ’(wore but half divine 
But—why so mournful, child? those eyes, that shone 

All life last night—wbali!.-is their glory gone ? 

Como,, come—this morn’s fatigue hath made them pak 
They want rekindling—muis themselves would fail, 

Hid not their comets bring, as I to time, 

From Light’s own fount supplies of brilliancy! 

Thou Boost this cup-no. juice of earth is here, 

But the pure waters of that upper sphere, 

Whoso rills o’er ruby beds and tupax flow, , 

Catching the gem's bright colour, as they go, 

Nightly my Genii come and fill those urns— 

Nay, drink—in every drop life’s essence burns: 

'Twill make that soul all lire, those eyes all light-- : 
Come,, come, I want, thy loveliest smiles to-night. 
There is a youth—why st/trk ? --thou saw’st him than ; 
Look’d lie not nobly ? such tlm godlike men 
Thou’lt have tit woo thee in the bowers above 
Though he, I. four, hath thoughts too"stcra for love, 

Too ruled by that cold enemy of bliss 

'The world calls virtue-we nuisl, coniiiftt' this ?■— 
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Nay, shrink not, pretty sage; ’tin not for thee 
To scan the maze of heaven’s mystery. 

The steel must pass through lire, ere it can yield 
Fit instruments for mighty hands to wield. 

This very night I mean to try tlm art 
Of powerful beauty on that warrior's heart, 

All. that my lmram boasts of bloom and wit, 

Of skill and charms, most rare and exejuisite, 

Shall tom.pt the boy; young Mirada's blue eyes, 

Whose sleepy lid like snow on violet lie#; 

Aruuya’s cheeks, warm as a spring-day sun, 

And lips that, like the seal of Solomon, 

Have magic in their pressure; Zeba’s jute, 

And Lilia’s dancing feet, that gleam and shoot 
Rapid and white as sea-birds o’er the deep !— 

All shall combine their witching,powera to steep 
My convert’s spirit in that softening.'trance, 

From which to heaven is but tho next advance— 

That glowing, yielding fusion of the breast, 

On wilich Religion stamps her image best, 

But hear mo, Priestess 1—though each nymph of those 
Hath some peculiar, practised power to please, 

Some glance or step, which, at the mirror tried, 

First charms herself, then all the world beside; 

There still wants one to make the victory sure, 

One who in every look joins every lure; 

Through whom all beauty’s beams concentred pass, 

Binding and warm, as through.love’s burning-glass 
Whose gentle lips persuade without a word, 

Whose words, oven when unmeaning, arc adored, 

Like inarticulate breathings from a shrine, 

Which our faith takes for granted are divine ! . 

Such is the nymph we want, all warmth and light, 

To crown the rich temptations' of to-night; 

Such the relined enchantress tint must be 
This hero’s vanquisher,—and thou art she! 

With her hands clasp’d, her lips apart and pale, 

Thu maid lmd stood, gazing upon the Veil 
Prom which thuso wordy, like south winds tui’ougu u. loilCP 
Of Kerzrah flowers, came till’d with pestilence : l 
Ho boldly utter’d tli! as if all dread * 

Of frowns from her, of virtuous frowns, wore lied, 

And tho wretch felt assured that, once plunged in, 

Her woman’s soul would know no pause in sin. 

At first, though mute site* listen’d, like a dream 
Seem’d all he said; nor could her. mind, whose beam 
As yet was weak, penetrate half his scheme. 

1 *IH« commonly «iid in Povaia, Hint if a mani Jimtlw Mb»W wind, which in 

duly pmt «V» that (Mir ftlit; Kermuli), it, will kill bun. -Tkmm ■ . 
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But when, at length, he uttered , 1 Thou art she!' 

Alt Hash’d at once, and, shrieking piteously, 

•Oh, not lor worlds!’ she cried - 1 Great God! to whom 
1 once knelt innocent, is this my doom ? 

Are all my dreams, my hopes of heavenly bliss, 

My purity, my pride, then come to this ?— 

To live, tho wanton of a fiend 1 to be 
The pander of his guilt -0 infamy! 

And sunk, myself, as low as hell can steep 
In its hot flood, drag others down as deep! 

Others ?— 1 m! yes—-that youth who came to-day— 

Not him I loved—not him—oh, do but say, 

But swear to me this moment ’tis not ho, 

And t will serve, dark fiend ! will worship even thee i* 

‘Beware, young raving tiling!—in-time beware, 

Nor utter what L cannot, must not hear 
Even from thy lips. Go—try thy lute, thy voice; 

The boy must feel their magic-l rejoice _ 

To see those fires, no matter whence they rise 
Once more illuming my fair Priestess eyes; 

And should the youth, whom soon those oyos shall warm,, 
Indeed resemble thy dead lover’s form, 

So much the happier wilt thou find thy doom. 

As one warm lover, full of life and bloom, 

Exeels ten thousand cold ones in the tomb, 

Nay, nay, no frowning, sweet 1 —those oyes wore made 
For love, not anger—t must be obey’d . 1 

‘ Obey’d!— 1 ’tis well—yes, 1 deserve it all— 

On me - on me Heaven’s vengeance cannot fall 
Too heavily-but Azim, brave and true 
And beautiful—must he be ruin’d too ? 

Must k, too, glorious as he is, be driven, 

A renegade, like me, from love and heaven ? 

Like me ?—weak wretch. I wrong him—not like mo; 
No-lie’s all truth and strength and purity! 

Fill up your maddening hell-cup to the brim, _ 

Its witchery, fiends, will have no charm for him. 

Let loose your, glowing wantons from their bowers, 

He loves, he loves, and can defy their powers! 

Wretch as l am, in Im heart stilM reign _ • 

Pure ns when first we met, without a stain! 

Though ruin'd—lost—my memory, like a charm 
Left by the dead, still keeps his soul from harm 
Oh! never let him know how deep the brow 
He kiss’d at parting is dishonour’d now- 
Ne’er tell him how debased, how sunk is she, _ 

Whom once he loved!—once l—dill loves dotingly i 
Thou laugh’st, tormentor,—what!—tJiouTt brand my name 
Do, do—in vain—he’ll not believe my shame— 

He thinks me true—that nought beneath God’s sky 
Could tempt or change me, and—.30 once thought L 
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But this is past—though worse than death my lot, 

Thau hell—'tis nothing, while he knows it not. 

Par off to some benighted land I’ll fly, 

Where sunbyam ne’er shall enter till I die; 

Where none will ask the lost one whence she came. 

But I may fade and fall without a name! 

And tliou—curst man or fiend, whate’er thou art, 

Who found'st this burning plague-spot in my heart, 

And spread’st it-oli, so quick!—through soul and frame, 

With more than demon’s art, till I became 
A loathsome thing, all pestilence, all flame i~ 

If, when I'm gone—’ 

1 Hold, fearless maniac, hold, 

Nor tempt my rage!—by Heaven! not half so bold 
The puny bird that dares, with teasing hum, 

Within the crocodile’s stretch’d jaws to come l 1 
And so thou’lt uy, forsooth ?—what!—give up all 
Thy chaste dominion in the Haram Hall, 

Where now to Love, and now to Alla given, 

Half mistress and half saint, thou bang's! as even 
As doth Medina’s tomb, ’twist hell and heaven! 

Thou’lt fly'?—as easily may reptiles run 
The gaunt snake ouce hath fix'd his eyoS upon; 

As easily, when caught, the prey may be 
Pluck’d'from his loving folds, _as tliou from me, 

No, no, ’tis fix’d—let good or ill betide, 

Thou’rt mine till death, till death Mokamm’s bride 1 
Hast tliou forgot thy oath ?—' 

At this dread word, 

Tho Maid, whose spirit his rude taunts had stirr'd 
Through all its depths, and roused an anger there, 

That hurst and lighten’d even through lnr despair; 

Shrunk hack, as if a blight were in the bieatli 
That spoke that word, and stagger’d, pale as death. 

‘ Yes, my sworn bride, let others seek in bowers 
Their bridal place—the charnel vault was ours! 

Instead oE scents and.halms, for thee and me 

Hose the rich steams of sweet mortality 

Gay, flickering death-lights Shone while we were wed, 

And, for our guests, a row of goodly dead 
f Immortal spirits iff their time, no doubt). 

From reeking shrouds upon the rite look cl out. ^ 

That oath tliou beard's! more lips than thine remsto- 
That eup-tlum shudderest, lady—was it sweet. 

That cup wo pledged, the charnel's choicest wins 

Hath bound thce-aye-body and soul all mme; ___ 

‘ thonursooo of picking the crocodile's' teeth. Tin 
same circumstance is related of tho lapwing as a 
lhot to which ho was witness, by Paul Lucas, 
Voyiwe fait eivl71i 

24 ' 


* The ancient story concerning the Trooliilua, 
or humming-bird, entering with impunityjnto 
the mouth of tho crocodilo, is firmly holieved In 
Java.— JSamu't Cochin ■China. , j 

'fhe lmmimnsr-bird d said to run this risk for [ 



35b 


, IMU HOOKS. 

Sound thee by chains that, whether blest ol mum, 

No matter now, not hull itself shall burst! 

Hence, woman, to the hamm, and look gay, 

Look wild, look-anything hut sad; yet stay— 

One moment more—from what this night hath pass’d, 
1 see thou know’st me, know’st me mil at last. 

Ha i ha! and so, fond tiling, then thought’st all true, 
And that I love mankind— L do, I do— 

As victims, love them ; as the sea-dog doata 
Upon the small sweet fry that round him floats ; 

Or as the Nile-bird loves the slime that gives 
That rank and venomous food on which slm lives ! l 

‘And now.thou seest my mil's angelic hue, 

’Tis time these features were uncurtained too ;—* 

This brow, whose light-0 rare celestial light! 

Hath been reserved tp bless thy favour’d sight; 

These dazzling eyes, before whose shrouded might 
Thuu’st seen immortal Man kneel down and quake — 
Would that they were heaven’s lightnings for his sakei 
But turn and look—then wonder, if thou wilt, 

That I should hate, should take revenge, by guilt, 
Upon the hand, whose mischief or whose mirth 
Sent me thus'maim'd and monstrous upon earth ; 

And ou that race who, though more vile they lie 
Than mowing apes, are demigods to mo! 

Here - judge if hell, with all its powers to damn, 

Can add one curse to the foul thing J am!--’ 

He raised his veil—the Maid turn’d slowly round, 
Look’d at him—shriek’d—and sunk upon the ground ! 


On their arrival, next night, at tho place of encampment, they were stir 
prised and delighted to find the groves all round illuminated; some artists of 
Yamtoheou having been sent on previously for tlm purpose.'- On each side of 
the green alley, which led to the Jloyal Pavilion, artificial sceneries of bamboo 
work were erected, representing arches, minarets, and towers, from, which 
nmg thousands of silken lanterns, painted by the most delicate pencils of 
Canton. . Nothing could be more beautiful than the leaven of the mango-trees 
and acacias, shining in the light of the bamboo scenery, which shed a lustre 
round as soft as that of tile nights of Periston. n 

in a trice. He tniulo them in tho night to tween 
tnagnifent tliHiiicsi Hint were borne up by swam, 
which in a moment nrrived at Yimiteliemi, The 
hmperor sow ul: his leisure till the solemnity, 
being carried upon a eloml ilmt hovered over the 
city and descended hv dogvoos j Hint came hack 
again with the same spued mill equipage, nobody 
at court perceiving his ubsemts.'—K'Au 2>mcni 
State if China, |). Kill. 

8 Arliflml umeriei of Jiambno work— Hoo 
a (IcBerijiiiou of the nuptials of Vizier Alee ,n itm 
' ‘Asiatic Animal lloglater,'oflSOl, 


? Circum easdem rinna (Mill, viz.) ales eat Ibis, 
J3a scrpoetluin populatin' ova, gratiBsimamipio 
ex ills oacam nidis snis refort ,—SoHmm. 

5 Some (irtisti of Tmteheoii having been sent on 
jimbmlt /,—''The Feast. if Lanterns is celebrated 
at Yamtulieou with more magnificence than any¬ 
where else: and tile report goes, that tlm illumina¬ 
tions there are so splendid, that mi Emperor once, 
aot daring openly to leave his court to fro thither, 
committed himself with tho Queen and several 
Princesses of his family into the hands of a mu- 
Kwem, w ho promised to transport thorn thither 
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Balk Rookh, however, who was too much occupied by the and story of Zelica 
and lmr lover, to give u thought to anything else, except, perhaps, him who 
related it, hurried on through this scene of splendour to her pavilion—greatly 
to tho.niortilication of the poor artists of Yamtcheou—and was followed with 
equal rapidity by the Great Chamberlain, cursing, as lie went, the ancient 
Mandarin, whose parental anxiety in lighting up the shores of the lake, where 
Ids beloved daughter had wandered and been lost, was the origin of these fan¬ 
tastic Chinese illuminations, 1 

Without a moment's delay, young Feramorz was introduced, and Fadladeen, 
who could never make up his mind us to the merits yf a poet till ho knew the 
religious suet to which he belonged, was about to ask him whether he was 
a 9ilia or a Scumi, when Balia Booth impatiently clapped her hands for silence, 
aild tho youth, being seated upon the nutsuud near her, proceeded :~ 

I’nKl'AHU thy soul, young Azim!—thSu hast braved 
The hands of Greece, still mighty, though enslaved; 

Hast faced her jilialanx, arm’d pth all its fame, 

Her Macedonian pikes and globes of flame; 

All tills hast fronted, with firm heart and brow, 

But a more perilous trial waits thee now, - 
Woman's bright eyes, a dazzling host of eyes 
From every land where woman smiles or sighs; 

Of every hue, as Love pay chance to raise 
His black or azure banner in their blaze*; 

And each sweet mode of warfare, from the llasm 
That lightens boldly through the shadowy lash, 

To the sly, stealing splendours, almost hid, 

Like swords half-sheathcd, beneath the downcast lid. 

Such, Azim, is the lovely, luminous host 
Now led against tlieo; and, let conquerors boast 
Their fields of fame, ho who in virtue arms 
A young, warm spirit against beauty’s charms, 

Wiio feels her brightness, yet defies her thrall, 

Is the best, bravest conqueror of them all. 


Now, through tho liaram. chambers, moving lights 
And busy shapes proclaim the toilet’s rites 
From room to room the ready handmaids hio, 

Some skill'd to wreathe tho turban tastefully, 

Or hang the veil, in uegligenee of shade, _ 

O'er the warm blushes of the youthful maid, 

Who, if between the folds but me eye shone, 

Like Seba’s Queen could vanquish with that one* 

While some bring leaves of henna, to imbue 

The lingers’ ends with a bright roseate hue, ^ 


... i 

1 The origin of these fmtmlie Qkkthe Illumi- 
itbm,— 1 The vulgar ascribe it to an accident 
nit happened in tlm family of a famous lnnrida- 
n. wluwi dnujfhtor wiilkiu}? dug ovcihiir ^P 1 ^ 
id shuns lit' ii Inkti, full In and wan clrownod; tins 
Pleiad father, with bin family, run Wither, and, 
io better to fltul her, he ciuisod a maUsmipany 
' lanterns to lit! lighted, All tho inhabitants of 
io place thronged after him with torches, tho■ 
:ar eiieuing they made liras upon tlic shores the 


same day: they continued the ceremony over? j 
year; every one lighted his lantern, and by dc- 
jrreea it coromcncod into a custom ,''-Present 
State of China, J 

s' Thou hast ravished my heart with one ot ; 
thine eves.' Song. 

3 ‘ They tinged the ends of her fingers scarlet , 
with henna, so that they resembled branches, of i 
coral .'—Storg of Trhm Futtuv. in Bahardamih, , 
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So bright, that in the mirror’s depth they seem 
Like tips of coral branches in the stream; 

And others mix the Kohol’s jetty dye, 

To give that long, dark languish to the eye, 1 
Which makes the maids, whom kings are proud to cull 
Prom fair Circassia’s vales, so beautiful! 

All is in motion : rings and plumes and pearls 
Are shining everywhere!—some younger girls 
Are gone by moonlight to the garden beds, 

To gather fresh, cool chaplets for their heads; 

Gay creatures! sweet, though mournful, ’tis to see 
How each prefers a garland from that tree 
Which brings tr mind her childhood's innocent day, 
And the dear fields and friendships far away. 

The maid of India, blest again to hold 
In her full lap the Cframpac’s leaves of gold, 2 
Thinks of the time when, by the Ganges’ flood, 

Her little playmates scatter’d many a bud' 

Upon her long black hair, with glossy gleam 
Just dripping from the consecrated stream; 

While the young Arab, haunted by the smell 
Of her own mountain flowers,yas by a spell,— 

The sweet Elcaya, 8 and that courteous tree 
Which bows to all who seek its canopy 4 — 

Sees, call’d up round her by these magic scents 
The well, the camels, and her lather’s tents; 

Sighs for the home she left with little pain, 

And wishes even its sorrows back again! 


Meanwhile, through vast illuminated halls, 
Silent and bright, where nothing but the falls 
Of fragrant waters, gushing with cool sound 
From many a jasper fount is heard around, 
Young Azim roams bewilder’d,—nor can guess 
What means this maze of light and loneliness. 
Here, the way leads, o’er tessellated floors 
Or mats of Cairo, through long corridors, 
Where, ranged in oassolets ancl silver urns, 
Sweet wood of aloe or of sandal burns; 


* The women blacken the inside of their eye¬ 
lids with a powder named the black Kohol. — 
Sunset. 

The Kohol’i jetty dye.— None of these ladies,’ 
rays Shaw, ‘take themselves to he completely 
dressed till they have tinged the hair and edges of 
their eyelids with the powder of load-ore. Now, 
as this operation is performed by dipping lirst into 
the powder a small wooden bodkin of the thick¬ 
ness of a quill, nnd then drawing it afterwards 
through the eyelids over the ball of the eye, wo 
shall have a lively image of what the Prophet 
(Jer. iv. 30) may be supposed to mean by "rend¬ 
ing the eyes with painting." This practice is no 
doubt of great antiquity', for besides the instance 


■ already taken notice of, wo find that where Jeze- 

■ bel is saif (2 Kings ix. 80) “ to have painted her 
face,” the original words aro “she adjusted her 

' eyes with tiro powder of lead-ore." ‘-Slum's 
Travel*, 

2 ' Tho appearance of. the blossoms of the gold- 
coloured Campae on the black lmir of the Indian 
women has supplied the Sanscrit poets with many 
ofegiint allusions /—Asiatie Researches, vol# iv# 

3 A tree famous for its perfume, and common 
on tho hills of Yemen .—Niebuhr, 

4 Of the genus Mimosa, ‘which droops its 
branches whoever any person approaches it 
seeming as if it saluted those who retire under its 
Bhade.’—Miek/ir, ■ 
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And spicy rods, such as illume at night 
The bowers of Tibet, 1 send forth odorous light, 

Like Peris’ wands, when pointing out the road 
For some pure spirit to its blest abode !— 

And here, at once, the glittering saloon 
Bursts on his sight, boundless and bright as noon ■’ 
Where, in the midst, reflecting back the rays 
In broken rainbows, a fresh fountain plays 
High as tli’ enarneH'd cupola, which towers 
All rich with arabesques of gold and'flowers: 

And the mosaic floor beneath shines through 
Tho sprinkling of that fountain’s silvery dew, 

Like the wet, glistening shells, of every dye, 

That on the margin of the Red Searie. 

Here too lip traces the kinckvisitings 
Of woman’s love in those fair, living things 
Of land and wave, whose fate,—in bondage thrown 
For their weak loveliness—is like her own I 
On one side gleaming with a sudden grace 
Through water, brilliant as the crystal vase 
In which it undulate^ small fishes shine, 

Like golden ingots from a fairy mine $— 

While, on the other, latticed lightly in 
With odoriferous woods of Comorin, 3 _ 

Each brilliant bird that wings the air is seen 
Kay, sparkling loories, such as gleam between 
The crimson blossoms of the coral tree 3 
In the warm isles of India’s sunny sea : 

Mecca’s blue sacred pigeon, 4 and the thrush 
Of Hindostan, 5 whose holy warblings gush, 

At evening, from the tall pagoda’s top 
Those golden birds that, in the spice time, drop 0 
About the gardens, drunk with that sweet food 
Whose scent hath lured them o’er the summer flood ■/ 
And those that under A rally's soft sun 
B u ild their high nests of budding cinnamon 
In short, all rare and beauteous things, that ny 
Through the pure element, here calmly lie 

i' Cloves aro a principal ingredient in tho com¬ 
position of tho perfume'a rods, which Qien of rank 
bop constantly burning in their prwmoo.- 
Tuner'i Tibet, 

VC'ost d'oir vienfc le hois d'alocs, quo lea 
Arabes appellant Oml Comm, et eelui du sandal, 
qui s’y trouvo en grande quantity —p Kerbebt. 

3 ‘Thousands of variegated loories visit tho 
coral trees.’— Barrow. . " 

♦ 1 In Mecca there aro quantities of blue pigeons, 
which none will affright or abuse, much less kill. 

-1‘itt's Account of the Mahomtam. 

s ‘The Pagoda thrush is esteemed among the 
first choristers of India, it sits perched on tho 
Wired pagodas, and from thence delivers its me¬ 
lodious sung.’— Pennant'ii JJinitosta 


c--' dnp 

About the gardens, inmk with thin■ met food! 

Tavernier adds, that while the Finis of Para- 
diss lio in this intoxicated state the emmets 
come and eat off their legs; and tuat hence it is 
they are said to have no feet. 

? Birds of Paradise, which, at the nutmeg sea¬ 
son coino in flights from the southern isles tc 
India, and ‘the strength of the nutmeg, says 
Tavernier, ‘so intoxicates them, that they lull 
dead drunk to the earth.' 

s ‘That bird which livetli in Arabia, am 
buildoth its nest with oimianioii.'-JIrmoui 
Vid;gar Errors. 
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Sleeping in light, like the green birds- iluiii dwell 
In Men’s radiant holds of asphodel! 

So on, through scenes past all imagining,— 

More like the luxuries of that impious king, 2 
Whom Death’s dark angel, with his lightning torch, 
Struck down and blasted even in pleasure’s porch, * 

Than the pure dwelling of a prophet sent, 

Arm’d with Heaven’s sword, for mail's onfraneiiiscmimit — 
Young Axim wander'd, looking stonily round, 

His simple garb and war-boots’ clanking sound 
But ill according with the pomp and grace 
And silent lull of that voluptuous place! 

‘ Is this then,’ thought the youth, ‘ is this the way 
I o tree man’s spirit from the deadening sway 
Of worldly slothto teach Him, white lie lives 
do know no bliss but that which virtue gives ’ 

And when he dies, to leave his lofty name 
A light, a landmark on the cliffs of fame.? 

It was not so, land of the generous thought 
And daring deed l thy godlike sages taught; 

It was not tbps, in bowers of wanton ease, 

Thy Freedom nursed her sacred energies; 

Oh ! not beneath th’ enfeebling, withering glo 

Of such dull luxury did those myrtles grow 

With which she wreathed her sword, when sho would dare 

Immortal deeds; but in tiie bracing air 

Of toil, —of temperance,-of that high, rare. 

Ethereal virtue, which alone can breathe 
Life, health, and lustre into Freedom’s wreath! 
vv no, that surveys this span of earth wo press, 

Ibis speck of life in time’s great wilderness, 

Ibis narrow isthmus ’twixt two boundless seas 
dlio past, the future, two eternities! — 

Would sully the bright spot or’leavo it bare, 

When he might build him a proud temple there 
A name, that long shall hallow all its space, 

And he each purer soul’s high resting place! 

But no—it cannot be, that one, whom God 
Has sent to break the wizard Falsehood’s rod,- 
A prophet of the Truth, whose mission draws 
ts rights from heaven, should thu/profauu hisVauso 
With tho world s vulgar pompsno, no-I soe- 
He thinks me weak -this glare of luxury 
Is but to tempt, to try tho eaglet gaze 
w my young soul j-shiim on, ’twill stand tho blaze !’- 

So thought the youth i—bifb, even while ho defied 
Uns witching scone, he felt its witchery glide 

8 Siodad, who made tho delicious gardens of 
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Through every sense, The perfume, breathing round, 

Like a pervading spiritthe still sound 
Of falling waters, lulling as the song 
Of Indian bees at sunset, when they throng 
Around the fragrant Nilica, and deep 
In its blue blossoms hum themselves to sleep !' 

And music too-dear music! that can touch 
Beyond all else the soul that loves it much— 

Now heard far off, so far as but to seem 
Like the faint, excpiisite music of a drAim 
All was too much for him, too fell of bliss, 

The heart could nothing feel, that felt not this: 

Soften’d he sunk upon a couch, and gave 
His soul up to sweet thoughts, like wave on wave 
Succeeding in smooth seas, when storms are laid 
He thought of 2 Ielica, his own dear maid, 

And of tlm time when, full of blissful sighs, 

They sat and look’d into each other’s eyes. 

Silent and happy—as if God had given 
Nought else worth looking at on this side heaven! 

‘ 0 my loved mistress! whose enchantments still, 

Are with me, round mV wander where*! will— 

It is for thee, for thee alone I seek 
The paths of glory—to light up thy cheek 
With warm approval—in that gentle look, 

To read my praise, as in an angel's book, 

And think all toils rewarded, when from theo 
I. gain a smile, worth immortality! 

How shall l bear the moment, when restored 
To that young heart where l alone am lord, 

Though of such bliss unworthy,— since the best 
Alone deserve to bo tho happiest !— 

When from those lips, unbreathed upon for years, 

I shall again kiss off the soul-felt tears, 

And find those toavs warm as when last they started, 

Those sacred kisses pure as when we parted J 
0 my own life !—why should a single day, 

A moment keep me from those arms away ?’ 

Whilo thus he thinks, still nearer on the breeze 
Come those delicious, dream-like harmonies, 

Each note of wliick but adds new, downy links 
To the soft chain in which life spirit sinks. 

He turns him toward the sound, and, far away 
Through a long vista, sparkling with the play 
Of countless lamps,-like the rich track which day 
Leaves on tho waters wi|p he sinks from ns; 

So long tho path, its light so tremulous,— 

He sees a group of female forms advance, 

Sonio chain’d together in the mazy dance 

»<My pnmlito assure me that tho Font holbro us (tho Nihon), is their Sophalica, thus named 
teauno tho bees are supposed to sleep on its bloBSomB.’-Sir W. Jones. 
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By fetters, forged in the green sunny Dowers, 

As they were captives to the King of Flowers;— 

And some disporting round, unlink’d and free, 

Who seem’d to mock their sisters’ slavery, 

And round and round them still, in wheeling flight, 

Went, like gay moths about a lamp at night; 

While others waked, (as gracefully along 
Their feet kept time,) the very soul of song 
From psaltery, pipe, and lutes of heavenly thrill, 

Or their ow» youthful voices, heavenlier still! 

And now they oome, now pass before his eye, 

Forms sueli as Nature moulds, when she would vie 
With Fancy’s pencil, and give birth to things 
Lovely beyon'tf its fairest picturings! 

Awhile they dance before him, then divide 
Breaking, like rosy clouds at even-tide 
Around the rich pavilion of the sun,— 

Till silently dispersing, one by one, 

Through many a path that from the chamber leads 
To gardens, terraces, and moonlight meads, 

Their distant laughter comes upon the wind, 

And but one trembling nymph remains behind,— 

Beckoning them back in vaifl, for they are gone, 

And she is left in all that light alone 
No veil to curtain o’er her beauteous brow, 

In its young Iwshfulness more beauteous now; 

But a light, golden chain-work round her hair, 4 
Such as the maids of Yowl and Shiraz wear, 8 
From which, on cither side, gracefully lmng 
A golden amulet, in th’ Arab tongue, 

Engraven o’er with some immortal line 
From holy writ, or hard scarce less divine; 

While her left hand, as shrinkingly sho stood, 

Held a small lute of gold and sandal-wood, 

Which, once or twice, sho touch'd with hurried strain, 

Then took her trembling lingers off again. 

But when at length a timid glance she stole 
At Azini, the sweet gravity of soul 
She saw through all Ids features calm’d her fear, 

And, like a lmlf-tamed antelope, more near, 

Though shrinking still, sho came;—then eat her down 
Upon a musHud's 3 edge, and, bolder grown, 

In the pathetic mode of Isfahan' 1 2 
Touch’d a preluding strain, and thus began 

1 But a tight, golden chain-work round hr Persia, The proverb ia, Hint to lien happy, n 
hair, ij-o,—' One of the head-dram of the Per- man must have a wifo of Yezd, oat the bread of 
sian women is composed ofa light golden chain- A'nzdocas, and drink the wine of Hiilrnz,’—■ 
work, set with small pearls, ivith a thin i?old Taverner, 

plats pendant, about the bigness or a crown- 3 Musnnds am cushioned scats, usually reserved 

piece, on which is impressed an Arabian prayer, for persons of distinction, 
ami which hangs upon the chock below the ear,’ * The Peiwimis, like the ancient Greeks, call 
—Mtmwr/u Travels, _ their musical modus, or perdus, by tho nmnos of 

2 finch m the maidt of Yeid.—' Certainly the different countries or cities, ns the mod# of 
women of Yoad are tint handsomest women m Mahan* the. uiotltt nf Irak, &>• 
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There’s a bower of roses by Bendemecr’s 1 stream, 

And the nightingale sings round it all the day long; 

In the time of my childhood ’twas like a sweet dream, 

To sit in the roses and hear the bird's song. 

That bower and its music I never forget, 

But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year, 

{think—is the nightingale singing there yet? 

Are the roses still bright by the calm Benderaeer I 

No, the roses soon wither’d that hung ffer the wave, 

But some blossoms were gather’d, while freshly they shone 
And a dew was distill’d from their flowers, that gave 
All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone. 
Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies, 

An essence that breathes of it many a year; 

Thus bright to, my soul, as 'twgs then to my eyes, 

Is that bower on the banks of the calm Benclemeer! 

Poor maiden!’ thought the youth, ‘if thou wert sent, 
With thy soft lute and beauty’s blandishment 
To wake unholy wishes in this heart, 

Or tempt its truth, tlnju little know'st the art, 

For though thy lip should sweetly counsel wrong, 

Those vestal eyes would disavow its song. 

But tlum hast breathed such purity, thy lay 
Returns so fondly to youth's virtuous day, 

And leads thy soul-if e’er it wander'd tlience- 
So gently hack to its first innocence, 

That I would sooner stop the unchain’d dove, 

When swift returning to its homo of love, _ 

And round its snowy wing new fetters twine, 

Thau turn from virtue one pure wish of thine !’ 

Scarce had this feeling pass’d, when, sparkling through 
The gently-open’d curtains of light blue 
that veil’d the breezy casement, countless eyes, 

$bping like stars through the blue evening skies, 

Look’d laughing in, as if to mock the pair 
That sat so still and melancholy there. 

Aral now the curtains ily apart, and m _ 

From the cool air, ’mid showers of jessamine 
Which those witlfmt fling after them in play. 

Two lightsome maidens spring, lightsome as they 
Who live in th’ air on odours, and around 
The bright saloon, scarce conscious of the ground, 

Chase one another, in a varying dance 
Of mirth and languor, coyness and advance, 

Too eloquently like loves warm pursuit 
While she who sung so gently to the lute 
Her dream of home, steals timidly away, 

Shrinking as violets do in summers ray, - ^ 

* A river which iluws ncur thu ruins of Chilniiimr„ 
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But takes with her from Mm’s heart that, sigh 
We sometimes give to forms that pass us by 
In the world’s crowd, too lovely to remain, 

Creatures of light we never see again I 

Around the white necks of the nymphs who danced. 

Hung oarcanets of orient gems, that glanced 
.More brilliant than the sea-glass glittering o’er 
The hills of crystal on the Caspian shore 
While from their long, dark tresses, in a fall 
Of curls descending, bells as musical 
As those that, on the golden-sliafted trees 
Of Eden, shake in the Eternal Breeze, 3 
Ilung round tfieir steps, at every bound more sweet, 

As ’twere tV ecstatic language of their feet! 

At length the chasc,was o’er, and they stood wreathed , 

Within each other’s arms; while sett there breathed 
Through the cool casement, mingled with the sighs 
Of moonlight flowers, musiu that scorn’d to rise 
From some stall lake, so liquidly it rose; 

And, as it dwell’d again at each faint close, 

The ear could track through all that, maze of chords 
And young'swoet voices, these impassion'd words 

A Spirit there is, whose fragrant sigh _ 

Is burning now through earth ami air; 

Where ehoeics are blushing, the Spirit is nigh, 

Whore lips are meeting, the Spirit is there I 

His breath is the soul of flowers like these, 

And his floating eves—oh ! they resemble 
Blue water-lilies, :i when the breeze 
Is making the stream around them tremble ! 

Hail to thee, hail to thee, kindling power! 

Spirit of Lovo ! Spirit of Bliss! 

Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour, 

And there never was moonlight so sweet as this. 

By the fair and brave, By the first lovo-beat 

Who blushing unite, Of the youthful heart. 

Like the sun and wave, By the bliss to meet, 

When they meet at night I * And the pain to part! 

By the tear that shows By all that thou hast 

When passion is nigh, To mortals given, 

As the rain-drop flows Which—oh! could it last, 

From the heat of the sky! This earth were heaven! 

14 To tlw north of us (on the const of tlus Cits* ] motion by the wind proceeding from tho throne 

E mn, near Badku) wot a mountain which sparkled of God a» often as tho blessed wislt for music.'- 
ko diamonds, arising from tho sea-glass and Sale. r 

crystals with which it abounds, '—Journey of the 8 Tho libw lotos, which grows in Cashmere 

Husmn Amhiimtbr to Perm, 1748, and in Persia, 

'■ To which will ho added, the sound of the ‘ Whoso wanton oyos resemble blue waton 
cells bunging on the trees, which will bo put in A lilies agitated Wf Uic brocac.'—s 
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We call thee hither, enchanting Power! 

Spirit of Love! Spirit of Bliss! 

Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour, 

And there never was moonlight so sweet as this. 


Impatient of a scene whose luxuries stole, 

Spite of himself, too deep into his soul, 

And where, ’midst all that the young heart loves most, 
Mowers, music, smiles, to yield was to lie lost, 
llie youth hud started up, and turn’d away 
From the light nymphs and their luxurious lay, 

To muse upon the pictures that hung round,>- 
Bright images, that spoke without a souud, 

And views, like vistas into fairy ground, 

But here again new spells came e’er his sense;-— 

All that the pencil’s mute omnipotence 
Could call up into life, of soft and fair, 

Of fond and passionatu, was glowing there; 

Nor yet too warm, but touch’d with that fine art 
Which paints of pleasure but the purer part; 

Which knows e!en Beaujy when half veil'd is best, 
Like her own radiant planet of the west* 

Whose orb when half retired looks loveliest !'■ 

Then bung the history of the Genu-King; 

Traced through each gay, voluptuous wandering 
With her from Saba's bowers, in whose bright eyes 
He read that to be blest is to be wise ; 3 ~- 
Here fond Zulcika 4 woos with open arms 
The Hebrew boy, who flies from her young charms, 
Yet, flying, turns to gaze, and, half undone, 

Wishes that heaven and she could hath be won ! 

And here Mohammed, born for love and guile, 

Forgets the Koran in his Mary’s smile;— 

Then beckons some kind angel from above 
With a new text to consecrate their love I 6 


1 It lies been generally supposed that the 
Mohammedans prohibit all pictures of animals; 
but Toderini shews that, though the practice is 
forbidden by tho Koran, they arc not more averse 
to painted Mures and images than other people. 
From Mr, Murphy’s work, <too, wo find tint tho 
Arabs of Spain bad no objection to the intro¬ 
duction of figures into painting, 

2 Whose orb when half-retired boh loveliest — 
This is not quite astronomically true. ‘Dr, 
Hailey,’ says Kell, ‘has shewn that Venus is 
brightest when she is about forty degrees re¬ 
moved from tho sun; and that then but only a 
fourth yart of hor lucid disk is to be seen from 
the earth,’ 


wife, according to the sm, or chapter of the 
Alcoran, which contains the history of Joseph, 
and which, for elegance of style, surpasses every 
other of tho Prophet’s hooks; some Arabian 
writers also call her liail. Tho passion which 
tills frail beauty of antiquity conceived lor her 
young Hebrew slave 1ms given rise to a much- 
esteemed poem in the Persian language, entitled 
• Yusef vau Zclikha,’by Noureddin Janri;, the 
manuscript copy of which in tire Bodleian library 
at Oxford is supposed to tic tho finest in the 
whole world .’-Note upon Nott's Translation of 
Hafez. 

Zuleika’s adventure with the patriarch Joseph 
is the subject of many Oriental poems and 


8 For the loves of King Solomoii, (who was 
supposed to preside over the whole race of Genii) 
with iiallds, the Queen of Sheba nr Saba, vide | 
S'lMelot and the Notes on the Koran, chap. 2. J 
* Zulelka.-' Such was -lwimma of Potiphar's i 


romances. 

5 Tho particulars of Mahomet’s amour with 
Mary, tho Coptic girl,in justification of whichho 
added a now chapter to the Koran, maybe louwj 
in Gagnier's notes upon Abull'eda, p, 161. 
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With rapid step, yet pleased and lingering eye, 

Did the youth pass these pictured stories by, 

And hasten’d to a easement, where the light 
Of the calm moon came in, and freshly bright 
The fields without were seen, sleeping as still 
As if no life remain’d in breeze or rill. 

Here paused he, while the music, now less near, 
Breathed with a holier language on his ear, 

As though the distance and that heavenly ray 
Through which the sounds came floating, took away 
All that had been too earthly in the lay, 

Oh! could lie listen to such sounds unmoved, 

Anil by that jight—-nor dream of her he loved? 

Dream on, unconscious boy ! while yet thou rnayst', 
’Tis the last bliss thy soul shall ever taste. 

Clasp yet awhile her image to thy heart, 

Ere all the light that made it dear depart. 

Think of her smiles as when thou saw’st them last, 
Clear, beautiful, by nought of earth o’ereast; 

Recall hor tears, to thee at parting given, 

Pure as they weop, if augels weep, in heaven! 

Think in her own still bowgr she waits tlieo now, 
With the same glow of heart and bloom of brow, 

Yet shrined in solitude—thine all, thine only, 

Like the one star above thee, bright and lonely! 

Oh, that a dream so sweet, so long enjoy’d, 

Should ho so sadly, cruelly destroy’d! 

The song is hush’d, the laughing nymphs are flown, 
And he is left, musing of bliss, alone;— 

Alouo!—no, not alone—that heavy sigh, 

That sol) of grief, which broke from some one nigh- 
Whose could it be ’—alas! is misery found 
Here, even here, on this enchanted ground ? 

He turns, and sees a female form, close veil’d. 
Leaning, as if both heart and strength had fail’d, 
Against a pillar near j—not glittering o’er 
With gems and wreaths, such as the others wore, 

But in that deep blue, melancholy dress, 1 
Bokhara’s maidens wear, in mindfulness 
Of friends or kindred, dead or far away 
And such as Zelica had (m that «lay • 

He loft her,—when, with heart too full to apeak, 

He took away her last warm tears upon his cheek. 

A strange emotion stirs within him,—more 
Than mere compassion ever waked before 
Unconsciously he opes his arms, while she 
Springs forward, as with life’s last energy, 

But, swouning in that one convulsive hound, 

Sinks, ere she reach his arms, upon the ground j- 


' *Oee» blue is their mourning colour, 1 '-li'aiimy; 


Her veil falls off-her faint hands clasp his tmesis 
’Tis she herself!—’tia Zelica he sees! 

But, all, so pale, so changed—none lint a lover 
Could iu that wreck of beauty’s shrine discover 
The once adored divinity! even he 
Stood for some moments mute, and doubtingly 
Put back the ringlets from her brow, and gazed 
Upon those lids, where once such lustre blazed 
Ere lie could think she was indeed bis own, 

Own darling maid, whom lie so long hacMuiown 
In joy and sorrow, beautiful in both; 

'Who, e’en when grief was heaviest—when loth 
He left her for the wars—in that worst hour 
Sat in her sorrow like the sweet night flower, 1 
When darkuess brings its weeping glories out, 

And spreads its sighs like frankincense about S 

‘ Look up, my Zelica-one moment show 
Those gentle eyes to me, that I may know 
Thy life, thy loveliness, is not all gone, 

But there, at least, shines as it ever shone, 

Come, look upon thy Azim—one dear glance, 

Like those of old, were Heaven ! whatever chance 
Hath brought thee here, oh! 'twas a blessed one! 

There—my sweet lids—they move—that kiss hath ran 
Like the first shoot of life through every vein, 

And now I clasp her, mine, nil mine again ! 

Oh, the delight!—now, in this very hour, 

When had the whole rich world been iu my power, 

I should have singled out thee, only thee, 

From the'whole world’s collected treasury— 

To have thee here—to hang thus fondly o’er 
My own best, purest Zelica once more!’ 

It was indeed the touch of those loved lips 
Upon her eyes that chased their short eclipse- 
And, gradual as the snow, at heaven’s breath, 

Melts off and shows the azure flowers beneath, 

Her lids unclosed, and the bright eyes were seen 
Gazing on his,—not, as they late had been, 

Quick, restless, wild, but mournfully serene; 

As if tojic, e’en fo%that tranced minute, 

So near his heart, had consolation in it; 

And thus to wake in his beloved caress 
Took from her soul one half its wretchedness. 

But, when she heard him call her good and pure. 

Oh, ’twas too much—too dreadful to endure! 

Shuddering, she broke awly from his embrace, 

And, hiding with both hands her guilty face, 

Said, in a tone whose anguish would have riven 
A heart of vevy’marble, 1 Pure t—0 Heaven I™ ’ 

* 

i The sorrowful nyctanthes, which begins to spread its richodour a'tersmisot. 
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That tooe—those looks so changed—tho withering blight, 
That sin and sorrow leave where’er they light— 

The dead despondency of those sunk eyes, 

Where once, had he thus met her by surprise, 

He would have seen himself, too happy buy, 

Reflected in a thousand lights of joy 
And then the place, that bright unholy place, 

Where vice lay hid beneath each winning grace 
And charm of luxury, as the viper weaves 
Its wily cowing of sweet balsam-leaves j 1 — 

All struck upon iiis heart, sudden and cold 
As death itself j—it needs not to be told— 

No, no—lie sees it all, plain as the brand 
Of burning shltme can mark—whate’er the hand, 

That could from heaven and him such brightness sever, 

’Tis done—to heaven and him she’s lost for ever 1 
It was a dreadful moment; not the tears, 

The lingering, lasting misery of years, 

Could match that minute’s anguish—all the worst 
Of sorrow’s elements iu that dark hurst 
Broke o’er his soul, and, with one crash of fate, 

Laid the whole hopes of his life desol/ite! 

. * 

‘ Oh! curse ino not,’ she cried, as wild he toss’d 
His desperate hand towards heaven— 1 though 1 am lost, 
Think not that guilt, that falsehood made me fall, 

No, no—’twas grief, ’twas madness, did it all! 

Nay, doubt me not—though all thy love hath ceased— 

I know it hath—yet, yet believe, at least, 

That every spark of reason’s light must lie 
Quench’d in this brain, ere I could stray from thee! 

They told uie tlmu wort dead—why, Aziiri, why 
Did we not, both of us, that instant die 
When we were parted ?—oil 1 coiddst thou but know 
With what a deep devotedness of woe 
I wept thy absence—o'er and o’er again 
Thinking of thee, still thee, till thought grow pain, 

And memory, like a drop that, night and day, 

Falls cold and ceaseless, wore my heart away. 

Didst thou but know how pale I sat at home, 

My eyes still turn'd the way thou wort to corag 
Ami, all the long, long night of hftpe and feat, 

Thy voice and step still sounding in ray ear— 

0 God! thou wouldst .not wonder that, at last, 

When every hope was all at once o’ereast, 

When 1 heard frightful voices round me say 
Adm in ikud /—this wretched brain gave way. 

And I became a wreck, at random driven, 

Without one glimpse of reason or of heaven— 



1 ‘ Concerning the vipers,»wliich Pliny says ivero frequent among the balsam trees, 1 made 
very particular inquiry ; several wore brought mo alive both to Yambo and Jidda,' '-lime. 
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All wild—and even this quenchless love within 
Turn’d to foul fires to light me into sin! 

Thou pitiest me -I knew thou wouldst—that sky 
Hath nought beneath it half so lorn as I, 

The fiend, who lured me hither—lost! come near. 

Or thou too, thou art lost, if he should hear— 

Told me such things—oh! with such devilish art, 

As would have ruin d even a holier heart— 

Of thee, and of that ever-radiaut sphere, 

Where bless'd at length, if I but servedilini here, 

I should for ever live in thy dear sight, 

And drink from those pure eyes eternal light! 

Think, think how lost, how madden’d I must be, 

To hope that guilt could lead to God He time! 

Thou weep’st for me—do weep—oh ! that I durst 
Kiss off that tear; but, no—these lips arc curst. 

They must not touch theeon? divine caress, 

One blessed moment of forgetfulness 
I’ve had within those arms, and that shall lie, 

Shrined iu my soul’s deep memory till I die! 

Tho last of joy’s last relies here below, 

The one sweet drop, in all this waste of woe, 

My heart has treasured from affection’s spring, 

To soothe aud cool its deadly withering i 
But thou—yes, thou must go—for ever go; 

This place is not for thee—for thee! oh, no ! 

Did 1 but tell thee half, thy tortured brain 
Would burn like mine, and mine go wild again! 
Enough, that Guilt reigns here—that hearts once good 
Now tainted, chill’d and broken, are his food.— 
Enough, that we are parted—that there rolls 
A flood of headlong fate between our souls, 

Whoso darkness severs me as wide from thee 
As hell from heaven, to all eternity !’— 

1 Zelica! Zelica!’ the youth exclaim’d, 

In all the tortures of a mind inflamed 
Almost to madness— 1 by that sacred heaven, 

Where yet, if prayers can move, thou’lt be forgiven 
As thou art here—here, in this writhing heart, 

All sinful, wild, and ruin’d as thou art) 

By the rcmcmbraiKje of our once pure hme, 

Which, like a ehnrcli-yard light, still burns above 
The grave of our lost souls—which guilt in thee 
Cannot extinguish, nor despair in me! 

I do conjure, implore thee to fly hence— 

If thou hast yet one spark of innocence 
Fly with me from this plafle,—’ 

‘ With thee! oh bliss 

’Tis worth whole years of torment to hear this. 

What! take the lost one with thee ’—let her rove 
By thy dear side, as in those days of love, 
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When we were both so happy, both so pure— 

Too heavenly dream ! if there’s on earth a cure 
1 % the sunk heart, ’tis this-day after day 
To be the blest companion of thy way 
To hear thy angel eloquence-to see 
Those virtuous eyes for ever turn’d on me; 

And in their light rechasten silently, 

Like the stained web that whitens in the sun, 

Grow pure by being purely shone upon; 

And thou wMt pray for me—I know thou wilt— 

At the dim vesper hour, when thoughts of guilt 
Come heaviest o’er the heart, tliouTt lift thine ej% 

Full of sweet tears unto the darkening skies, 

And plead for?ne with Heaven, till I can dare 
To fix my own weak sinful glances there 
Till the good angels^when they see me cling 
For ever near thee, pale and sorrowing, 

Shall for thy sake pronounce my soul forgiven, 

And bid thee take thy weeping slave to heaven 1 
Oh, yes, I’ll fly with thee—’ 

Scarce had she said 

These breathless words, whom a voice! deep and dread 

As that of Mouker, waking up the dead 

From their first sleep-so startling ’turns to both— 

Hung through the easement near, 1 Thy oath! thy oath T 
0 Heaven, the ghastliness of that Maid’s look !— 

* ’Tis he,’ faintly she cried, while terror shook 
Her inmost core, nor durst she lift her eyes, 

Though through the casement now, nought but the skies 
And moonlight fields were seen, calm as before— 

1 'Tis he, and I am his—all, all is o’er— 

Go—fly this instant, or thnu’rt ruin’d too— 

My oath, my oath, 0 God! ’tis all too true, 

True as the worm in this cold heart it is— 

I am Mokanna’s bride—his, Azim, his— 

The dead stood round us, while I spoke that vow, 

Their bhto lips echoed it—I hear them now! 

Their eyes glared on me, while I pledged that bowl, 

’Tvvas burning blood—I feel it in my soul! 

And the Veiled Bridegroom—hist! I’ve seen to-night 
What angels know not of—so foul a sight, 

So horrible—oh ! never mayst thfm see ' 

What there lies hid from all but hell and mo! 

But I must hence—off, off—I am not thine, 

Nor Heaven’s nor Love’s, nor aught that is divine— 

Hold me not-ha!—think’st thou the fiends that sever 
Hearts, cannot sunder hands ?—thus, then—for evor 1’ 

With all that strength, which madness lends the weak, 
She flung away his arm; and, with a shriek,— 

Whose sound, though he should linger out more years 
Than wretch e’er told, can never leave his ears,— 
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Flew up through that long avenue of lignt, 
Fleetly as some dark ominous bird of night 
Across the sun, and soon was out of sight! 


Lama Rooiui could think of nothing all day but the misery of these two 

E 'lovers. Her gaiety was gone, and she looked pensively even upon Fad- 
1, She felt too, without knowing why, a sort of uneasy pleasure in ima¬ 
gining that Azim must have been just such a ycuith as. Feramorz; just ni 
worthy to enjoy all the blessings, without any of the pangs, of that illusive 
passion, which too often, like the sunny apples of Istakhar, 1 is all sweetness on 
one side, and all bitterness on the other, 

As they passed along a sequestered river after sunset, they saw a young 
Hindoo girl 2 upon the bank, whose employment seemed to them so strange, 
that they stopped their palankeens to observe her. She had lighted a small 
lamp, filled with oil of cocoa, and placing it i'ii an earthen dish, adorned with a 
wreath of flowers, had committed it with a trembling hand to the stream, and 
was now anxiously watching its progress down the current, heedless of the gay 
cavalcade which had drawn up beside her. Lalla Bookh was all curiosity, 
when one of her attendants, who had lived upon the hanks of the Ganges 
(where this ceremony is so frequent, that often, in the dusk of the evening, the 
river is seen glittering all over with lights, like the Qton-tala or Sea of Stars), 3 
informed the Princess that it was the usual way in which the friends of those 
who had gone on dangerous voyages offered up vows for their safe return. _ If 
the lamp sunk immediately, the omen was disastrous; but if it went shining 
down the stream, and continued to burn until entirely out of sight, the return 
of the bolovcd object was considered as certain. 

Lalla Bookh, as they moved on, more than once looked back, to observe how 
the young Hindoo’s lamp proceeded; and, while she saw with pleasure that it 
was still unextinguished, she could not help fearing that all the hopes of this 
life were no better than that feeble light upon the river. The remainder of the 
journey was passed in silence, She now, for the first time, felt that shade of 
melancholy which comes over the youthful maiden’s heart, as sweet and tran¬ 
sient as her own breath upon a mirror; nor was it till she heard the lute of 
Foramorz, touched lightly at the door of lior pavilion, that she waked from the 
reverie in which she had been wandering, Instantly her eyes wore lighted up 
with pleasure, and, after a few unheard remarks from Fadladeen upon the inde¬ 
corum of a poet seating himself in presence of a princess, everything was 
arranged as on the preceding evening, and all listened with eagerness, while the 
story was thus continued 


Wiiostf are the gilded tents that crowd the way, 
Where all was waste and silent yesterday ? 

This City of War which, in a few short hours, 
Hath sprung up here, as if the magic powers 4 


> The Applet of Mnkkar,~‘ In the territory 
Istakhar there in a kind of apple, half of which is i 
sweet and half sunr.'—Jffla Ihmhd, j 

* Then rnw ti gating llmim girl upon the ml'. 
—For an aeeimnt of this eeremonji, viile Grand- 
pH' h Voijuge in the Indian Oemn. 

9 The Otm-tala or Seu, (//Stars.—‘ The plnco 
where the Whangho, or river or Tibet rises, i 

jf 


and whore Micro are more than a hundred springs, 
which sparkle like stars; whence it is called 
Hotminor, that is, the Sea of Stars ,’—Veecrlptm 
of Tibet in Pinkerton. 

4 This Cltn of 1Fur which, iu a few short hours, 
Hath sprung up hern, 

‘The Lesow- or imperial Camp, Is divided 
% 
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Of him who, in the twinkling of a star. 

Built the high pillar’d halls of Chilminav/ 

Had conjured up, far as the eye can see, 

This world of tents and domes and sun-bright armoury ?• 
Princely pavilions, screen'd by many a fold 
Of crimson cloth, and topp’d with halls of gold 
Steals, with their housings of rich silver spun, 

Their chains and poitrols glittering in the sun; 

And camels, tufted o’er with Yemen’s shells, 

Shaking in every breeze their light-toned bells ! s 

But yester-eve, so motionless around, 

So mute was this wide plain, that not a sound 
But the far torrent, or the locust-bird 3 
Hunting among the thickets, could be heard; — 

Yet hark! what discords now, of every kind, 

Shouts, laughs, amfloroums, are revelling in the wind ! 
Tlio neigh of cavalrythe tinkling throngs 
Of laden camels and their drivers’ songs ;■*— 

Hinging of arms, and flapping in the breeze 
Of streamers from ten thousand,canopies 
War-music, bursting out from time to time 
With gong and tymbalon’s tremendous chime 
Or, in the pause, when harsher sounds are mute, 

The mellow breathings of some horn or flute, 

That far-off, broken by the eagle note 
Of th’ Abyssinian trumpet, 8 swell and float 1 

Who leads this mighty army ?~aslc ye ‘ who ?’ 

And mark ye not those banners of dark lute 


like a regular tmvu, into spares, alleys, anil 
streets, and, from a rising ground, furnishes one 
of the most agreeable prospects in the world, 
Starting up in a'four hours In an uninhabited 
plain, it raises the idea of a city built by enchant¬ 
ment. Even those who leave their houses hi 
cities to follow the prince in his progress are fre¬ 
quently so olmvmed with the liosear, when situ¬ 
ated In a beautiful and convenient place, that 
they cannot prevail with themselves to remove, 
To prevent this inconvenience to the court, the 
Emperor, nflcr sufiieient time is allowed to tho 
tradesmen to follow, orders them tu be burnt out 
of their touts.'—.O hio's Einilmtan. 

Colonel Willis gives a lively picture of an 
Eastern onoampment i— 

‘ Ifis camp, like those of most Indian armies, 
exhibited a motley collection of oovors from the 
scorching sun and dews of the night, variegated 
according to the taste or means of each indi¬ 
vidual, by extensive enclosures of coloured calico 
surrounding superb suites of tents; by ragged 
iloths or blankets etrotnlintl over sticks or 
brandies; palm leaves hastily spread over simi¬ 
lar supports; handsome tents aiiil splendid cano¬ 
pies; horses, oxen, elephants, and camels; all 
intermixed without any exterior mark of order 
or design, except the flags of the chiefs, which 
usually mark the centres of a congeries of these 


masses; the only regular part of the encamp¬ 
ment lining tlw streets of shops, each of which Is 
constructed nearly in the manner of a lmol.li at 
an English fair,’— Uittor'uud Skelohen of the 
South of India, 

1 Tim edifices of Oliilmlnar anil Ilalhec are sup¬ 
posed to have been built by tho Genii, acting 
under tliu orders of Jan ben Jan, who governed 
the world long lielbro tho time of Adam. 

3 ‘ A superb camel, ornamented with strings 
and tufts of small shells.'— Bet/. 

3 A native of Khorassan, and 'allured south¬ 
ward by means of the water of a fountain lie- 
tween Shiraz and Ispahan, called the fountain 
of Ulrilft of which it is so fond that it will Pil¬ 
low wherever that water iN carried, 

■‘'Some of the camels lmve hells about their 
neclw, and some alnmt their legs, like those 
which our carriers put about their fore-horses' 
necks,'— Pitt's Aeeamt of the Uohnmiuihm, 

‘The uamel-driver follows the camels singing 
•and sometimes playing upon his pipe; the louilci 
1m slugs and pipes, tlu> faster the camels go, 
Nay, they will stand Htill when he gives over lib 
musm.’— '1’mmiwr, 

6 This trumpet is often called in Abyssinia 
nm?r earn, which signifies the Note of tuo 
Engle.‘--AWe of Jtrim't Editor. 
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Thu Night ami Shadow, 1 over yonder tent !— 

It is the Caliph’s glorious armament. 

Housed in his palace by the dread alarms, 

.'.hat hourly canto, of the false Prophet’s arms, 

And of Ins host of infidels, who lmrl’d 
Deliauco tierce at Islam 3 and tho world 
Though worn with Grecian warfare, and behind 
I’llo veils of his bright palace calm reclined, 

Yet brook'd lie not such blasphemy should stain, 

Thus mirevenged, the evening of iiis reign, 

But, having sworn upon the Holy Grave) 

To conquer or to perish, once more gave 
His shadowy banners proudly to the breeze, 

And with an army, nursed in victories, 

Here stands to crush the rebels that o'errun 
His blest and beauteous province of the sun. 

a 

^ Ne’er did the inarch of Maliadi display 
Such pomp beforenot e’en when on his way 
In Mecca’s temple, when both land and sea 
Wore spoil'll to feed tho pilgrim’s luxury; 4 
Wlipn round him, ’mid f,lie burning sands, ho saw 
Fruits of tho north in icy freshness thaw, 

And cool'd his thirsty lip, beneath the glow 
Of Mecca’s sun, with urns of Persian snow 
Nor o’er did armament more grand than that 
Pour from the kingdoms of the Caliphat. 

First, in the van, tho People of the Knelt, 1 ' 

On their light mountain steeds, of royal stock P 
Then, chieftains of Damascus, proud to sec 
The flashing of their swords’ rich marquetry ; s ~™ 

Mon, from the regions near the Volga's mouth, 

Mix d with the rude, black archers of the south: 

And Indian lancers, in white-turban'd ranks 
From, the far Simla, or Attnck’a sacred .baults. 

With dusky legions from the Land of Myrrh," 

And many a lnuoc-arm’cl Moor and Mid-Sea islander. 

Nor less in number, though more now and rude 
In warfare’s school, was the vast multitude 
That, fired by zeal, or by oppression wrong’d, 

Hound the white standard of til’ impostor "throng'd. 


' "Tho two block standards borne before tho 
caliphs nf I,Ini House of Ablins waro called alle¬ 
gorically tint Night ami the Shadow.'— Qihhn, 
3 Tim Mahometan religion. 

"‘The I’ctsIhiih swear by tho tomb of Sluth 
Gesndo, who la burled at Cnshin; and when one 
den!™ iimitlu-r to asseverate a mutter, ha will 
nek him if he dnro swear by tho Holy Grave,’— 


b'/rm/, 

3 Mnliadi, in a single pilgrimage to Meeoa, 
expended six millions of dinars nl'gii'il, 

• Nivem Meeeam npportavit, rem ibi autuun- 
qmim aut raw vkim.—Aludfeda, 


6 The Inhabitants of llcjiiz, or Arabia l’otrma, 
called by an Eastern writer ‘Tim People of the 
Bock .'—Elm llaukal, 

7 ‘ Those homes, nailed by the Arabians Koch- 
.lnni, of whom a. written genealogy Inis been 
k'Cpt for 2000 years. They are said to derive 
their origin from King Solomon's steeds,’— 
Niebuhr, 

B ‘ Many of the figures on the blades of llwjr 
swords are wrought in gold or silver, or in mar¬ 
quetry with small gmi,’~Abiat. Misc, vol, i, 

, 3 Azab or Sabo. 
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Beside his thousands of believers,—blind, 

Burning and headlong as the Samiel wind,— 

Many who felt, and more who fear’d to feel 
The moody Islamite’s converting steel, 

Flock’d to his bannerchiefs of th’Uzbek race, 

Waving their heron crests with martial grace j 1 
Turkomans, countless as their Hocks, led forth 
From th’ aromatic pastures of the north; 

Wild warriors of the turquoiso hills,-—aud those 
Who dwelWbeyoml the everlasting snows 
Of Hindoo Kosh, 3 in stormy freedom bred, 

Their fort the rook, their camp the torrent’s bed, 

But none, of all who own’d the Chief’s command, 

Rush’d to thTit battle-field with bolder hand 
Or sterner hate than Iran’s outlaw’d men, 

Her Worshippers qf Fire 4 —all panting then 
For vengeance on th’ accursed Saracen; 

Vengeance at last for their dear country spurn’d, 

Her throne usurp’d, and her bright shrines o'ertum’,1, 

From Yezd’s 5 eternal Mansion of the Fire, 

Where aged saints in dreams of heaven expire ; 

From Eadku, and those fountains of blue flame 
That burn’into the Caspian, 3 fierce they came, 

Careless for what or whom the blow was sped, 

So vengeance triumph'd, and their tyrants bled! 

Such was the wild and miscellaneous host, 

That high in air their motley banners toss’d 
Around the Prophet-Chief—all eyes still bent 
Upon that glittering Veil, where'er it went, 

That beacon through the battle’s stormy flood, 

That rainbow of the field, whose showers were blood! 

Twice hath the sun upon their conflict set, 

And ris’n again, and found them grappling yet; 

While streams of carnage, in his noon-tide blaze, 

Smoke up to heaven—hot as that crimson haze, 7 
By which the prostrate caravan is awed, 

In the red Desort, when the wind’s abroad ! 

i ‘The chiefs of the Uzbek Tartars wear a being once extinguished for a moment, above 
plume of white heron’s feathers in their turbans,’ 3(100 yours, on u mountain near Yrzil, called Alei 
—Account of Independent Tartufj/. Quodth, Blgnlfyhij'itho House or Mansion of the 

81 in the mountains of Nlsliupmir and Tons Fire. Ho is reckoned vary nnformmite who dies 
(in Kborassau) they find tuvtiuolsos. 1 — Ebn off that mountain,’— Stephen's Pmta. 
flanked. c ‘ When the weather is hazy, tlm sprites ot 

11 For a description of these stupendous ranges naphtha (on an Wand near linka) boil up the 
of mountains, vide Mpkhuhmth Oaulul, higher, and the naphtha often takes lire on the sur- 

* Tho Ghobers, wGuebres, those original na- face of the earth, and runs in a tone into thb son 
fives of Persia, who adhered to their ancioirt to a distance ‘almost incredible, 1 Mummy on 
faith, the religion of Zoroaster, and who, alter the Eimhst'mu Eire utlliiku. 
the conquest of their country by tho Arabs, were 7 Hot m that crimson him,— Savnry says— 
either persecuted at homo or forced to become ‘Torrents of homing sand roll bo tea it, tlio 
wanderers abroad. firmamenMs enveloped in a thick veil, ami the 

s ‘ Yezrl.the chief residence of those imclentnn- son appears of the colour of Wood, .Sometimes 
lives who worship the Sun and the Fire, which whole caravans are buried in it,' 

Intter they have oarefn'h kyjt lighted, without 
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f Qn, Swords of God !’ the panting Caliph calls,— 

‘ Thrones for the living—heaven for him who falls I’—* 
s On, brave avengers, on,’ Mokanna cries, 

‘ And Fblis blast the recreant slave that Hies!’ 

Now comes tho bruut, the crisis of the day— 

They clash—they strive—the Caliph’s troops give way ! 
Mokanna’s self plucks the black Banner down, 

And mnv the Orient World’s imperial crown 
Is just within his grasp—when, hark, that shout! 

Some hand hath check’d the flying Modems’ rant, " 

And now they tu rn - they rally—at their head 
A warrior, (like those angel youths, who led, 

In glorious panoply of heaven’s own mail, 

The Champions of the Faith through Seder’s vale, 1 ) 

Bold as if gifted with ten thousand lives, 

Turns on the fierce pursuers' blades, and drives 
At once the multitudinous torrent back, 

While hope and courage kindle in his track, 

And, at each step, his bloody falchion makes 
Terrible vistas through which victory breaks! 

In vain Mokanna, ’midst the general flight, 

Stands, like the red moon, on some stormy night, 

Among the fugitive clouds that, hurryiflg by, 

Leave only her unshaken in the sky !~ 

Li vain lie yells his desperate curses out, 

Deals death promiscuously to all about, 

To foes that charge and coward friends that fly, 

And scums of all the great Arch-enemy! 

Tho panic spreads — 1 a miracle!’ throughout, 

The Moslem ranks, 1 a miracle !’ they shout, 

All gazing on that youth, whose coming seems 
A light, a glory, such as breaks in dreams; 

And every sword, true as o’er billows dim 
The noodle tracks the loadstar, following him! 

Right tow’rds Mokanna now ho cleaves his path, 

Impatient cleaves, as though tho bolt of wrath 
Ho bears from heaven withheld its awful burst 
From weaker beads, and souls but half-way curst, 

To break o’er him, the mightiest and the worst! 

But vain his speed—though, in that hour of blood, 

Had all God’s seraphs round Mokanna stood, 

With swords of fire, riady like fate to fall, 

Mokauna’s soul would have defied them all;— 

“ Yet now, the rush of fugitives, too strong 

For human force, hurries even him along; 

In vain he struggles 'mid the wedged array 
Of flying thousands,—ho is borne away; 

And the sole joy liis baffled spirit knows < 

In this forced flight is -murdering as ho goes! ' 

i In the great victory gabled by Mahomed at Mor ho was assisted, say the Mussulmans, by 
three thousand steels, led by Gabriel mounted on his horse Hiazum.—7'Ae Komi and its Com . 
:ncntatort. 
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As a grim tiger, whom the torrent’s might 
Surprises in some parch'd ravine at night, 

Turns, even in drowning, on the wretched llocks 
Swept with him in that snow-flood from the rocks. 
And, to the last, devouring on his way, 

Bloodies the stream lie hath not power to stay! 

‘ Alla ilia Alla !’—the glad shout renew- 
1 Alla Akbar I’ 1 -the Caliph’s in Moron. 

Hang out yo^r gilded tapestry in the streets, 
Andlight your shrines and chant your ziraleets 
The SwordS'flf God have triumph'd—on his throne 
Your Caliph sits, and the Veil’d Chief hath flown. 
Who does not »nvy that young warrior now, 

To whom the Lord of Islam bends his brow, 

In all the graceful gratitude of power, 

For his throne’s safety in that perilous hour ? _ 

Who doth not wonder, when, amidst th’ acclaim 
Of thousands, heralding to heaven his name— 

'Mid all those holier harmonies of fame, 

Which sound along the path of virtuous souls, 

Like music round a planet as it rolls !— 

He turns away, coldly as if smite gluolu 
Hung o’er his heart no triumphs can illume 
Some sightless grief, upon whose blasted gaze 
Though glory’s light may play, in vain it plays I 
Yes, wretched Azim ! thine is such a grief, 

Beyond all hope, all terror, all relief; 

A dark, cold calm, which nothing now can break, 

Or warn or brighten,—like that Syrian Lake/* 

Upon whose surface morn and summer shed 
Their smiles in vain, for all beneath is dead !-- 
Hearts there have been, o’er which this weigh* of woe 
Came, by long use of suffering, tame and slow ; 

But thine, lost youth! was sudden—over time 
It broke at once? when all seem’d ecstasy j 
When Hope look'd up, and saw the gloomy past 
Melt into splendour, and Bliss dawn at last- 
Twain then, even then, o’er joys so freshly blown, 

This mortal blight of misery came down ; 

Even then, the full, warm gushings of thy heart 
Were cheek’d-like fount-drops, frozen as they start! 
And there, like them, cold, sunleSs relics liiifig, 

Each fix’d and chill’d into a lasting pang ? - 


One solo desire, one passion now remains, 

To keep life’s fever still within his veins,— 
Vengeance!—dire vengeance on the wretch who east 
O’er him and all lie loved that ruinous blast. 


i. ©in Tccliir, or cry of tlio Arabs. 'Alla 
Acbarl* suys Ocltloy, 'means Hod is most 
niifiity.' 

! mi w ziralcct is ft kind of chorus, which tlm. 


minion of the Hast stag upon joyful oeoaeionB.— 
Unmet. * 

. a The Dead Sun, which contains neither unimu,' 
nor viyctaldc life. 
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For this, when rumours reach’d him in his flight, 

Far, far away, after that fatal night,— 

Humours of armies, thronging to th’ attack 
Of tin; Veil'd Chief,—for this he wing'd him hack, 
Elect as the vulture speeds to flags unfurl’d, 

Ami came when nil seem’d lost, and wildly hurl'd 
Himself into the scale, and saved a world ! 

For this he still lives on, careless of all 
The wreaths that glory on his path lets fall; 

For this alone exists—like lightning lire 
To speed one holt of vengeance, and expire! 

Hut safe as yot that Spirit, of Evil lives; 

With a small baud of desperate fugitives, 

The last sole stubborn fragment left unriven 
Of the proud host that late stood fronting heaven, 

Me gain'd Merou—breathed a short curse of blood 
O’er his lost throne—then pass’d the Jihon's Hood, 1 
And gathering all, whose madness of belief 
Still saw a saviour in their down-fallen Chief, 

•liaised the white banner within Nokshob’s gates, 2 
And there, untamed, th’ approaching conqueror waits. 

* 

Of ail his harani, all that busy hive, 

With music and with sweets sparkling alive, 

He took lmt one, the partner of his flight. 

One, not for love—not for her beauty’s light— 

For Zolioa stood withering ’midst the gay, 

Wan as the blossom that fell yesterday 
From th' Alma tree and dies, while overhead 
To day's young flower is springing in its stead ! ;l 
No, not for love-the deepest damn'd must be 
Touch'd with heaven's glory, ere such Heads as lie 
Can feel one glimpse of love’s divinity ! 

But no, she is his victim •—then lie all 

Her charms for him,--charms that can never pall, 

As long as hell within his heart can stir, 

Or one faint trace of heaven is left in her. 

To work an angel’s ruin,.to behold 

As white a page as virtue e’er unroll’d 
Blacken, beneath his touch, into a scroll 
Of dimming sins, seal’d with a burning soul- 
This is his triumph; this the joy accursed, 

That ranks him among demons all but first! 

This gives the victim, that before him lies 
Blighted and lost, a glory in his eyes, 

A light like that with which hell-fire illumes 
The ghastly, writhing wretch whom it consumes ! f 


1 The atioiont Omis. tint lilussmri drop# lmderiicitlh on the aroma. 

,J A city (il'Traiiiioxiiiuft. * (which 1 h lrcquomly isivoroil with these purpie* 

* ‘You never cun ciiHtynuroyoon thiotree,hut wKmroil {lowers), othoro oomn forth in tlicii 
yon uiHcf, there nil,bur hlowmiii or fruit; mill ft# stuiul,' to,, An.— Nmhff, 
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But other tasks now wait him—tasks that, need 
All the deep daringness of thought and deed 
With which the Dives 1 have gifted him—for mark, 

Over yon plains, which night had else made dark, 

Those lanterns countless as the winged lights 
That spangle India’s fields on showery nights , 8 
Far as their formidable gleams they shed, 

The mighty tents of the beleaguerer spread, 

Glimmering along th’ horizon’s dusky line, 

And tlieuce in nearer circles, till they shine 
Among the founts and groves, o’er which the town 
lu all its arm’d magnificence looks down. 

Yet, fearless, from his lofty battlements 
Mokanna views that multitude of tents ; 

Nay, smiles to think that, though entoil’d, beset. 

Not less than myriads dare to front him yet 
That friendless, thrfmeless, he thus stands at bay, 

Even thus a match for myriads such as they ! 

‘ Oh! for a sweep of that dark Angel's wing, 

Who brush'd the thousands of th’ Assyrian king 3 
To darkness in a moment, that I might 
People hell’s chambers with yon bust to-night! 

But come wjiat may, let whs will grasp the throne, 

' Caliph or prophet, Man alike shall groan; 

Let who will torture him, priest—caliph—king— 

Alike this loathsome world of his shall ring 
With victims’ shrieks and bowlings of the slave,— 

Sounds, that shall glad mo even within my grave!’ 

Thus to himself—but to the scanty train 
Still left around him, a far different strain 
‘ Glorious defenders of the sacred crown 
I hear from heaven, whose light nor blood shall drown 
Nor shadow of earth eclipsebefore whose gems 
The paly pomp of this world’s diadems, 

The crown of Gerashid, the pillar’d throne 
Of Parviz , 4 and the heron crest that shone ; 5 
Magnificent, o’er Ali’s beauteous eyes , 0 
Fade like the stars when morn is in the skies! 

Warriors rejoice—the port, to which we’ve pass’d 
O’er destiny’s dark wave, beams out at last: 

Victory’s our own—’tis written in that book 
Upon whose leaves none but tlio angels look, 

1 Thu demons of the Persian mftholoijy, carried them lo a rock, which at Ids command 

Urrori mention* the fire-flies in India during; opened, and gave thorn a prospect through it of 
tnc rainy bchsoti.—T idv his Travels, tlio treasures of Khonrou/— universal Jlintovu, 

3 Sennacherib, called by the Orientals Kin?of 5 * 'The crown of tierashid is cloudy and 

hious-al -I) Herbetot, famished before the heron tuft of thy turban.*— 

» uiosrocs. lor the description of his throne Prom one of the oleiriesor sonp-s in praise of Ali, 
or palace, wife Gibbon ami D'EerbM. written in characters of gold round the gallery 

Be pillar. il throne .—There were said to be of Abbas * tomb.—CtanKu. 
uniier this throne or palace of Ivhoarou Parviz fi Tlio bounty of Ali'a eyes was so remarkable, 

a hundred vaults filled with * treasures so that whenever the Persians would describe any- 

immense, that some Mohammedan writers tell thing as very lovely, they say it is AynHali.or 
us, tar Prophet,, to encourage his disciples. UiM-tves of A|i.— Chardi'>- 
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That Islam’s sceptre shall beneath the power 
Of her great foe fall broken in that hour, 

When the moon’s mighty orb, before all eyes, 

From Ncksheb’s Holy Well portentously shall rise! 

Now turn and see! -—’ 

They turn’d, and, as lie spoke 
A sudden splendour all around them broke, 

And they beheld an orb, ample and bright, 

Else from the Holy Well, and cast its Jight 
Round the rich oity and the plain for miles, 1 — 

Flinging such radiance o’er the gilded tiles 
Of many a dome and fair-roof'd imaret, 

As autumn suns shed round them wlnai they set! 

Instant from all who saw th’ illusive sign 
A murmur broke—* Miraculous! divine!’ 

The Gheher bow’d, thinking liS idol star 

Had waked, and burst impatient through the bar ■ 

Of midnight, to inflame him to the war! 

While he of Moussa's creed saw, in that ray, 

The glorious light which, in his freedom’s day, 

Had rested on the Ark, 2 and now again 
Shone out to bless the breaking of his 4hain! 

* To victory!’ is at once the cry of all- 
Nor stands Mokanna loitering at that call; 

But instant the huge gates are flung aside, 

And forth, like a diminutive mountain-tide 
Into the boundless sea, they speed their course 
Eight on into the Moslem’s mighty force, 

The watchmen of the camp,—who, in their rounds, 

Had paused and even forgot the punctual sounds 
Of the small drum with which they count tlio night, 8 
To gaze upon that supernatural light,— 

Now sink beneath an unexpected arm, 

And in a death-groan give their last alarm. 

* On for the lamps, that light yon lofty screen, 4 
Nor blunt your blades with massacre so mean; 

There rests the Caliph—speed—one lucky lance 
May now achieve mankind’s deliverance!’ 

Desperate the die—such as they only cast, 

Who venture for $ world and stake their last, 

But Fate’s no longer with him—blade for blade 
* Springs up to meet them through the glimmering shade, 

11 II omusupendant deux mots lo pouplo do la 8 Shcchlnali, called Sakinat in the Koran.— 
Hilo do Nokhseheb on taut sorllr toutos lea Sale's Me, chap. 11. 1 
nuitH du foods d’un pulls mi corps luminous 3 Thu parts oi tlio night are made known ns 
Hcmbliihlc a la Luno, qui portoit sn lntnliw well by iiiHtrumonts of music, as by lie rounds 
jnsmi’ii la distance do plusionrs vnillos —D JIer■ of. the watchmen with cries and i small drums.— 
hrhl. Ilovioo he was culled Saamddh Mali, or Murder's Oriental Omlom , vol, i, p, III), 
the Moon-nuikcr. , 4 The Surrapurda, high screens of red ejotli. 

Wo aro not told moro of this trick or tlio lm- stlffimod with cane, used to enclose a consider- 
piiHtor, than that it was *mio machine qu’il able space round the royal touts, —Note* on the 
disalt toe la Luno.* Babardamuh. 
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Ana, as the clash is heard, new legions soon 
Pour to the spot,—like bees of Kauzeruon 1 
To tile shrill timbrel’s summons,—till, at length, 

The mighty camp swarms out in all its strength, 

And back to Neksbeb’s gates, covering the plain 
With random slaughter, drives the adventurous train; 

Among the last of whom, the Silver Veil 
Is seen glittering at times, like the white sail 
Of some toss’d vessel, on a stormy night, 

Catching the^empest’s momentary light 

And hath not tliii brought the proud spirit low, 

Nor dash’d his brow, nor check’a his daring '! No ! 

Though half tty wretches, whom at night lie led 
To thrones and victory, lie disgraced and dead, 

Yet morning hears him, with unshrinking crest, 

Still vaunt of throuestatul victory to the rest;— 

And they believe him!—oil! the lover may 
Distrust that look which steals his soul away 
The babe may cease to think that it can play 
■' With heaven’s rainbow alchymists may doubt 
The shining gold their crucible gives out;— 

But Faith, fanatic Faith, oneg wedded fast 
To some deaf falsehood, hugs it to the last, 

Ami well th’ impostor know all lures and arts, 

That Lucifer e’er taught to tangle hearts; 

Nor, ’mid these last hold workings of his plot 
Against men’s souls, is Zelica forgot, 

Ih-fated Jielica! had reason been 

Awake, through half the horrors thou hast seen, ' 

Thou never conklst have borne it - death had come 
At once, and taken thy wrung spirit home. 

But ’twas not so—a torpor, a suspense 
Of thoilght, almost of life, came o’er th’ intense 
And passionate struggles of that fearful night, 

When her last hope of peace ami lmaven took ’iligb. 

And though, at times,.a gleam of frenzy broke,-- 
As through some dull volcano’s veil of smoke 
Ominous Hashings now and then will start, 

Which show the lire’s still busy at its heart; 

Yet was she mostly wrapp'd in sullen gloom,~ 

Not snob as Azini's, brooding o’er its doom, 

And calm without, as is the' brow of death, ' 

While busy worms are gnawing underneath!— « 

But in a blank and pulseless torpor, free 
From thought or pain, a scal’d up apathy, 

Which left her oft,, with scarce oho living thrill, 

Hie cold, pale victim of her torturer’s will. 

Again, as in Moron, ho had her deck’d 
Gorgeously out, the Priestess of the sect; 

^Frarn the groves of orange-trees at Kumnsmtho hoes <■«» a celeb*,nod torn.' '~4W« 


LALLA WOKE. 


381 

And led her glittering forth before the eyes 
Of ins rude train, as to a sacrifice; 
d allul as she, the young, devoted Bride 
tllc Nile, when, deck’d in all the pride 
V . 1 I01,1 IL s Fc sinks into his tide ! l 
Anil while the wretched maid hung down her head, 

Ami. stood, as ono just risen from tiic dead, 

Amid that gazing crowd, the fiend would tell 
dliH credulous slaves it was some charm or spoil 
diissessd her now,-and from that darken’d trance 
Wioulil dawn ere long their faith’s deliverance. 

Or if, at tunes, goaded by guilty shame, 
iter soul was roused, and words of .wildness came, 
instant the bold blasphemer would translate 
Her ravings into oracles of fate, 

Would hail heaven’s signals in her flashing eyes 
Ami call her shrieks the language of the skies!' 

, t vain at length his arts—despair is seen 
(.lathering around; and famine comes to glean 
All that tiic sword had left unreap’din vain 
At morn and eve across the northern plain 
Jlii looks impatient for the promised spi®rs 
01 tlio wild hordes and Tartar mountaineers, 

I hey come pot—while his fierce huleaguerers pour 
r,lignum of havoc in, unknown before, 

Ami horrible as now; 8 -javelins, that fly 
Knwnaitlied with smoky flames through the dark sky, 

And red-hot globes that, opening as they mount, 

Uisdiavge, as iroiu a kindled naplitha fount, 3 

J it ,lt ‘. llis da * Inatmmenl. of Five, whose lliinw cannot be or 

pi . In lame time the kgyiitians formerly finguiKherl, is supposed to signify the Greek 
>«; linul a jriHinir virgin to tlieOi.il of the Nile; lire .-WilM Hmtl of India, vol. if ,,.471.' 
lot hoy now milliii a statue ol earth in Htm,m Tint mention of guupiiwder ns iu use among 
I, , f| j |i f, 1,1,11 '‘7 h'lve llic imnw ol the the Arabians long l.eibre its supposed discovery 
Ili.lioiliwl lliide, mid throw it into the river.--- in Uurope, Is introdtieiid by libit Mid, Hie 

it II,.,, ,-1 , . „ , . HKJIdiau geographer, who lived iri tlw ihirtiumth 

. . . " ‘"'F 11 wh eh win ueciisioiially lent century. 'ilodU,* he says, ‘in the form of 
hy th. unprrois tu lheir nllies. It was* nays seovpions, bound round stud filled with nitron, 

■■ Wk u, citherhtiim ieiimriiil-liothn lsuls nue powder, glide along, making u gentle noises 
' nm, ! Vl | and J«v«lln» } then exploding, they lighten us it were, and 

Uui i d round wills Him mid tow which lmd Imrn. Hut there lire othern, which, east into 
del ply n "I,"d |.|ii! inlliininmhie oil.' the air, stretch, along like a cloud, muring isor- 

In-tt they knew llm secret ol the (iroolt lire rihly, ns thunder roars, mul on sill sides vomiting 
among the ItliisHiihoiuis early m the dfovenlii out llumcs, lmret, hum, mid reduce to cinders 
ei|"lin%appears t , " | ii liow's'Accouutol'llliiHiood whatever Domes in their way. 1 'I lie historian, 
I. *• iM'-ii ijiuirrivt'dill,Mouhtin, (lutliiij^'tluiitho Hen Abdulin, iu kiiuuMiii* of tlio stea : of 
cimnliy o he .Ills was deleiided hy great rivers, Alinlunliil, in the year of the Hegira 712, says, 
l «: ''fdwwl liltonn bjimlmi In Hits tu be built, nu.'Ii ' A linry ^lohu, by nit'ium of eombustible mutter. 
V . 1,1 '! he mined wall sis iron spikes, pro- with a mighty noise suddenly emitted, strikes 
jertmir Imm theiMirmvii mid sides, to prevent with the force of lightning, mid shukes the 
their ln'isif- hoarded h.v the enemy, who were *MW~Vid»iheMmMmQi*irhMlM. 
Vciy expert In that kilidnl war, When lie hud Amh, J/imm, in tlw Apmiidu in dleriniiUnh 
JmiuclisM this llcer, ho ordered twenty archers litowy i/Wory of tie Middle 
into each boat, awl llve othere with lirc-imlls, 9 Mmkurge,mjrm a k'wdM I'mphthn fount. ~ 
to imrn the emit ol tlio Jtta, and naplitha to set Sec HmiwayVAeconnt of tiie Springs of Naphtha 
t he whole river on lire,' at ilaku' (which is culled by Ueutomnitl’ottingor 

Use Agues Aster, too, In Indian poems, the JnnlaJHaiikltiie, ortho Naming Moutlil, taking 
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Showers of consuming lire o’er all below; 

Looking, as through tli’ illumined night they go. 
Like those wild birds 1 that by the Magmas oft, 
At festivals of lire, were sent aloft 
Into the air, with biasing faggots tied 
To their huge wings, scattering combustion wide! 
All night the groans of wretches who expire, 

In agony, beneath these darts of lire, 

Ring through the city—while, descending o’er 
Its shrines and domes and streets of sycamore 
Its lone bazars, with their bright cloths of gold, 
Since the last peaceful pageant left unroll’d;— 

Its beauteous marble baths, whose idle jets 
Now gush with blood; - and its tall minarets, 
That late have stood up in the evening glare 
Of the red sun, unlmllow’d by a prayer;— 

O’er each, in turn, the dreadful flame-bolts fall, 
And death and conflagration throughout all 
The desolate city hold high festival! 


Mokanua sees the world is his no more;— 

One sting departing, and hi# grasp iff o'er, 

1 What! drooping now thus with unblushing cheek, 
He hails the few, who yet can hear him speak, 

Of all those famish'd slaves around him lying, 

And by the light of blazing temples dying ;~ 

* What!—drooping nownow, when at length we press 
Home o'er the very threshold of success; 

When Alla from our ranks hath thiun'd away 
Those grosser branches, that kept out his ray 
Of favour from us, and we stand at length 
Heirs of his light and children of his strength, 

The chosen few, who shall survive the fall 
Of kings and thrones, triumphant over all! 

Have you then lost, weak murmurora as you are, 

All faith in him, who was your Light, your Star ? 

Have you forgot the oyo of glory hid 
Beneath this Veil, the flashing of whose lid 
Could, like a sun-stroke of the desert, wither 
Millions of such as yonder chief brings hither ? 

Long have its lightnings slept—too long—but now 
All earth shall feel th’ unveiling «f this brow! 


fire and miming into tire sea. Dr. Cooke, in his 
Journal, mentions some wells in Circassia 
strongly impregnated with this inflammable oil, 
from which issues boiling water. 'Though the 
weather,’ lie adds, ‘was now very cold, the 
warmth of these wells of hot water produced 
near them the verdure and flowers of spring,’ 
Major Scott Waving says that naphtha is used 
by the Persians, as wo are told it was In hell for 
lamps, 

——- 'many a row 
Of starry lamps and blazing cressets, fed 


With naphtha and asphaltns, yielded light 
Ah from a sky,’ 

’ 'At the great festival of fire, called the Sheb 
>Scvi, they used to set tiro to largo bunches of 
dry (•(iiiilmsiililes, tautened round wild beasts 
and birds, which being then let loose, the air anil 
earth appeared one great illumination; and us 
these terrified cniaturcs naturally fled to the 
wood for shelter, it is easy to conceive the con¬ 
flagrations they produced,’-- Sichnrimn's Din* 
seriatim, 


To-night-yes, sainted men! this very night, 

I bid you all to a fair festal rite, 

Whore,having deep refresh’d each weary limb 
With viands, such as feast heaven’s cherubim, 

And kindled up your souls, now sunk and dim, 

With that pure wine the Dark-eyed Maids above 
keep, seal’d with precious musk, for those they love, 1 — 
I will myself uncurtain in your sight 
The wonders of this brow’s ineffable light; 

Then lead you forth, and, with a winkdisperse 
Yon myriads, howling through the uuivorse!’ 

Eager they listen—while each accent darts 
New life into their chill’d and hope-si2k hearts ;~ 

Hueli treacherous life as the cool draught supplies 
To him upon the stake, who drinks and dies! 

Wildly they point their lances to the light 
Of the fast-sinking sun, and shout ‘ To-night !’- 
‘ To-night,’ their Chief re-echoes, in a voice 
Of fiend-like mockery that bids hell rejoice! 

Deluded victims—never hath this earth 
Seen mourning,half so mournful as their mirth! 

Jim, to tlu; few whoso Iron frames hadHtood 
This racking waste of famine and of blood, 

Faint, dying wretches clung, from whom the slumt 
Of triumph like a maniac's laugh broke out ;— 

Thmi, others, lighted by the smouldering lire, 

Danced, like wan ghosts about a funeral pyre, 

Among the dead and dying, strew’d around ;— 

While, some pale wretch look’d oil, and from his wound 
I'locking the fiery dart by which lie bled, 

In ghastly transport waved it o’er his head! 

’Twas more than midnight now—a fearful pause 
Had follow’d the long shouts, the wild applause, 

That lately from those Royal Gardens burst, 

Where tlm Veil'd Demon hold his feast accurst, 

When {Julian—alas, poor ruin’d heart, 

In every horror doom'd to hear its part !— 

Was hidden to the banquet by a slave, 

Who, while his quivering lip the summons gave, 

Grow Hlaek, as though the shadows of the grave 
Gompass’d him round, and, ore he could repeat 
His message through, fell lifeless at her feet! 
.Shuddering she went—a soul-felt pang of fear, 

A presage, that her own dark doom was near, 

Roused every feeling, and brought reason back 
Oneo more, to writhe her'last upon the rack. 

All round seem’d tranquil—even tlm foe bad censed, 

As if aware of that demoniac feast, 


< * The rifflitmiiH aludl be jjiven to drink of purr wine, waled; the seal whereof ahull bi innsk.'- 
JS'iimh, fllaiji. fwili 
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flis fiery bolts; and though the heavens look’d red, 

’Twas but some distant conflagration’s spread, 

But hark !—she stops—she listens—dreadful tone! 

’Tis her Tormentor’s laugh—and now, a groan, 

A long death-groan, comes with it—can this he 
The place of mirth, the bower of revelry? 

Sho enters—holy Alla, what a sight 
Was there before her! By the glimmering light 
Of the pale dawn, mix’d with the iiaro of brands 
That round fay burning, dropp’d from lifeless hands, 

She saw the board, in splendid mockery spread, 

Rich censers breathing—garlands overhead— 

The urns, the,cups, from which they late had quaff’d. 

All gold and gems, but—what had been the draught ? 

Oh ! who need ask that saw those livid guests, 

With their swollen heads sunk blackening on their breasts, 

Or looking pale to heaven with glassy glare, 

As if they sought but saw no mercy there; 

As if they felt, though poison rack’d them through, 

Remorse the deadlier torment of the two! 

While some, the bravest, hardiest in the train 
Of their false Chief, who, oi; the battle-plain, 

Would have*met death with transport by his side, 

Hero mute and helpless gasp’dnut, as they died, 

Look’d horrible vengeance with their eyes' last strain, 

And clench’d the slackening hand at him in vain, 

Dreadful it was to see the ghastly stare, 

The stony look of horror and despair, 

Which some of these expiring victims east 

Upon their souls’ tormentor to the last 

Upon that mocking fiend, whose Veil, now raised, 

Show’ll them, as in death’s agony they gazed, 

Not the long-promised light, the'brow, whose beaming 
Was to come forth, all conquering, all redeeming, 

But features horribler than hell e’er traced 
On its own broodno demon of the waste , 1 
No churchyard glide, caught lingering in the light 
Of the bleas’d sun, e’er blasted human sight 
With lineaments so foul, so fierce, ns those 
Th’ impostor now, in grinning mockery, shows— 

‘There, ye wise saints, behold yenir Light, your Star,— 

Ye would bo dupes and victims, and ye are.' 

Is it enough ? or must I, while a thrill 
Lives in your sapient bosoms, cheat you still ? 

Swear that the burning death ye feel within, 

Is but the trance, with which heaven's joys begin; 

Tlmt this foul visage, foul'as o’er disgraced 
Even monstrous man, is-after God’s own taste ; 

1 'Tilt! Afgliauna believe ouch of the numerous often illimtmln the wildness of any sequesUtnl 
solitudes and deserts of their country to bo in- trlbo, by snyimr they in n wild ns the Demon of 
hilntod by a lonely demon, whom they cull the the Waste.'-Ji'Wsiuloim’a Cmlml. 

Ghooleo Heonbim, or Spirit of the Wuato. They 
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And that—but see i —ere 1 have half-way said 
My greetings through, th' nneourteous souls are fled, 

/farewell, sweet spirits! not in vain ye die, 

HU'Ms loves you half so well as L— 

Ha, any young bride !-’tis well-take thou thy seat; 

Nay, come—no shuddering—didst thou never meet 
The dead before?—they graced our wedding, sweet; 

Ami these, my guests to-night, have brimnVd so true 
Their parting cups, that thru Shalt pledge one too. 

But—liow is this ?—all empty? all druflk up ? 

Hot lips have been before thee in the cup, 

Young bride,—yet stay—one precious drop remains, 

Enough to warm a gentle Priestess’ Vfns;- 

Here, drink—and should thy lover’s conquering arms 
Speed hither, ore thy lip lose all its charms, 

Give him Imt half this venom in thy kiss, 

And I’ll forgive my haughty rival’s bliss! 

1 For me—I too must die—but not like those 
Vile, rankling things, to fester in the breeze; 

To have this brow in ruffian triumph shown, 

With all death’s grimness added to its own, 

And rot to dust beneatli the taunting irfes 
Of slaves, exclaiming, ‘There his Godship lies ! — 

No—cursed race—since first my soul drew breath, 

They’ve been my dupes, and shall be, even in death, 

Thou seo’st yon cistern in the shade—’tis fill’d 
With burning drugs, for this last hour distilfd 
There will I plunge ino, in that liquid flame-- 
Fit bath to lave a dying prophet’s frame !— 

There perish, all—ere pulse of thine shall fail— 

Nor leave one limb to tell mankind the tale, 

■So shall my votaries, wheresoe’er they rave, 

Proclaim that Heaven took back the saint it gave;— 

That I’ve but vanish’d from this earth awhile, 

To come again, with bright, imshrouded smile! 

So shall they build mo altars in their zeal, 

Where knaves shall minister, and fools slmll kneel; 

Where Faith may mutter o’er her mystic spell, 

Written in blood—and Bigotry may swell 

The sail he spreads for heaven with blasts from hell! 

Bo shall.iny banner, through long ages, be 
The rallying sign of fraud and anarchy;— 

Kings yet unborn shall rue Mokanna’s name. 

And, though I die, my spirit, still the same, 

Shall walk abroad in all the stormy strife, 

And guilt, and blood, that were its bliss in life i 
But, hark ! their battering engine shakes the wnll- 
Why, let it shake—thus I can brave them all, 

■ ‘ II tlmuia dll poison dime In vift ii tons mis corps, (it (pie mix qui rcstniciit do sn node pule- 
KmiH, i't mi jcttii tui-mflinc imsnite dims mm wivo sent eroire qu’il iHoit nmiitd mi oiiil, ee qul 11a 
pii'iiii! do ili'iiinics lirulanta ct wmsumimtcs, alin mnuqua pin i\'mim'.'~I)'Merhel»t- 
qu’il no rimtiit I'ion ilu tons les ammlmm ilu sun 
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No trace of me shall greet them, when they come, 

And I can trust thy faith, for—thou’lt be dumb. 

Now mark how readily a wretch like me, 

In one hold plunge, commences Deity !’— 

He sprung and sunk, as the last words were said •• 

Quick closed the burning waters o’er his head, 

And Zidica was left—within the ring 
Of those wide walls the only living thing; 

The only wretched one, still cursed with breath, 

In all that frightful wilderness of death! 

More like some bloodless ghost,—such as, they tell. 

In the lone Cities of the Silent 1 dwell, 

And there, uifteeu of all but Alla, sit 
Each by its own pale carcass, watching it, 

But morn is up, and a fresh warfare stirs 
Throughout the camp of the beleaguerers, 

Their globes of fire (the dread artillery, lent 
By Greece to conquering Maliadi) are spent; 

And now the scorpion’s shaft, the quarry sent 
Prom high balistas, and the shielded .throng 
Of soldiers Swinging the huge ram along,- 
All speak tli’ impatient Islamite’s intent 
To try, at length, if tower and battlement 
And bastion’d wall he cot less hard to win, 

Less tough to break down, than the hearts within. 

First in impatience and in toil is ho, 

Hie burning Azim—oh! could he but seo 
Tlx’ impostor once alive within hU grasp, 

Not the gaunt lion's hug, nor boa’s clasp, 

Could match that gripe of vengeance, or keep pace 
With the fell heartiness of hate’s embrace! 

Loud rings the ponderous ram against the walls; 

Now shake the ramparts, now a buttress falls, 

But still no breach- 1 Once more, one mighty swing 
Of all your beams, together thundering!’ 

Thcre-the wall shakos—the shouting troops exult— 

‘ Quick, quick discharge your weightiest catapult 
Right on that spot, and Nekshcb is our own!' 

Tis done— 1 the battlements cnmecrashing down, 

And the huge wall, by that stroke riven in two, 

Yawning like somo old crater, rent anew, 

Shows the dim, desolate city smoking through! 

But strange! no signs of life—nought living seen 
Above, below—what can this stillness mean ? 

A. minute’s pause suspends all hearts and eyes— 

‘ In through the breach,’ impetuous Azim cries; 

1 1 They have nil a limit, reverence for lmrinl-urmimls, which they sometimes call hy tin* poetic u 
name of Cities of the Silent, ami which they people with the '.'hosts of the departed, who nit each t 
the head uf his own koto, invisible to mortal eyos.'-ifytortmw. 
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But the cool Caliph, fearful of some wile 
lu this blank stillness, checks the troops awhile. 
Just then, a figure, with slow step, advanced 
Forth from the ruin’d walls; and, as there glanced, 
A sunbeam over it, all eyes conld see 
The well-known Silver Veil l--‘ ’Tis he, ’tis lie, 
Mokanna, and alone T they shout around; 

Young Azim from his steed springs to the ground 
‘ Mine, holy Caliph! mine,’ lie cries, ‘ the task 
To crush yon daring wretch—’tis all I i$k.’ 

Eager he darts to meet the demon foe, 

Who, still across wide heaps of ruin, slow 
And falteringly comes, till they are near; 

Then, with a bound, rushes on AzimYspear, 

And, casting off the Veil in falling, shows— 

Oh !—’tis his Zelica’s life-blood that flows! 


‘I meant not, Azim,’ soothingly she said, 

As on his trembling arm she loan'd her head, 

And, looking in his face, saw anguish there 
Beyond all wounds the quivering flesh can bear-.* 

‘ I meant not thm shoufelst have the pain of this;—.- 
Though death, with thee thus tasted, is a bliss 
Thou wouldst not rob me of, didst thou hut know 
How oft I’ve pray’d to God I might die so ! 

But the fiend’s venom was too scant and slow j— 

To linger on were maddening—and I thought 
If once that Veil—nay, look not on it—caught 
The eyes of your fierce soldiery, I should he 
Struck hy a thousand death-darts instantly. 

But this is sweeter—oh! believe me, yes— 

I would not change this sad, but dear caress, 

This death within thy arms I would not give 
For the most smiling life the happiest live ! 

All, that stood dark and drear before the eye 
Of my stray’d soul, is passing swiftly by; 

A light comes o’er me from those looks of love, 

Like the first dawn of mercy from above; 

And if thy lips but tell me I'm forgiven, 

Angels will echo the blest words in heaven! 

But live, my Azim ;-oh! to call thee mine 
Thus once again! *my Azim*—dream divine i 
Live, if thou ever lovedst me, if to meet 
Thy Zdica hereafter would he sweet — 

Oh, live to privy for her—to bend the knee 
Morning and night before that Deity, 

To whom pure lips and hsurts without a stain, 

As thine are, Azim, never breathed in vain,— 

And pray that He may pardon her,—may take 
Compassion ou»her soul for thy dear sake, 

And nought remembering but her love to then, 
Make her all thine, all His, eternally I 
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(Jo to those happy Holds where first wo twined 

Our youthful hearts together—every wind 

That meets thee there, fresh from the well-known llowerti, 

Will bring the sweetness of those innocent hours 

Back to thy soul, and thou mayt.it feel again 

For thy poor Zeliea as thou didst then. 

So shall thy orisons, like dew that Hies 
To heaven upon the morning's sunshine, rise 
With all love’s earliest ardour to the skies! 

And should jhey—but alas! my senses fail— 

Oh, for one minute!—should thy prayers prevail- , 

If pardon’d souls may from that World of Bliss 
Keveal their, joy to those they love in this, - - 
I’ll come to tifce—in some sweet dream—and toll— 

0 Heaven-1 die—dear love! farewell, farewell.’ 

Time fleeted.ycai»s on years had pass’d away, 

And few of those who, on that mournful day, 

Had stood, with pity in their eyes, to see 
The maiden's death, and the youth’s agony, 

Were living still—when, by a rustic grave 
Beside the swift Amoo’s transparent wave, 

An aged man. who had grotvn aged there 
By that lomfgravc, morning and night in prayer, 

Bor the last time knelt down—and, though the shaft 
Of death lmng darkening over him, there play’d 
A gleam of rapture on his cyo and cheek, 

That brighten’d even death—like the last streak , 

Of intense glory on tli’ horizon's brim, 

When night o'er all the rest hangs chill and dim,— 

His soul had seen a vision, while ho slept; 

She for whose spirit ho had pray’d and wept 
So many years, had come to him, all dress’d 
Ii? angel smiles, and told him she was blest! 

Hur this the old man breathed his thanks, and died-- 
And there, upon the hanks of that loved tide, 

He ami his Zeliea sleep side by side. 


The story of the Veiled Prophet of Khorassan being ended, they wore now 
(women, to hear Madsen's criticisms upon it, A series of disappointments 
and accidents had occurred to this learned Chamberlain during the journey In 

m first place, those couriers stationed, as in tig! reign of Jjhah Julian, between 
JJelln ami the western coast of India, to secure a constant supply of mangoes 
tor the Koval fable, had, by some cruel irregularity, failed in their duty; and 
to eat any mangoes but those of Mamgong, 1 was, of course, impossible. In the 
next place the elephant, laden with his fine antique porcelain, a had in an unusual 
lit ot liveliness, shattered the whole set to piecesan irreparable loss, as many 

1 ‘ Tho celebrity of Mumming is owing to ils stationed liotwmui Delhi and the Mnlirntln ,™i«i 
KW* nro certainly the best fnut I ever to seciiroan abundniit uml IVenh supply <if nuiti- 
tnstod. i ho parent-tree, ti'oni wlneii all ilmao of goes fertile joynl tnlilc.'-il/rs GriJttw'iJiiitr 
i ns species Wo boon grafted, is honoured ml „fu 

urnl'm « Kl,!ml '• v " ! ,™“ old pomdein is limndin digging, mid 
mid, in tho reign el Hindi Jeiimi, couriers were if it is esteemed, it is net because it hasiieiiuin j 
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of the vessels wore so exquisitely old as to have boon used under the Emperors 
Van and (Jhuii, who reigned many ages before the dynasty of Tang, His Koran 
too, supposed to he the identical copy between the leaves of which Mahomet’s 
favourite pigeon used to nestle, hall been mislaid by his Koran-hearer three 
whole days; nut without much spiritual alarm to Fadladccn, who, though pro¬ 
fessing to hold with other loyal and orthodox Mussulmans, that salvation could 
only lie found in tho Koran, was strongly suspected of believing in his heart 
that it could only he found in his own particular copy of it. When to all these 
grievances is added the obstinacy of the cooks, in potting the pepper of Oanara 
into his dishes instead of the cinnamon of Sorendib, %e may easily suppose that 
lie came to the task of criticism with, at least, a sufficient degree of irritability 
for the purpose. 

‘ Hi order,’ said he, importantly swinging abort, his chaplet of pearls, 1 to 
convey with clearness my opinion of the story this young man has related, it is 

necessary to take a review of all the stories that have ever-’ ‘My good 

Eadladoen!’ exclaimed the Princess, interrupting him, ‘ we really do not do- 
servo that you should give yourself so much trouble. Your opinion of the 
poem we have just heard will, I have no doubt, be abundantly edifying, with¬ 
out any further waste of your valuable erudition.’ 1 If that be all,’ replied the 
critic, evidently mortified at not being allowed to show how much he knew 
about everything lint the subject immediately before him‘if that be all that 
is retmired, the matter is easily dispatched.’ He then proceeded to analyse 
the poem, in that strain (so well known to the unfortunate bards of Delhi) 
whose censures were an infliction from which few recovered, and whose very 
praises were like the honey extracted from tho bitter flowers of the aloe. Thu 
chief personages of tho story wore, if lie rightly understood them, an ill- 
favoured gentleman, with a veil over Ilia facea young lady, whose reason 
went and, came according as it suited the poet's convenience to be sensible or 
otherwise;—and a youth in one of those hideous Buchariau bonnets, who took tho 
aforesaid gentleman in a veil for a .Divinity, ‘ From such materials,’ said ho, 

' what can lie expected ?—After rivalling each other in long speeches and absur¬ 
dities, through some thousands of lines as indigestible as the filbords of Benina, 
our friend in the veil jumps into a till) of aqua-fortis; the young lady dies in a 
sot speech, whose only recommendation is that it is her last; and the lover lives 
mi to a good old ago, for the laudable purpose of seeing her ghost, which he at 
last happily accomplishes and expires. This, you will allow, is a fair summary 
of tho story; and if Nasser, the Arabian merchant, told no better, our Holy 
Prophet (to whom ho all honour and glory!) had no need to he jealous of his 
abilities for story-telling.’ 1 

With respect to the style, it was worthy of the matter;—it had not even 
those politic contrivances of structure, which make up for the commonness of 
the thoughts by the ^i!enliiirity«if the manner, nor that stately poetical phraseo¬ 
logy by which sentiments mean in themselves, like the blacksmith's 2 apron 


nny now degree of liiiiuity In tint ourtli, but bo- , 1 ' I,a lecture do ocs Fables plnisoit si fort aux 
cause it but; relumed ils undent bounty; mid ibis Ambon, quo, quoad Mahomet bn eiitrotiinoit tie 
ilium! is el'great iiiiiuirtunee in C'lima, where ITlistolw du l’Ancien Testament, ils leuiinuprl- 
lljcy |{ivu lame sums fur the suiullcel vessel.? soient, lul dissnt quo eel ins quo Nasser lour ra< 
Which were used under tin: Gmpcrure Van and cuntoiont dtoioiU bcaueoni) plus belles. Cette 
I'liuii, win) reigned ninny awes before tire dynasty preference attira ii Nasser la ninlodiotinn no Ma- 
«f Tung, at which time niireelaiu began to be hornet et do tons m iliseipIcs.’-H'J/emrfet. 
used by the Kmporors' (about tile" year 413).— 3 The blacksmith Guo, who suecessliiily re- 

/iioi's CollitHnii i if Ciiriimn Obmmtimu, &u, i a sisteil tho tyrant Zoliak, and whose apron became 
Inn! innmiatioii of some purlsof the IMIrn Mi- the Ueyul Standard of Persia. 

Junta d CurmiK* of tho Missionary Jesuits. I 
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converted into a banner, are so easily gilt and embroidered into consequence. 
Then as to the versification, it was, to say no worse of it, execrable: it had 
neither the copious How of Ferdoni, the sweetness of Hafez, nor the sententious 
march of Sadi; but appeared to him, in tho uneasy heaviness of its movements, 
to have been modelled upon the gait of a very tired dromedary. Ihe licences 
too in which it indulged were unpardonable; for instance tins lme, and the 
poem abounded with such 

Like the faint exquisite mimic of a dream, 

1 What critic that can coiuft, ’ said Mladcen, 1 and lias his full complement of 
fingers to count withal, would tolerate for an instant such syllabic superllnitics '!’ 
—He here looked round and discovered that most of his audience were asleep; 
while the glimmering lamp,^seemed inclined to follow their example. It be¬ 
came necessary, therefore, however painful to himself, to put an end to lug 
valuable animadversions for the present, and be accordingly concluded, with an 
air of dignified candour, thus'^notwithstanding the observations which 1 
have thought it my duty to make, it is by no means my wish to discourage the 
young manso far from it, indeed, that if he will lmt totally alter his style of 
writing and thinking, 1 have very little doubt that I shall bo vastly pleased 
with him.’ 

Some days elapsed, after this harangue of the Great Chamberlain, before 
Lalla Eookh could venturg to ask for another story, The youth was still u 
welcome guest in the pavilion;—to one heart, perhaps, too dangerously web 
come—but all mention of poetry was, as if by common consent, avoided, 
Though none of the party had much respect for Fadludueu; yet his euuBiirea, 
thus magisterially delivered, evidently made an impression on them all. Thu 
Poet himself, to whom criticism was quite a new operation (being wholly un¬ 
known in that Paradise of tho Indies, Cashmere), felt the shock as it is gene¬ 
rally felt at first, till use lias made it more tolerable to the patient ;—the ladies 
began to suspect that they might not to be pleased, and seemed to conclude, 
that there must have been much good sense in what Fadladeon said, from its 
having set them all so soundly to sleep ;—while the self-complacent Chamber. 
lain was left to triumph in the idea of having, for the hundred and fiftieth time 

in his life, extinguished a Poet. Lalla Ilookh alone—and Love knew why. 

persisted in being delighted with all she bad heard, and in resolving to hear 
more as speedily as possible. Her manner, however, of first returning to the 
subject was unlucky. It was while they rested during the heat of mum near a 
fountain, on which some hand had rudely traced those well known words freni 
the Garden of Sadi,—‘ Many, like me, have viewed this fountain, but they are 
gone, and their eyes are closed for ever!—that she took occasion, front the 
melancholy beauty of this passage, to dwell upon the charms of poetry in 
general. 1 It is true,’ she said, * few poets can tinitato that sublime him, widen 
Hies always in the air, and never touches the earthp—it is only mice in many 
ages a Genius appears, whose words, like those on the Written'‘Mountain ; 3 knit 1 

i ‘The Huma, a bird peculiar to the Hast. It according to tho practinenf bis family.’—J/ V/AhV 
is supposed to fly constantly in the air, and never Smith of Mia, Hu mills in a imti':~ "i'lie 
touch tlic ground; it is looked upon ns a bin) of liunm is a fabulous bird. The bend «wr wliit-1: 
nappy omens and that ovory head itovorshades its Mow once pusses will assuredly iiimhvled 
wiil in time wear a crown,' '—ItiehurdmH. with a crown,’ 

In tho terms of alliance made by Fraud Cola - 'To tlw pilgrims to Mount Sinai w« must 
Khan with Hydorin 17«0, ono ol'the stipulations attribute tho inscriptions, figures, ike. <m llmw 
was, that he should have the distinction of two rocks, which have from thence immured the mono 
honorary attendants standing behind him, hold- nf the Written Mountain.’— Vulwy, M.iiubrlin 

tons composed of the feathers of the huma, und others have boon at much pains to attach 
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for everbut still there are some, aa delightful, perhaps, though not so won¬ 
derful, who, if not stars over our head, arc at least flowers along our path, and 
whose sweetness of the moment we ought gratefully to inhale, without calling 
upon them for a, brightness and a durability beyond their nature. In short,’ 
continued she, blushing, as if conscious of being caught in an oration, ‘it is 
quite cruel that a poet cannot wander through his regions of enchantment, 
without having a critic for ever, like the Old Man of the Sea, upon his back l’ 1 — 
Mladcen, it was plain, took this last luckless allusion to himself, and would 
treasure it up in bis mind as a whetstone for his next criticism. A sudden 
Silence ensued; and the Princess, glancing a look afr Fcramorz, saw plainly she 
must wait for a more courageous moment. 

But the glories of Nature and her wild, fragrant airs, playing freshly over 
tho current of youth ful spirits, will soon heal even deeper wounds than the 
dull k’adladoons of this world can inilict. In ah'evening or two after, they 
came to the small. Valley of Gardens, which bad boon planted by order of 
the Emperor for bis favourite sister llochipara, during their progress to Cash- 
mere, some years before; and never was there a more sparkling assemblage of 
sweets, since the Gulzar-u-Ireni, or Hose-bower of Iroui. Every precious flower 
was there to bo found, that poetry, or love, or religion lias over consecrated; 
from the dark hyacinth, to which Hafez compares his mistress’s hair, 8 to the 
Humttittlu," by whose rosy blossoms the heaven of India is scented. As they 
sat in the cool fragrance of this delicious spot; and Lalla Rookh remarked that 
sbo could fancy it the abode of that Flower-loving Nymph whom they worship 
in the temples of Katbay,' 1 or of one of those Peris, those beautiful creatures 
»f the air, who live upon perfumes, and to whom a place like this might make 
some amends for tho Paradise they have lost,—the young Poet, in whose eyes 
she appeared, while she spoke, to be one of the bright spiritual creatures she 
was describing, said hesitatingly that ho remembered a Story of a Peri, which, 
if the Princess had no objection, lie would venture to relate, 1 It is,’ said be, 
with an appealing look to Eadlaileon, ' in a lighter and bumbler strain than the 
otherthen, striking a few careless but melancholy chords on bis kitar, lie 
thus began : — 

,"omo mysterious and iuipoHunt niimuiu^ In tliosn justly jiroeuveil it Uio name of Cumnlatiior Lovo's 
iiisi:ri|ilimis; lmt Niebuhr, as well as Volnoy, Creeper,‘--tfii 1 W, Jam, 
thinks Unit limy must, have been executed at iillti ‘Cilmnlatii limy also mean a mythological plant, 
Hum's by tint travellers to Mount Sinai, 'who hy which all desires are granted to such as in- 
.vum witifiliml with cutting the unpolished roek luibil: the Iiouvcn of Iuclra; nml if over flower was 
witli uny pointed instrument! milling to their worthy of paradise, it is our charming Ipomfoa. 1 
mimes mnl the date of their journeys some rude —lind, 

figures, which bespeak i ho hand of n people but ♦ Thnfjimer-kviny Nymph whom they worship 
little skilled in tile iirlu.'—iV/oAwAr. in ihe tmple,i nf Kathay — Kutliay, 1 ought to 

1 Tlie Story id'Siuhud the Sailor. • have mentioned before, ton name for Chinn. 

2 Fen hi the Jurt hynnxih la mhieh J^fes men ' According to Father Preiiinve In Ilia tract on 

jwmi hie Mtlmt't Mir.-Vide Mfi Jhjte, Chinese Mythology, (lie mother of Fo-hiwus the 
iiilo V, daughter of heaven, snrnnmwl Flower-loving j 

a To the OAimththl, hy whme my hlnmim fb and'ns the nymph was walking alono on the 
ha m « if Mm in inmteil.— "l'lio (,’amalntii bank of driver, she found hcrflolf encircled by t) 
(called hy Limumiii, (potmen) is tho most lieau- rnlnlimv, after wliieh she became pregnant, and, 
I did of its order, both in tho colour and form of at tint cud of twelve years, was delivered of a son 
its leaves ami flowers i its elegant blossoms urij, vndiirt fts limolfA-vlsiui'. See- 
■‘celestial rosv red. love's nfopor hue," mid hovei 
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PARADISE AND THE PERI. 


Onk morn a Peri at the gate 

Of Eden stood, disconsolate; 

And as she listened to the Springs 
Of Life within, like music flowing, 

And caught the light upon her wings 
Through the half-open portal glow- 

mg, 

She wept to think her rocrCant race 

Should e’er have lost that glorious 
place! 

r 

1 How happy!’ exclaim’d this child of 
air, 

Are the holy spirits who wander tlftro, 

1 ’Mid flowers that never shall fade 
or fall; 

Though mine are the gardens of earth 
and sea, 

And the stars themselves have flowers 
for me, , 

One blossom of heaven out-blooms 
them all! 

Though sunny tlio Lake of cool Cash- 
mero, 

With its plane-tree isle reflected clear, 1 
And sweetly the founts of that valley 
fell: t 

Though bright are the waters of Sing- 
su-hay, 

And the golden floods, that thither¬ 
ward stray, 2 

Yet—oh, 'tis only the blest can say 
How the waters of heaven outshine 
them all! 

‘Go, wing thy flight from star to 
star, 

From world to luminous world, as far 
As the universe spreads its flaming 
wall 


1 ‘ Numerous small islands emerge from the 
Lake of Cnalmum, One is called Char Cheuanr, 
from the plane-trees upon it.'—i'owto*. 

2 ‘The Allan ICol, nr Golden River of Tibet, 
which runs into the Lukes of Bliie-sa-hay, lias 
abimrlnnco of gold in ilii.sands, which-employs 
the Inhabitants iilftho summer in gathering It/-. 
Bmription of Tibet in Pinhrtim. 

11 I'lmt like flimer which . Jlrimim my'- 

Mourns iwmlwrn Inti in jpuredutf.—’Thu Ikali- 
niins of this province insist thurtlie blue (limipuc 
flowers only in Paradise.’--Sir IV, Junes. It an- 


Take all the pleasures of all tlio spheres, 
And multiply each through endless 
years, 

One minuto of heaven is worth them 
all!’ 

The glorious Angel, who was keeping 
The gates of Light, hohehl her weeping; 
And as he nearer drew and listen'd 
To her sad song, a tear-drop glisten’d 
Within his eyelids, like tile spray 
From Ellen’s fountain, when it lies 
On the blue flower, which—Bramins 
say— 

Blooms nowhere lmt in Paradise !* 

‘ Nymph of a fair, lmt erring line!’ 
Gently he said—' One hope is thine, 
'Tis written in the Book of Fate, 

The. Pm yet muj he furyimi 
Who hrinyndii Him Ktcrml Gale 
.*VV«r Gift that « mod dear to Ileimnl 
Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin 
’Tis sweet to let tlio Pardon’d in!’ 

Rapidly as comets run 
To tli’ embraces of the 
Fleeter than the starry brands, 

Flung at night from angel hands 4 
At those dark anil (hiring sprites, 

Who would climbth’ empyreal heights, 
Down the blue vault the Peri flies, 

And, lighted earthward by a glance 
That just then broke from morning’s 
eyes, 

Hung hovering o’er our world’s ex¬ 
panse. 

But whither shall the Spirit go 
'I'o find this gift for heaven ?—* T know 
The wealth,’ she cries, ‘of every urn, 

In whiijli umninibdi’Tl rubies burn, 

peers, however, fwm u curious Idler of (he 
Sultan of Mcnangeabmv, givuu hyM.mIcn.thut 
one place oil earth may lay claim to tlio posses¬ 
sion of it. ‘This is the Sultan, who keeps the 
Mower Clmmpnkn tliet is trine, anil to bo found in 
no other country hut his, being yellow else- 

where.'. MnnJtm’s SnMilvtt, 

v' The Mahometans suppose that fallinjr stars 
ere tin.' firebrands wherewith the good angels 
drive away the hud, when they approach too 
ueur the. emp v ™«m, in; verge of tku heavens.’-- 
Fmr, 
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Beneath tlio pillars of Cliihninar j 1 — 

1 know where the Isles of Perfume are 2 
Many a fathom down in the sea, 

To the south of sun-bright Araliy ; :i — 

1 know too whore the Genii hid 
Tho jo well’d oup of tlmir king Jainshid,' 1 
With Ufa's elixir sparkling high— 

But gilts like these are not for the sky. 
Where was there over agem that shone 
Like the steps of Alla’s wonderful 
Throne? 

And the Drops of Life—oh! what 
would they he 

In the boundless Deep of Eternity? 

While thus' sfio mused, her pinions 
faiiii’d 

The air of that sweet Indian land, 
Whoso air is balm; whose ocean spreads 
O’er coral rooks and amber beds; 5 
Whoso mountains, pregnant by the 
bourn 

Of the warm suu, with diamonds tcoiu ; 
Whoso rivulets are like rich brides; 
Lovely, with gold beneath their tides ; 
Whoso sandal groves and bowers of 
spico 

Might ho a I’ori’s Paradise ? 

But crimson now her rivers ran 
With human blood—the smell of 
death 

Caino rooking from their spicy bowers, 
And man, the sacrifice of man, 


Mingled his taint with every breath 
Upwafted from tlio innocent flowers! 
Lund of the Sun ! what foot invades 
Thy pagods and thy pillar'd shades 6 — 
Thy cavern shrines, and idol stones, 
Thy monarch and their thousand 
thrones? 

’Tis he of Gasua 7 —fierce in wrath 
He comes, and India’s diadems 
Lie scatter’d in his ruinous path.— 

His bloodnoundshe adorns with gems. 
Torn from the violated necks 
Of many a young and loved Sul¬ 
tana 

Maidens, within their puro Zenana, 
Priests in the veryfanclio slaughters, 
And chokes up with the glittering 
wrecks 

Of golden shrines the sacred waters! 

Downward the Peri turns her gaze, 
And, through the war-field's bloody 
haze , 

Beholds a youthful warrior stand, 
Alone, beside his native river,— 

The red blade broken in his hand 
And the last arrow in bis quiver, 

1 Live,’ said the conqueror, ‘ live, to 
share 

The trophies and the crowns; I bear !’ 
Silent that youthful warrior stood— 
Silent lie pointed to the flood 
All crimson with his country's blood, 


1 The Forty Pillars; ho the Persians cull the 
ruins of l’M'Hiipolm. It isinwirined liy lliom that 
tills palace, mill the edifices at. ifruiltiee, were tmilt 
by itimii, lor the purpose of hiding iu their sub- 
tormneims caverns immense trenanroii, which 
BtlH'roBinin there.— D'lM'M, Vdmj, 

2 The IkIch of ['unchain. 

3 Dioilorusmentiountlic Isle of I’anchiiia, to tlio 
south of Arabia Felix, where there was a temple- 
of Jupiter. This islumj, or rather cluster of 
Isles, has (liaappeareri, ‘ annlt (says (iratidpre) in 
tlio abyss made by the-lire beneath their luniula- 
tlmiH.'— Km/cii/e in (he Vidian (keiiu. , 

* ‘Theciip of Jamshld, discovered, they nay, 
when digging for tiro loundutlomi of i'orsiipulis.’ 

— Hinharilmn , 

s O'it eiirul htinh nnd tanker hods.—' Like tlio, 
sea of India, whose bottom is rich with pearls 
and ambergris, whose mountains on llm eeaet 
are stimul with gold anil precious atoned, whoso 
guile lireed orcaturea that yield ivory, and among 
, tlio plants of whose ahores are ebony, red wood, 
and tlm wood of ilairzioi, aloes, camphor, doves, 
Baiidal-tvuml, and al! other spices aw! aromatics« 


where parrots and peacocks arc birds of thj 
forest, and musk and civet arc collected upon 
tlm lauds.’—2'r undo of Tim Mohammlms. 

0 Tin/ ri math nnd thy fMlitr'd shades. 

• The tionileii twigs take root, and daughters 
grow, 

About tin) mother-tree, a pillar'd man. 

Milton. 

1 Malimimd of Gama, nr Gliimi, who eon- 
querod India in tlio bogiimlng of the eleventh 
century.-Fide h» IMury in Vow ami Str J, 
Mulcohu . . , 

«< [t is raporled that tlm hunting equipage of 
the Sult.au Mahmoud was so maguiiiemit, that lie 
kept 40(1 greyhounds and bloodhounds, each or 
which wore a collar set with jewels, and a cover 
ing edged with gold and pearls.’- mmm\ 
History, vhl. iii- , , , 

< with this immeiiBO treasure Mahmooil le 
turuud to Ghiatil, and in tlio year 400 prepared 
a luaguilleent (estival, whore lie displayed to the 
people iiia wealth in golden thrones ami other 
ornnuiontn, in a great plain without the cit y ot 
Gluaii.'—iWnhw,' 
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Then sent his last remaining dart, 

For answer, to th' invader’s heart. 

False flew the shaft, though pointed 
well; 

The tyrant lived,'the hero foil !— 

Yet mark'd the i'eri where he lay, 

And when the rush of war was past, 
Swiftly descending on a ray 
Of morning light, she caught the 
last— * 

last glorious drop his heart had shed, 
Before its free-born spirit tied ! 

1 Be this,’ she cried, as film wing'd her 
flight, ' 

‘ My welcome gift at the Gates of Light, 
Though foul are tliedrops that oft distil 
On the field of warfare, blood like 
this, 

For liberty shed, so holy is, 1 
It would not stain the purest rill, 

That sparkles among the bowers of 
bliss ! ' 

Oh! if there lie, on this earthly sphere, 
A boon, an offering Heaven holds dear, 
'Tin the last libation Liberty draws 
From the heart that bleeds and breaks 
in her cause. 1' 

1 Sweet,’ said the Angel, as she gave 
The gift into his radiant hand, 

Sweet is our welcome of the brave 
Who die thus for their native laud.— 
But see—alas!—the crystal bar 
Of Edou moves not—holier far 
Than e’en this drop the boon must he, 
That opes the Gates of Heaven for 
tlioc!' 

> Objections may lie made ..to my use of flic 
won] liberty, in this, and more especially in the 
story that follows it, ns totally inapplicable to 
any state or thiniw that him ever existed iii the 
Hast j but though I cannot, of course, menu, to 
employ it in that ciilnrjfeil and noble sense which 
is so well understood at the present day, and, I 
grieve to say, ho little acted upon, yet it is no 
disparagement to Hie word to apply it to that 
national independence, that freedom from tlm 
interference mid dictation of foreigners, without 
which,indeed, no liberty of any kind can exist, ami 
for which both Hindoos and Persians Ibught 
against their Mussulman invaders with, in many 
cases, a bravery that deserved much better success, 
f> 1 The Mountains of the Moon, or the Montes 
Lunie of antiquity, at the foot of which the Kilo 
is supposed to rise. 1 ’-Brace. 'Sometimes 


Her first fond hope of Eden blighted, 
Now among Afrio’s Lunar Moun¬ 
tains, 3 

Far to the south, the Peri lighted; 
And sleek’d her plumage at the 
fountains 

Of that Egyptian title, whoso birth 
Is hidden from the sons of earth, 

Deep in those solitary woods, 

Where oft the Genii of the Floods 
I Dance round the cradle of their Nile, 
And hail the now-horn Giant’s smile ! s 
Thence, over Egypt’s palmy groves, 
Her grots, and sepulchres of kings, 4 
The exiled Spirit sighing roves; 

And now hangs listening to the doves 
In warm Rosetta’s vale 3 —now loves 
To watch the moonlight on the wings 
Of the white pelicans that break 
The assure calm of Mcuris’ Lake. 8 
",l.\vas a fair scene—a land more bright 
Never did mortal eye behold! 

Who could have thought, that saw 
this night 

Those valleys and their fruits of 
A’oid, 

Basking in heaven’s serencst light 
Those groups of lovely date-trees bend¬ 
ing 

Languidly their leuf-erown’d heads, 
Like youthful maids, when sloop de¬ 
scending 

Warns them to their silken beds ; 7 — 
Those virgin lilies, all the night 
Bathing their beauties in the lake, 
That they may rise more fresh and 
bright, 

When their beloved sun’s awake 

called,’ snyfl Jackson, ‘Jilibol Kumrio, or tlm 
White nr Lmnir-eolimrcil Mountains; ho n 
white horse is culled by tlio Arabians n moon- 
colimvtHl Jinrne.' 

3 'Tlm Nile, which the Ahysainiunn know by 
thciiumesof Alin;,- mill Alinvy, or the Giant,’— 
Asiaf, Itcmri’h, vol. I. p, 1187. 

4 Pi,ie Perry's' View of the 1,event' for nn no 
count of the sepulchres in Upper Thebes, and the 
numberless grots, covered nil over with hiero¬ 
glyphics, in the mountnins of Upper Kgypt. 

r 61 Tlie orchards of Rosetta ere tilled with 
turtle-doves,'— Simiiiiii, 

3 Savary mentions tha pelicans upon Hake 
Miens, 

7 ‘ The superb date-tree, whoso head languidly 
reclines like that of a handsome woman over¬ 
come With sleep,'—.Dqfard cl H.adad. 
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Those ruin’d shrines and towers that 
seem 

Tlio relies of a splendid dream ; 

Amid whose fairy loneliness 
Nought but the lapwing’s cry is heard, 
Nought seen but (when the shadows, 
flitting 

Fast from the moon, unsheath its gleam) 
Some purple-wing'd sultana 1 sitting 
Upon a column, motionless 
And glittering, like an idol bird !— 
Who could have thought, that there, 
e'en there, 

Amid those scenes so still and fair, 

The Demon of the Plague hath east 
From his hot wing a deadlier blast, 
More mortal far than ever came 
From tlio red desert’s sands of flame ! 

So (prick, that every living thing 
Of human shape, touch’d by his wing, 
Like plants, where the simoom hath 
past, „ 

At once falls black and withering! 0 

Tlio aun went down on many a brow, 
Which, full of bloom and freshness 
thou, 

Is rankling in tlio pest-house now, 

And ne’er will feel that sun again ! 
And oh 1 to see th’ iitilmried heaps 
On which the lonely midnight sleeps— 
The very vultures turn away, 

And sicken at so foul a prey! 

Only the liereor liyimut stalks 2 
Throughout the city's desolate walks 
At midnight, mid his carnage plies— 
Woe to tlm half-dead wretch, who 
meets 

Iho glaring of those largo blue eyes’ 1 
Amid tlm darkness of the streets! 

‘ Poor race of Men!’ said the, pitying 
Spirit, ♦ i 
1 Dearly ye pay for your primal fall— 

1 ‘That bountiful bird, with plumage of tlio 
finest shilling lilni>, with purple lienk and legs, 
the iittluriil ami living oriumioiit nf the temples 
and palaces nf the Greeks mid Romans, which, Is 
from tlm NUitelluoss of its port as well ns the 
brilliancy of its culunm, has obtained the title of 
Sultana, Sonnitii, 

ft 

s Jackson, spooking of the plague that occurred 
in West Hnrhary when lie was there, says, ‘ The 
birds of i lie air fled away Ipim the abodes of men. 


Some flowerets of Eden ye still inherit, 
But the trail of the Serpent is over 
them all!’ 

She wept-the air grew pure and dear 
Around her, as the bright drops ran; 
Tor there’s a magic in each tear, 

Such kindly spirits weep for man ! 

dust then, beneath some orange-trees, 
Whose fruit^'iud blossoms in the breeze 
Were wantoning together, free, 

Like ago at play with infancy— 
Beneath that fresh and springing bower, 
Close by the lake, she heard the 
moan 

Of one who, at this silent hour, 

Had thither stolen to die alone, 

Ouo who in life, where’er he moved, 
r Drow after him the hearts of many ; 
Yet now, as though he ne’er were loved, 
Dies here, unseen, unwept by any ! 
None to watch near him—none’to slake 
The lire, ttmt in his bosom lies, 

With e’en a sprinkle from that lake, 
Which shines so cool before his eyes- 
No voice, well known through many a 
day, 

To speak the last, the parting word, 
Which, when all other sounds decay, 

Is still like distant music heard, 

That tender farewell an the shore 
Of this rude world, when all is o’er, 
Which cheers the spirit, ere its bark 
Puts oil'into the unknown dark, 

Deserted youth! one thought alone 
Shed joy around his soul in death— 
Tlmtshe, whom he for years hiulknown, 
And loved, and might have call’d his 
own, 

Was safe from this foul midnight’s 
breath;— 

Safe in her father's princely halls, 
Where the cool airs from fountain falls, 


The liyinuis, on tlio contrary, visited the come- 
: leries,' &e. 

3 'Guild,o wiiH full of liyicnns from the time it 
etunnid.ilari; till the dawn of day, seeking tlio 
(lillurent pieces of slarghtcvcd carcases, which 
this, eriiol mid unclean people expose In the 
streets without burial, and who firmly.believe 
that those ftniiniila ore Fnliiahtn from tho neigh¬ 
bouring mountains, transformed by magic, and 
conic down to eat human flesh in the dark in 
safety,.'-ifruco, 





lALLA iWQKll 


Freshly perfumed by many a brand 
Of the sweat wood from India's land, 
Were pure as she whoso brow they 
farm'd. 


But see,—who yonder comes by stealth, 
This melancholy bower to seek, 

Like a ymuig envoy, sent by Health, 
With rosy gifts upon her cheek ? 
’Tis she-far off, through moonlight, 
dim, 

He knew his own betrothed bride, 
She, who would rather die with him, 
Than live to gain the world beside !— 
Her arms are round her lover now, 

His livid cheek to hers she prestos, 
And dips, to hind his burning brow, 

In the cool lake her loosen'd tresses. 
Ah ! once, how little did he think 
An hour would eoino, when lie should 
shrink 

With horror from that dejtr embrace. 
Those gentle arms, that wore to him 
Holy as is the cradling place 
Of Eden’s infant cherubim ! 

And now he yields—now turns away, 
Shuddering as if the venom lay 
All in those proffer'd lips alone— 

Those lips that, then so fearless grown, 
Never until that instant came 
Near his unask’d or without shame. 

‘ Oh! let me only breathe the air, 

The blessed air, that’s breathed by 
thee, 

And, whether on its wings it hear 
Healing er death, ’tis sweet to nip ! 
There,—drink my tears, while yet they 
fall,— 

Would that my bosom’s blood were 
balm, 

Ami, well thou know’st, I’d shod it 
•all, 

To give thy brow one minute’s calm. 

Nay, turn not from mo that dear face. 

Am I not thine—thy own loved 
bride— 

The one, the chosen one, whose place 
In life or death is by thy side l 


\ Think’st thou that she, wnose only 
I light, 

In this dim world, from time hath 
shone, 

Could hoar the long, tho eheuriessnight, 
That must be hors, when thou art 
gone '! 

That I can live, and let thee go, 

Who art my life itself ?—No, no— 
When the stem dies, the leaf that grow 
i Out of its heart must perish too! 

; Then turn to me, my own love, turn, 

! Before like thee I fade and hum; 

! Cling to those yet cool lips, and share 
Tho hint pure life that lingers them !’ 

| Shu faila-aho sinks-as dies the lamp 
| In charnel aim or cavern-damp, 

J So quickly do his baleful sighs 
Quench ail the sweet light of her eyes! 
One struggle-and his pain is pant— 
Her lover is no longer living! 

Ono kiss the maiden gives, one last, 
"Long Iuhh, which she expires in 
giving! 

‘Sleep,’, said the I'eri, as softly she 
stole 

'The farewell sigh of that vanishing 
j soul, 

Am true as o'er warm’d a woman’s 
breast;-- 

‘Sleep on, in visions of odour rest, 

In balmier aim than ever yet stivr’il 
I Th’ enchanted pile of that holy bird, 
Who sings at tho last his own death 

lay. 1 . 

And in music and perfume dies away !' 

Thus saying, from her lips she spread 
I!iieai'iihly breathings through the 
place, 

And shook her sparkling wreath and 
staid » 

Such lustre o’er each paly face, 

That like two lovely saints they seem'd 
Upon tlm eve of doomsday taken 
From their dim graves, in odour sleep* 
ingi— . 

While that benevolent I’eri beam’d 


“In tlin Hast,limy uupim tlm I'lnimix to melodiousair nl'dillorwd harmonies llmmeli his 
Have fifty orifices in his lull, wlifeli are ecniinueil lilly' organ pipes, Hups his wings with a velocity 
to lib tail; ami that, after living one thnuNiuid which sets lire to the wood, and consumes Win* 
yearn, ha builds himself a funeral mile, Dings a nu|f,’— Mkhnnim. 
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Like their good angel, calmly keeping To one, who look’d from upper air 
Watoh o’er them, till their souls O’er all th’ enchanted regions there, 
would waken ! How beauteous must have been tlm 

But morn is blushing in tho sky; glow, 

Again the Peri soars above, The life, tho sparkling from below !_ 

Bearing to heaven that precious sigh Fair gardens, shining streams, with 
Of pure, self-sacrificing love, ranks 

High throbb’cl her heart, with hope Of golden melons on tlioir hanks, 
elate, More golden whore the sunlight falls ;— 

Tho Elysian palm she soon shall win, Cay lizards, glittering on the walla’ 1 
For the bright Spirit at tho gate Of ruin’d shrines, busy and bright, 
Smiled as she gave that offering in; As they were all alive with light 
And she already hears the trees And, yet more splendid, numerous 
Of Eden, with their crystal bells Hooks “> 

Hinging in that ambrosial breeze Of pigeons, settling on the rocks, 

That from the Throne of Alla swells; With their rich restless wings, that 
And she can see the starry howls |ldaiu 

That lie around that lucid lake, Variously in tho crimson beam 

Upon whose hanks admitted souls 0/ the warm west,-as if inlaid 

Their first sweet draught of glory With brilliants from tho mine, or made 
take l 1 Of tearless rainbows, such as span 

But ah ! oven Peris’ hopes arc vain- TV unclouded skies of Periston ! 
Again the Fates forbade, again 0 And then, tlw mingling sounds that 
Tlieimmortal harrier closed--'not yet,’ come, 

The Angel said as, with regret, Of shepherd's ancient reed, 4 with limn 
Ho shutfroiii liorthat glimpse of glory— Of the wild bees of Palestine 
‘ True was the maiden, and her story, Banqueting through the flowery 
Written in light o’er Alla’s head, vales;— 

By seraph eyes shall long be read. And, ..Iordan, those sweet hanks ol 
But, Pori, see—tho crystal bar thine, 

Of Eden moves not—holier far And woods, so full of nightingales 1" 

Than overt sliia sigh the boon must be . ,, , 

That opes the Gates of Heaven for But nought can charm the luckless 
thee,’ Bun; 

Her soul is sad—her wings are weary— 
_ T Joyless alio sees tho sun look down 

Now, upon Syria’s land of roses 3 0u that groat Temple, mice his own, 15 

Softly the light of eve reprises, Whoso lonely columns stand sublime, 

And, like a glory, the broad ami Flinging tlioir shadows from on high, 

Hangs over sainted Lebanon; Like dials, which the wizard, Timo, 

W hose head in wintry grandeur towers, Hail ^pto t:wm fc his ages by! 

And whitens with eternal sleet, 

While aiumner, in a wile of Howard, Yet haply there may lie conceal’d 
Is sleeping rosy at his foot. Beneath those chambers of the sun, 

* 'Oil tile shores ofa iiumlrmiRulurlake stand a great court, of the Temple of tho dim lit Hnull.ee, 
Iboitmind goblets made of atom, out of which, amounted to many thousands! the ground, tlm 
souls predestined to enjoy, felicity drink tini walls,,nud stones of tlin rumoo buildings, wore 
crystal wave,'— 'From Chutmnhrimul'ii fJtxeity- Covered with thuliiA-JKi'iwf, 
timi of the Mahometan jPiimlixn, in in's Jlmtiei 1 The Syrinx, or Pan’s pljio, is still u piutlorn! 
uf ChriManitij. ’ instrument in Syria,—. Jlumi. 

‘ a itiolmrdHon thinks that Syria had its name 5 AmlmMhmfoUtf'Hlfiltiriffi'ifctr -''The river 

from Snri, a beautiful and doheate apteia* of rose Jordan is on l.olli aides. beset with little, Ihiek, 
lor which that country has linen always famous: and pleasant woods, among which thousands of 
heueo, Suristan, the Laud of Bows. ’ nightiuRtilea wurhla ail together .'—Tkeamt 

3 "l'lio number of lizards I saw one day in the 4 The Tomnlc of tlie duo at llaalbeu- 
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Rome amulet of gems?, anneal'd Yet tranquil now that man of crime 
In upper fires, some tablet seal’d (As if the balmy evening time 
With the great name of Solomon, Soften’d his spirit) look’d and lay, 
Which, spell’d by her illumined eyes, Watching the rosy infant’s play: — 
May teach her where, beneath the Though still, whene’er his eye by chance 
moon, Fell on the boy’s, its lurid glance 

In earth or ocean lies the boon, Met that unclouded, joyous gaze, 

The charm, that cau restore so soon, As torches that have burnt all night 
An erring Spirit to the skies ! Through some impure and godless"rite. 

* Encounter morning's glorious rays, 

Cheer’d by this hope, she bends her 

thitherBut hark! the vesper call to prayer, 
Still laughs the radiant eye of heaven, As slow the orb of daylight sets, 

Nor have the golden bowers of oven Is rising sweetly on the air, 

In the rich west begun to .witherBrora Syria’s thousand minarets! 
When, o’er the vale of Balbeo winging Tho boy has started from the bed' 1 
Slowly, she sees a child at play, Of flowers, where ho had laid his head, 
Among tho rosy wild-flowers singing, And do™ upon the fragrant sod 
As rosy and as wild as they; Kneels, with his forehead to the 

Chasing, with eager hands and eyes, south, 

The beautiful blue damsel-Hies, 1 Lisping th’ eternal name of God 
That flutter’d round the jasmine stems, , Erom purity’s own cherub month, 
Like vingbd flowers or flying gemsAnd looking, while his bauds and eyes 
And, near the boy, who, tired with play, Are lifted to the glowing skies, 

Now nestling 'mid the roses lay, L'ko a stray babe of Paradise, 

She saw a wearied man dismount 'List lighted on that flowery plain, 

From his hot stood, and ou the brink And seeking f or its homo again! 

Of a small imaret’s rustic fount 2 Lh, ’twas a sight—that heaven—that 
Impatient fling him down to drink, child— _ 

Then swift his haggard brow lie turn’d A scene, which might have well be* 
To the fair child, who fearless sat, guiled 
Though never yet hath dayboam lnirn’d E’<m haughty Ebiis of a sigh 
Upon a brow more fierce than that, — F«r glories lost and peace gone by! 
Sullenly fierce—a mixture dire, 

Liko thunder-clouds, of gloom and lire ; And how felt he, the wretched Man 
In which the Peri’s eye could read Reclining there—while memory ran 

Dark tales of many a ruthless deed; O’er many a year of guilt and strife, 

The min’d maid---tho shrine profaned— Flew o’er the dark flood of his life, 
Oaths broken—audtbethresholdstain’d .Nor found one sunny resting-place, 

With blood of guests l—there written, Nor brought him back one branch of 
all, grace? 

Black as the damning drops that fall ‘ Thews watt a times,’ lie said, in mild, 
From the denouncing Angel's pen, Heart-bumbled tones—‘thou blessed 
Ere Mercy weeps them out again! child! 


1 ‘You behold there a considerable number of Turks as at the oonimon hours of prayer are on 
ft remarkable species of beautiful insects, thci the road, or so employed as not to find convent, 
elegance of whose appearance and their attire once to attend tho mosques, are still obliged to 
proa lived for them the name of Damsels,’— execute that duty; nor are they ever known la 
Somiim. fail, whatever business they are then about, but 

* Of a mail imanl't rustic fmt ,—Imamt pray immediately when the hour alarms them, in 

'hospice mi on logootnourrit, gratis, les pdlerlns that very place they chance to stand m'~Aum 
pendant troia jours.’— 'Mmni, Mill's fm™'*, 

* knj has started the bei,—‘ Such 


LALLA ROOM. 9 . 399 


When, young and haply pure as thou, 

I look’d and pray’d like thee—but 
now—’ 

He hung his head—each nobler aim 
And hope and feeling, which had 
slept 

From boyhood’s hour, that instant came 
Fresh'o’er him, and he wept—he 
wept! 

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence ! 

In whose benign, redeeming flow 
Is felt the first, the only sense 
Of guiltless joy that guilt can know. 
‘There’s a drop,’ said the Peri, ‘that 
down from the moon 
Falls through the withering airs of 
June 

Upon Egypt’s land, 1 of so healing a 
power, 

So balmy a virtue, that e’en in the hour 
That drop descends, contagion dies. 
And health reanimates eitrth and 
skies !— 

Oh ! is it not thus, thou man of sin, 
The precious tears of repentance fall ? 
Though foul thy fiery plagues within, 
One heavenly drop hath dispell’d 
them all!’ 

And now—behold him kneeling there 
By the child’s side, in humble prayer, 
While the same sunbeam shines upon 
Tho guilty and the guiltless one, 

And hymns of joy proclaim through 
hoaveu 

The triumph of a soul forgiven! 

’Twas when the golden orb had set, 
While on their knees they linger’d yet, 


There fell a light, more lovely far 
Thau ever came from sun or star, 

Upon the tear that, warm and meek 
Dew’d that repentant sinner's cheek: 
To mortal eye this light might seem 
A northern flash or meteor beam— 

But well th’ enraptured Peri knew 
’Twas a bright smile the Angel throw 
From heaven’s gate, to hail that tear 
Her harbinger of glory near! 

‘ Joy, joy for ever! my task is done— 
The Gates are pass’d, and heaven is 
won! • 

Oh! am I not happy ? I am, I am— • 
To thee, sweet Eden! how dark and 
sad 

Are the diamond turrets of Shadukiam, 2 
And the fragrant bowers of Ambera> 
bad! 

' Farewell, ye odours of earth, that die, 
Passing away like a lover’s sigh ! 

My feast is uww of the tooba tree, 3 
Whose scent is the breath of eternity! 

1 Farewell, ye vanishing flowers, that 
shone 

In my fairy wreath, so bright and 
brief,— 

Oh 1 what are the brightest that e’er 
have blown, 

To tbe lote-tree, springing by Alla’s 
Throne, 4 

Whoso flowers have a soul in every 
leaf! 

Joy, joy for ever!—my task is done— 
The Gates arc pass’d, and Heaven is 
won!’ 


* And this, said tho Great Chamlierlain, 1 is poetry ! this flimsy manufacture 
of the brain, which, in comparison with the lofty and durable monuments of 
^ciiius, in ns tho gold ork of ZEMium beside the etBriial aicliitoctuic of 

1 The Nucla, or Miraculous Drop, which falls 
in Egypt precisely oil St. John's clay, in dune, 

«ml is supposed tu have the effect of stopping the 

Country of DuligiiWho name of a 
province in the kingdom of Jinulataii, or I 1 airy 
Land, tho capital of which is called tho City of 
Jewels, Amborabftd'is smother - ot tho cities ot 
jimiistim, , . „ . 

a The tree Tooba, that stands hi l’aradise m 


tho palace of Mahomet,-Safe’s I’relim, disc. 
‘.Tonka,’ says D’Horholot, ‘ signifies beatitude, 
#r eternal happiness,’ 

i Malwraot is described, in tho 63rd chapter of 
the Korun, as having seen the angel Gabriel ‘by 
the lote-tree, beyond which there is no passing; 
near it is tho Garden of Eternal Abode,’ Tills 
tree, say the commentators, stands in the 
seventh heaven, on the right hand of the Throne 
of God. 




* LALLA BOOM. 


Egypt!’ After this gorgeous sentence, which, until ft few more of the same 
kind, Fadladccm kept by him for rare and important occasions, lie proceeded to 
the anatomy of the short poem just recited. The lax and easy kind of metre 
in which it was written ought to bo denounced, lie said, as one of the loading 
tamses of the alarming growth of poetry in our times. I f some cheek were not 
given to this lawless facility, we should soon be overrun by a race of bards as 
numerous and as shallow as the hundred and twenty thousand streams of 
Basra. 1 They who succeeded in this style deserved chastisement for their very 
Successas warriors have been punished, even after gaming a victory, because 
they had taken the liberty of gaining it in an irregular or unestablished manner. 
What, then, was to lie said to those who failed ? to those who presumed, as in 
the present lamentable instance, to imitate the licence and ease of the bolder 
sons of song, without any of that grace or vigour which gave a dignity even to 
negligencewho, like them, thing the jereed 2 carelessly, but not, like them, 
w the mark‘ and who,’ said he, raising his voice to excite a proper degree of 
wakefulness in his hearers, 1 eonipve to appear heavy and constrained in the 
midst of all the latitude they have allowed themselves, like one of those young 
pagans that dance before the Princess, who has the ingenuity to move as if her 
limbs were fettered in a pair of the lightest and loosest drawers of Masuli- 
patam!’ 

It was but little suitable, lie continued, to the grave march of criticism tii 
follow this fantastical Peri, of whom they had.just heard, through all her 
Slights and adventures between earth and heaven, but lie could not help ad¬ 
verting to the puerile conceitedness of the Three (lifts which she is supposed td 
carry to the sides, —a drop of blood, forsooth, a sigh, and a tear! How the 
first of these articles was delivered into the Angel’s ‘ radiant hand' he professed 
himself at a loss to discover;-and as to the safe carriage of the sigh and the 
tear, such Peris and such poets were beings by far too incomprehensible for 
him even to guess how they managed such matters. 1 But, in short,’ said liy 
‘ it is a waste of time and patience to dwell longer upon a thing so incurably 
frivolous, -puny even among its own puny race, and such as only the Banyan 
Hospital for Sick Insects 11 should undertake.’ 

In vain did Lalla liookli try to soften this inexorable critic; in vain did 
she resort to her most eloquent commonplaces,—reminding him that poets were 
a timid and sensitive race, whose sweetness was not to bo drawn forth, 
like that of the fragrant grass near the Ganges, by crushing and trampling upon 
them*—that severity often destroyed every chance of' the perfection which it 
demanded; and that, after all, perfection was like the Mountain of the Talis- 

1 ‘It is said dial the rivers or streams of with dean straw for them to repose on. Abovo 
Basra wore reckoned in the time of Petal hen Abi stairs were depositories for seeds of many sorts, 
Hof doll, inul amounted to the number of orio and [lain broad disho* for water, lor the use of 
hundred and twenty thousand streams .’—Elm birds and insects,’ 
llmhal. It is said that all animals know the Banyans, 

1 The name of the javelin with which the that the most timid approach them, and that 
Easternsexmdse.— Cmtdlan,Maun dcs Othn- birds will lly nearer to them than toother 
tom. iii. p, ltll, _ people,— Vide Onmlpri. 

3 For a description of this Hospital of the * fPhase sweetness tm not to bo drawn forth 
Banyans, vide ‘ Parsons' Travels' p. 2(12, * Thisi like, that of the fragrant grass near the Ganges, 
account excited a desire of visiting the Banyan by crushing and trampling upon them,—' A very 
Hospital, as I liad hoard much of tlioir benovo- fragrant grass from tliu banks of the Ganses, 
lenco to all kinds of animals that were either near Ilcridwar, which in some places covers 
sick, lame, or infirm, through age or accident, whole acvw, and diffuses when crushed r. strong 
(in my arrival, there were presented to my view odour.’— Sir W. Junes on, the Spikenard of the 
manv horses, cmvs, and oxen, in one apartment; Ancimti. 
in imullioiy dugs, sheep*' goats, and juoukpjfs*!. 
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r, U tTu!?.tm U b, J 'T P* !t:; :i,lllimit 1 Neither these gentle axioms, 
t looks with which they wav inculcated, could lower fur one 

Gn ' ' u fc '' at,uu "* i’A'llailefu's eydmiiTji, or eharru liiiu into anything like 
tlu. ! h e, "® u *> 0 !;«]'»’“ toleration. ofkrhiet Toleration, imlteil watt not among 
■uni r« v 1 V t :^ fcts ot j :iW P :! ^ ecn ‘"uned the sunn- spirit into matters of pnetvv 
" e UU| ^ though little versed in the beauties or sublimities of either, 
1 the art of persecution in both. His zeal, too, was the 

. r whether the game before him was paeans or poetasters, 
~w o ’shippers ot cows, or writers of epics. 

-livin now arrived at the splemliil city of Laho*e, whose mausoleums ami 
iim on!’ ! 1 , K ' wlt aml Bdiulwrless, where Death seamed to share equal 
firm ft i vmi ^ * iave Powerfully affected the heart and iuiagina- 

t o l ot Lalla luiokli, it feelings more of this earth hail not Wen entire posses- 
L * 7 r : ll l' t ‘ ul J\ -She win here met by awnea&n, despatched from Cash- 
t*e, w io lnfuiiued her that the King had arrived in the valley, ami was him- 

KutT th ° sum P tt,,,lls lmpuftidM that were 'making in the 
S.UO ns ot the bhahnmr for her reception. The chill slm felt mi receiving this 
ntefimenec -winch to a bride whose heart was free cad light would have 
ougu only images of atlectioi: and pleasure,—convinced her that her peace 
as gone tor ever, ami that she was in love, irretrievably in love, with young 
i euimovz. J lie veil, which this passion wears at first, hud fallen off, ami to 
ow that she loved was now as painful aa to love mllmit knowing it had been 
eiicious. I 1 eramorz, too,—what misery would be lift, if the sweet hour:; of 
n ueotuse so imprudently allowed them should have stolen into his heart the 
same fatal fascination as into hem;—if, notwithstanding her rank, ami the 
modest homage he always paid to it, even k should have yielded to the initii- 
enee ot those long and happy interviews, where music, poetry, the delightful 
»cenes of nature,—all tended to bring their hearts close together, ami to waken 
iy every means that too ready passion, which often, like the young of the 
desert-bird, is warmed into life by the eyes alone I s She saw but one wav to 
preserve herself from being culpable as well as unhappy, .-iid this, however 
painful, she was resolved to adopt. _ Fenunore must no more he admitted to her 
presence,. To have strayed so far into the dangerous labyrinth was wrong, hut 
to linger in it, while the clue was yet in her hand, would he criminal. Though 
the heart she had to offer to the King of Bucliaria might he cold ami broken, 
it should at least be pure; and she must only try to forget the short vision of 
happiness she had enjoyed,—like that Arabian shepherd, who, in wandering 
into the wilderness, caught a glimpse of the Gardens of Iran, and then lost 
them again for ever ! 3 

The arrival of the young Bride at Lahore was celebrated in the most en¬ 
thusiastic manner. The rajas and omras in her train, who had kept at a 
certain distance during the jmirngy, and never encamped nearer to the l’rinccsE 
than was strictly necessary for her safeguard, here rode in splendid cavalcade 
through the city, and distributed the most costly presents to the crowd. 
Engines were erected in all the squares, which cast forth showers of confectionery 
among the people; while the artizans, in chariots,* adorned with tinsel and 
dying streamers, exhibited the badges of their respective trades through the 
streets. Such brilliant displays of life fed pageantry among the palaces, and 

1 'Near this is a curious hill, called Koh 3 The Arabians believe that the ostriches hatch 

Tahsm, the Mountain of the lahsiiiait, because, their young by only looking at tiiem.-P, 
according to the traditions of the wmntrv, no Van alike, Sekt.dlKimte. 
neruon ever succeeded in gaining its summit.’- 3 Sale’s Koran, nob, vol. ii. p. -lad 
Kinheir. i 4 Artisans in Chariot!.—Oriental Talas. 
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domes, and gilded minarets of Lahore, made the city altogether like a place of 
enchantment; particularly on the day when Lalla Kookh set out again upon 
her journey, when she was accompanied to the gate by all the fairest ana 
richest of the nobility, and rode along between ranks of beautiful boys and 
girls, who waved plates of gold and silver flowers over their heads 1 * as they 
went, and then threw them to be gathered by the populace. 

For many days after their departure from Lahore, a considerable degree of 
gloom hung over the whole party. Lalla Kookh, who had intended to nuke 
illness her excuse for not admitting the young minstrel as usual to the pavilion, 
soon found that to feign indisposition was unnecessaryFadladeeu felt the 
loss of the good road they had hitherto travelled, and was very near cursing 
Jehan-Quire (of blessed memory!) for not having continued his delectable alley 
of trees, 5 at least as far as the mountains of Cashmere ;—while the ladies, who 
had nothing now. to do all day but to be fanned by peacocks’ feathers and 
listen to Fadladeeu, seemed heartily weary of the life they led, and, in spite of 
ill the Great Chamberlain's criticisms, were tasteless enough to wish for the 
Poet again. One evening, as they were proceeding to their place ot rest lor the 
night, the Princess, who, for the freer enjoyment of thu air, had mounted her 
favourite Arabian palfrey, in passing by a small grove heard the notes of a lute 
from within its leaves, and a voice, which she but too well knew, singing the 
following words 

Tell me not of joys above! Who that feels what love is here, 

If that world can give no bliss, All its falsehood—all its pain— 

Truer, happier than the love ■ Would, for oven elysium’s sphere, 

Which enslaves our souls in tins! Bisk the fatal dream again ? 

Tell me not oE Hoorn’ eyesWho, that midst a desert’s heat 
' Far from mo their dangerous glow, Sues thu waters fade away, 

If those looks that light the skies Would not rather die than meet 

Wound like some that burn below! Streams again as false as they ? 

The tone of melancholy defiance in which these words were uttered, wont to 
Lalla Rooldi’s heartand, as she reluctantly rode on, she could not help feel¬ 
ing it as a sad but sweet certainty that Feramorx was to the full as enamoured 
ami miserable as herself. 

The place where they encamped that evening was the first delightful spot 
they had come to since they left Lahore. On one side of them was a grove full 
of small Hindoo temples, and planted with the most graceful trees of the East; 
where the tamarind, the cassia, ami the silken plantains of Ceylon were 
mingled in rick contrast with the high fan-like foliage of the Palmyra,-that 
favourite tree of the luxurious bird that lights up the chambers of its nest with 
fire-flies. 3 * In the middle of the lawn where the pavilion stood there was a 
tank surrounded by small mangoe trees, on the clear cold waters of which 


i Fojishta, Guiro from Agra to Lahore, is planted with trees 

Waved plates iff gold aid diner flowers am oil each side. 

their heads.—' Or rather,' says Scott, upon the Mis detestable ullqi of trm .- fins road fo 291 
passaeo of Porlshta, from which this is taken, leagues in Irmrtli, It 1ms * little pyramids or 

• small coin, stamped with tlw figure of a flower, turrets,‘ says Bunder, ‘ erected every half ieuinie, 

They are still used in India to distribute in to mark the ways, and frequent wells in olVord 

charity, and, on occasion, thrown by the purse- drink to passengers, ami to water (lie young tiws,' 

bearers of the grunt among the populace.' a The llaya, ,u* Indian Gross-Beak,—AV IV 

8 The fine road made by the Emperor Johan- Jonei 
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floated multitudes of the beautiful red lotus, 1 while at a distance stood the nuns 
of a strange and awful-looking tower, which seemed old enough to have been 
the temple of some religion no longer known, and which spoke the voice ot 
desolation in the midst of all that bloom and loveliness. This singular rum 
excited the wonder and conjectures of all, Lalla Kookh guessed in vain, and 
the all-pretending Fadladeeu, who had never till this journey been beyond the 
precincts of Delhi, was proceeding most learnedly to show that lie knew nothing 
whatever about the matter, when one of the ladies suggested, that perhaps 
Foramens could satisfy their curiosity. They were now approaching his native 
mountains, and this tower might be a relie of some <$ those dark superstitions 
which had prevailed in that country before the light of Islam dawned upon it, 
The Chamberlain, who, usually preferred his own ignorance to the best, know¬ 
ledge that any one else could give him, was by no means pleased with this 
officious reference; and the Princess, too, was aboftt to interpose a faint word 
of objection, but, before either of them could speak, a slave was despatched lor 
Feramorz, who, in a very few minutes, appeared before them,—looking so pale 
mid unhappy in Lalla Kookh’s eyes, that she already repented of her cruelty m 
having so long excluded him. 

That venerable tower, be told them, was the remains of an ancient lire- 
Temple, built by those Ghebers or Persians of the old religion, wlm, many 
hundred years since, had fled hither from their Arab' conquerors,- preferring 
liberty and their altars in a foreign land to the alternative of apostacy or perse¬ 
cution in their own. It was impossible, he added, not to feel interested in the 
many glorious but unsuccessful struggles which had been made by those original 
natives of Persia to cast off the yoke of their bigoted conquerors. Like then 1 
own Pire in the Burning Field at Bakou, 3 * when suppressed in one place, they 
had but broken out with fresh flame in another; and, as a native of Cashmere, 
of that fair and Holy Valloy, which had in the same manner become the prey 
of strangers, and seen her ancient shrines and native princes swept away More 
the march of her intolerant invaders, he felt a sympathy, lie owned, with the 
Milihi'ings of the persecuted Ghebers, which every monument like this before 
them but tended more powerfully to awaken. 

It wus the first time that Feramorz had ever ventured upon so much pm 
before FiuMcou, and it may easily be conceived what effect such prose as this 
must have produced upon that most orthodox and most pagau-hatuig personage. 
I |o aat for some minutes aghast, ejaculating only at intervals, '.bigoted conque- 
rural-—aympathy with Fire-worshippersj*—while Feramorz, happy to take 
advantage of this almost speechless horror of the Chamberlain, proceeded to say 
that ho knew a melancholy story, connected with the events of one ot those 
brave struggles of the Fire-worshippers of Persia against their Aiali masters, 
which, if the evening was not too far advanced, lie should have much pleasure 

~ ih0 imr Mmlmtf vhiekflZttd mh Delhi.’-K JniputH, Mfarim 'it UemlMe, 
Hhitipx ii/' Hip hmitifal veil lotus,"*** Here if! a tom* xxxi* p* dlO* ,, 

EiKe tank, on the water of which 8 The ‘ Apr aMons,' described by Ivemptor, 

linn! multitudes of the beautiful rad lotus; the Arnmtat. Jmt. 

W.*u» 

'Vff mm hundred pan mm, had fled in U8& Akbar would have found .some difll- 
/Mrr trim their Arab mngueron —''On lea volt, cuity to reduce tins paradise of the Indies, 
*'Zflilf , ‘ K , BG rettror dans lea situated as it is, within such a fortress of moun- 
lnontaum'S du Kerman t plnsieurs ehoisirent tains, but its monarch, Yusef lvium, was basely 
lmurietraiie la Tartaric et In Chine;, d'autres betrayed by hisQnir#hs,’-P«®rf. 
tt'un’iHemit nur lea bonis du Gance, ii I’est do 


0 


27 



404 


LALLA BOOKE, 


in being allowed to relate to the Princess. It was impossible for Lalla ..moldi 
to refuse; lie had never before looked half so animated, and when he spoko ot 
the Holy Valley his eyes had sparkled, she thought, like the talismanie 
characters on the scimitar of Solomon. Her consent was therefore most readily 
granted, and while Padladeen satin unspeakable dismay, expecting treason and 
abomination in every line, the poet thus began bis story of the Fire-worship¬ 
pers d— 

’Tis moonlight over Oman’s Sea ; 8 One, who will pause and kneel unslnxt 
Her banks of pearl and pplmy isles. In the warm blood his hand hath 
Bask in the night-beam beauteously, pour’d, 

And her blue waters sleep in smiles, To mutter o’er some text ot Lod 
’Tis moonlight in Harmozia’s* walls, Engraven on bis reeking sword; 

Ami through her Emir’s porphyry halls, Nay, who can coolly note the hue, 
Where, soma hours since, was heard the The letter of those words divine, 
gwe j]. To which his blade, with searching 

Of trumpet and the clash of zel, 4 r art, _ _ 

Bidding the bright-eyed sun farewell■ Had sunk into its victim s heart. 

The peaceful sun, whom better suits . J , , , 

The music of the bulbul’s nest, dust Alla! what must be thy look, 
dr the light touch of lovers’ lutes, When such a wretch betoro thee 
To sing him to bis golden rest! stands. 

All hush’d—thero's "not a breeze in Unblushing, with thy .Sacred Book,— 
motion ; Turningthe leaves with blood-staiu’d 

The shore is silent as the ocean. hands, 

If zephyrs come, so light they come, And wresting from its page sublime 
N or leaf is stirr’d n or wave is driven; — His creed of lust and hate and crime ! 
flic wind-tower on the Emir's dome 9 Even as those bees of Trebizuml,— 

Can hardly win a breath from heaven. Which from the sunniest Hewers that 

glad 

Even lie, that tyrant Arab, sleeps With their pure smile the gardens 
Calm, while a nation round him weeps; round, 

While curses load the air lie breathes, p r aw venom forth that drives men 
A nd falchions from unnumber’dsheaths in ad!“ 

Arc starting to avenge the shame 

His race hath brought on Iran’s" name, Never did tierce Arabia send 
Hurd, heartless Chief, unmoved alike A satrap forth more dimly great; 
'Mid eyes that weep, and swords that Never was Iran doom'd to bend _ 
strike;— Beneath a yoke of deadlier weight, 

\)ne of that saintly, murderous brood, Her throne had fallen—her pride was 
To carnage and the Koran given, crush'd— 

Who think through unbelievers’ blood Her sons were willing slaves, nor 
Lies their diroctest path to heaven, blifsh’d, * 

1 Ilk story of Ik Ftre-tomltippm,— Voltaire J 1 /it Gnmbaromi, anil other places in l’ernin, 
tells us that, in his Trag.'dy ‘ Los Guohros,' lie they have towers fur the jmrpoHo of catching the 
ivna generally supposed to iinvc alluded to the wind, and cooling the houses,’—/,/ 1 Jlntyn, 
Janaimists; and I should not he surprised if ,«'Iran is the true geiiumliiaimi for the uuilure 
this story of the Fire-worshippers were found fit Pirola.VAiiirf. Xt». Dim. 8, 
capahlo oftt similar donbietiess of application. t ‘On tlic blades of their scimitars some versa 
"The Persian Gulf, sometimes so called, from the Koran is usually inscribed.’ 
which separates the shores of Persia ami “ * Thnro is a kind of llhoilndeiulron about 
Arabia. ’i'rebi/.und, whose dowers the bee feeds upon, 

: The present Gombnroun, a town on the and the honey thence drives people mod.’’-- 
Persian side of the Gulf Toumfort. 

1 A Moorish instrument of music. 
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In their own land,—no more their 
own,— 

To crouch beneath a stranger’s throne, 
Her towers, where Mitlira once had 
lmm’d, 

To Moslem shrines—oh, shame!—were 
turn’d; 

Where slaves, converted by the sword, 
Their mean, apostate worship pour’d, 

A ml earned the faith their sires adored, 
let has she hearts, ’mid all this ill, 
t Per all this wreck, high buoyant still 
With hope and vengeancehearts 
that yet,— 

bike gems, in darkness issuing rays 
They’ve treasured from the sun that’s 
set,— 

Beam all the light of long-lost days! 
And swords site hath, nor weak nor 
slow 

To second all such hearts can dare; 
Ah lie shall know, well, dearly know, 
Wlm sleeps in moonlight luxury 
there, 

Tranquil ;ts if his spirit lay 
Becalm’d in Heaven’s approving ray! 
Sleep oil—for purer eyes than thine 
Those waves are hush'd, those planets 
shine. 

Sleep mi, and he thy rest unmoved 
By the white moonbeam’s dazzling 
power;— 

None but tiio loving and the loved 
■Should be awake at this sweet hour, 

And Ht>e—where, highabovethose rocks 
That o’er the deep their shadows 

'.ling, 

’ ‘Their kings wove plumes of black herons’ 
leathers upon ilut right aide, as n budge of 
novereiguiy,'— Mummy. 

- * Tiio P'oimraiu of Ydhlh, by a Mifhumetan 
irudilioii. is Minuted in sumo dark region of the 
Huh!,’—/ iiWwis/sMi, 

:l Arabia Felix. 

* H bo, toll'd in mol kiosk or Ameer.— ‘ In the 
midst ol dm garden is the chiosk, ilmt is, a largo 
room, commonly beuutitiud with a Hue fountain 
in iliii midst of it. i t i.s raised nine or ten stops, 11 
uni inclosed with gilded laUiees, round which 
vincii, jessamines, and honeysuckles make a sort 
of given wall: large trees arc planted round this 
place, which is the scene id' their gfeatcat plea- 
wires.’- ImIii M. IF. HmiUujo. 

•' Jtrfun: tludr mirrors mml tiif time ,—'The 
■wenen of tlm hast are never without their 


Yon turret stands;—where ebon locks, 
As glossy as a heron’s wing 
Upon the turban of a king, 1 
Hang from the lattice, long and wild,— 
’Tis she, that Emir’s blooming child, 
All truth and tenderness, and grace, 
Though born of such ungentle race ;— 
An image of Youth’s fairy Fountain 
Springing in a desolate mountain I s 

fl 

Oh, what a pure and sacred thing 
la beauty, curtain’d from the sight 
Of the gross world, illumining 
One only mansion with tier light! 
Unseen by man’s disturbing eye,— 
The flower, that blooms beneath the 
sea, 

Too deep for sunbeams, doth not lie 
Hid in more chaste obscurity ! 

Bo, Hindu, have thy face and mind, 
Like holy mysteries, lain enshrined. 
And oh, what transport for a lover 
To lift thiweil that shades them o’er I 
Lika those wlm, all at once, discover 
In the lone deep some fairy shore, 
Where mortal never trod before, 

And sleep and wake in scented airs 
No lip had ever breathed but theirs! 

Beautiful are the maids that glide. 

On summer eves, through Yemen’s 11 
dales, 

And bright the glancing looks they hide 
Behind their Jitters’ roseate veils 
And brides, as delicate and fair 
As the white jasmine flowers they wear, 
Hath Yemen in her blissful clime, 

Who, lull’d in cool kiosk or bower 1 
Before their mirrors count the time, 5 

looking-glasses, ' In Carbary,’ says Shaw , 1 they 
are sn fond ol their looking-glasses, which they 
hunt,' upon their breasts, that they will not lay 
them aside, oven when, alter the drudaeryol’tho 
day, they are obliged to go two or three miles 
with a pitcher or a goat’s-skin to fetch water.’— 
Trawl j, 

In other parts of Asia they wear little looking- 
glasses on their thumbs, ' lienee (and from the 
lotus being considered the emblem of beauty) Is 
tlie meaning of the following mute intoreuimo ot 
two lovers lioforu their parents i™ 

- Ho with salute of deference due 
A lotos to his forehead press'd; 
ijhii raised her mirror to his vieW, 

Then turn'd it inward to her broast.’ 

Amite Mkoolkity, vul, a 
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And grow still lovelier every hour. 
But never yet hath bride or maid 
In Araby's gay harams smiled, 
Whose boasted brightness would not 
fade 

Before A1 Hassan’s blooming child. 

Light as the angel shapes that bless 
Au infant’s dream, yet not the less 
Rich in all woman’s loveliness 
With eyes so pure, that from their 
ray 

Dark vice would turn abash'd away, 
Blinded like serpents, when they gaze 
Upon the emerald’s virgin blaze l 1 2 _ 
Yet, fill'd with all youth’s sweet desifes, 
Mingling the meek and vestal fires 
Of other worlds with all the bliss, 

The fond, weak tenderness of this! 

A soul, too, more than half divine, 
Where, through some shades of 
earthly feeling, _ 

Religion's soften’d glories shine, 

Like light through summer foliage 
stealing, 

Shedding a glow of such mild lute, 

So warm, aud yet so shadowy too, 

As makes the very darkness there 
More beautiful than light elsewhere 1 

Such is the maid who, at this hour, 
Hath risen from her restless sleep, 
And sits alone in that high bower, 
Watching the still and shining deep. 
Ah ! ’t\v;w not thus, —with tearlul eyes 
And beating heart,—she used to 
gaze 

On the magnificent earth and skies, 

In her own land, in happier days. 
Why looks she now so anxious down 
Among those rocks, whose rugged frown 


1 'Theysay that if a snake or serpent (lx his 
eyes on the lustre of those stones (emeralds), lie 
immediately becomes blind .’—Ahmci ben Ahia- 
liKir, Treatise on .latch. 

2 At Gumbnroon null the Isle of Orinua it is 
sometimes so hot, that the people are obliged to 
lie nil day in the water .—Nam I’oto, 

3 This mountain is generally supposed to bo 
inaccessible. Stray flays, ‘ I can well assure tho 
leader that their opinion is not true, who sup¬ 
pose tills mount to be inaccessible,’ He adds 
that * the lower part of tho mountain is cloudy, 
misty, and dark, the middlemost part very cold. 


Blackens the mirror of the deep ? 
Whom waits she all this lonely night 1 
Too rough the rooks, toe bold the 
steep, 

For man to scale that turret’s height !— 


So deem’d at least her thoughtful sire, 
When high, to catch tho cool night- 
air, 

After the daybeam’s withering fire, 3 
He built her bower of fralmessthero, 
And had it deck’d with costliest skill, 
And fondly thought it safe as fair 
Think, reverend dreamer! think so 
still, 

Her wake to learn what love can 
dare— 

Love, all-defying Love, who sees 
No charm in trophies won with ease 
Whose rarest, dearest fruits of bliss 
Are pluck'd on dauger’s precipice ! 
Bidder than they, who dare not dive 
For pearls, but when the sea's at vest, 
Love, m the tempest most alive, 

Hath ever held that pearl the best 
He finds beneath the stormiest water! 
Yes-Arahy's nnrivall’d daughter, 
Though high that tower, that rock-way 
rude, 

There’s one who, but to kiss thy 
cheek, 

Would climb tli' untrodden solitude 
Of Ararat's tremendous peak, 3 
And think its steeps, though dark and 
dread, 

Heaven’s pathways, if to thee they 
led! 

E’en now thou seesttho flushing spray 
That lights liis oar’s impatient way 
E’en now thou lmar’st the sudden shock 
Of liis swift bark against the rock, 

mu) like clouds of snow, but the upper regions 
perfectly calm.’-It was on this niimiiluin that 
the Ark was supposed to have rested after (be 
Deluge, and part of it they say exists there 
still, which Stray thus gravely accounts for:— 
♦Whereas none cun remember that the nirmi the 
tup uf the hill did ever change »r was subject 
either to wind or rain, which is presumed to be 
the reason that the Ark lias endured ho long with¬ 
out being rdtten,' — Vide Cnmri'n Tniwh, 
where tho Doctor laughs at this whole account ol 
Mount Ararat. 
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Anil stretches! down thy arms of snow, 
As if to lift him from below! 

Like her to whom, at dead of night, 
The bridegroom, with his looks of light, 1 
Came, in the flush of love and pride, 
And scaled the terrace of his bride ;— 
When, ns she saw him rashly spring, 
And midway up in danger cling, 

Sho iiung him down her long black 
hair, 

Exclaiming breathless, ‘There, love, 
there!' 

And scarce did manlier nerve uphold 
The heio Zal in that fond hour, 

Than wines the youth who, fleet and 

bold, 

Now elimbo the rocks to Iliuda’s 
bower. 

See—light as up their granite steeps 
The rock-goats of Arabia clamber, 3 
Fearless from crag to crag ho leaps, 
And now is in the maiden’s chamlp. 

She loves—but knows not whom she 
loves, 

Nor what liis race, nor whence lie 
came 

Like one who meets, in Indian groves, 
Somo beauteous bird, without a name 
Brought by the last ambrosial breeze, 
From isles m th’ nndiscovor’d seas, 

To show liis plumage for a day 
To wondering eyes, and wing away! 
Will hr. thus fly—-her nameless lover ? 

Alla forbid ! ’twas by a moon 
As fair as this, while singing over 
Homo ditty to her soft Kanoon, 3 
Alone at this same witching hour, 

Sho first beheld his radiant eyes 
Gleam through the lattice of the bower, 
Where nightly now they mix their 
sighs; * n . 

And thought some spirit of the air 
(For whatcould waft a mortal there ?) 
Was pausing on his moonlight way 
To listen to her lonely lay! 


1 tu one uf the books of the Shall Nlimch, when 
Zal (a celebrated hero of Persia, remarkable for 
his while hair) eoinoa to the terrace of his mis¬ 
tress Itudahver ut night, sho lots down her long 
tresses to assist him in his ascent) lie, however, 
manages it in a less romantic way—by Using liis 
crook in a projecting kum,—Cbamum’t Fordo®,, 


This fancy ne’er hath left her mind : 
And—though, when terror’s swoon 
had past, 

She saw a youth, of mortal kind, 
Before her in obeisance cast,— 

Yet often since, when he hath spoken 
Strange, awful words,—and gleams 
have broken 

From his dark eyes, too bright to hear, 
Oh! fjhtf hath fear’d her soul was 
given 

To some imhallow’d child of air, 

Some ejring spirit cast from heaven, 
Like those angelic youths of old, 

Who bimi’d for maids of mortal mould, 
Bewilder'd loft the glorious skies, 

And lost their heaven for woman's eyes! 
Fond girl, nor fiend nor angel he, 

Who woos thy young simplicity; 

But one of earth’s impassion’d sons, 

As warm in love, as fierce in ire 
As the best heart whose current runs 
Bull of tlte Day-god’s living tire! 

But quench’d to-night that ardour 
seems, 

And pale liis check, and sunk liis 
brow;— 

Never before, but in her dreams, 

Had she beheld him pale as now: 
And those were dreams of troubled 
sleep, 

From which ’twns joy to wake and 
weep; 

Visions, that will not be forgot, 

But sadden every waking scene. 

Like warning ghosts, that leave tho spot 
All wither'd where they once have 
been! 

‘How sweetly,’ said the trembling 
maid, 

Of her own gentle voice afraid, 

So long had they in silence stood, 
Looking upon that tranquil flood— 

‘ How sweetly does the moonbeam smile 
To-night upon yon leafy isle ] 


3 ‘On tho lofty hills of Arabia Petmia are rock- 
goats.’— Niebuhr, 

3 ' Cumin, eapftce do psiiltevion, avec lies carries 
doboyaux: leu dames en touchent duns loser- 
rail, avco dcs dtoillea armdes do pointes do 
eooc.'— ToUrki, trmlaicd by Da Cmrnand, 
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Oft, in my fancy’s wanderings, 

I’ve wish’d that little isle had wings, 
And we, within its fairy bowers, 

Were wafted off to seas unknown, 
Where not a pulse should beat but ours, 
Ami we might live, love, die alone! 
Far from the cruel and the cold,— 
Whore the bright eyes of angels' only 
Should eouie around us, to behold 
A paradise so pure and Ipely! 
Would tjiis he world enough for tlieo ?’ 
Playful she turn’d, that he might see 
The passing smile her cheek put on; 
But when she marked how lftournfnlly 
His eyes met hers, that smile was 
gone; 

And, bursting into heartfelt tears, 

‘ Yes, yea,’ she cried, 1 my hourly fears, 
My dreams, have boded all too right— 
Wo part—for ever part—to-night !— 

1 knew, I knew it could not last— 
’Twas bright, 'twas heavenly, but ’tin 
past! * 

Oh ! ever thus, from childhood’s hour, 
I've seen my fondest hopes decay; 

I never loved a tree or flower, 

But’twas the first to fade away 
1 never nursed a dear gazelle, 

To glad me with its soft black eye, 
But when it came to know mo well, 
And love mo, it was sure to die ! 
Now too—the joy most like divine 
Of all I ever dreamt or knew, 

To see thee, hear thee, call thee mine,— 
Oh, misery! must I lose that too ? 
Ybt'go—on peril’s brink we moot 
Those frightful rocks -that treache¬ 
rous sea— 

No, never come again—though sweet, 
Though heaven, it may he death to 
, tlieo. 

Farewell—and blessings on thy way, 
Where'er thou goat, bolovedstranger! 
Better to sit and watch that ray, 

And think thee safe, though far away, 
Than have thee near me, and m 
danger 1’ 

‘ Danger! oh, tempt me not to boast— 
The youth exclaim’d — ‘ thou little 
know’st 

What he can brave, who, horn and nurst 
In Danger’s paths, has dared her worst! 


Upon whose ear the signal-word 
Of strife and death is hourly breaking; 
Who sleeps with head upon tlm sword 
His fever'd hand must grasp in 
waking! 

Danger 

* Say on—thou fcar'st not 

then, 

And we may meet—oft meet again ?’ 

‘ Oh! look not so,—beneath the skies 
l now fear nothing but those eyes. 

If aught on earth could charm or force 
My spirit from its destined course,— 

If aught could make this soul forget 
The bond to which its seal is set, 
Twould he those eyes;—they, only 
they, 

Could melt that sacred seal away! 

But uo—’tis fix’d-—my awful doom 
Is lix’d—on this side of the tomb 
We meet .no more—why, why did 
* Heaven 

Mingle two souls that earth has riven. 
Has rout asmulor, wide as ours ? 

0 Arab maid ! as soon the powers 
Of light and darkness may combine, 

As I. he link’d with time or thine ! 

Thy Father—’ 

‘ Holy Alla save 

His grey head from that lightning 
glance! 

Thou know’st him not- ho loves the 
brave; 

Nor lives there under heaven’s ex¬ 
panse 

Ono who would prize, would worship 
thee, 

And thy hold spirit, more than he. 

Oft when, in childhood, I have play’d 
Witl^the bright faksliiou by his side, 
I've heard him swear his lisping maid 
In time should he a warrior’s bride, 
And still, whene’er, at haram hours, 

I take him cool sherbets and flowers, 
He tells me, when in playful mood, 

• A hero shall my bridegroom he, 
Since maids are best in battle woo’d, 
And won with shouts of victory! 
Nay, turn mot from me—thou alone 
Art form'd to make both hearts thy 
own. 
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Go-join his sacred ranks-thou With mo is sacred as the spot 

a , , . , From which our fires of worship risel 

H u holy strife these Porsiaus But know-’twas him I sought that 

VViligL- ,— T)In'llt ° 

flWtt J - wcn nw When, from my watch-boat on tho 

W r?,m 111010 thaU mMtal ™™ r ' B I caught this turret’s glimmering light, 

it i Th , Ami up the rude rocks desneratelv 

Haste to the camp by morning’- light, Rush’d to my prey-thou k low’st L 
And, when that sword is raised in fight, rest-, 

Oh, still remember, Love and I I climb’d the gory vulture’s nest 

Beneath its shadow trembling lie! And found a trembling dovo within - 

One victory o or those Slaves of Fire, Thine, thine tho victory—tlih'o the 
I hose impious Gheburs, whom my sire siu— ^ 

Abhors ’ If Lovohath made one thought Ms own, 

j ™ W ’ hold -% wonh. Thgffc vengeance claims first-lkst- 
arL (icasii— _ _ alone! 

it' . 8fc ™S er cried, as wild he flung Oh! had wo never, nover met, 

Ills mantle hack, and show d beneath Or could this heart e'en now forget 

llio 01 lelier belt that round him How link’d, how hless’d, wo^nmlit 
clung. have bean, 

Here, maiden, look-weep-blush to Had fate not frown’d so dark between ! 

»ii r. *i • ii • Hadst tliou*heon born a Persian maid. 

All that thy sire abhors in me! In neighbouring valleys had we dwelt, 

Hp, 1 a Jlj (lE that impious race, Through the same fields in childhood 
I host) Slaves of Fire, who, morn and play’d, 

rr tVi*' 1 -’ ,, jii i,. , At the same kindling altar luiclt,— 

Hail their Greater a dwellmg-placo Then, then, wliiloalltliosoiiamolessties. 

Among the living lights of heaven! 3 In which the charm of country lies 
\ e«-/ am of that outcast tow, Had round our hearts been hourly armn, 

J o a-au and to vengeance true, Till Iran’s cause and thine were one •- 

Wlm curse the hour your Arabs came While in thy lute’s awakening sigh 
i o desolate our shrines o lla.no, I heard the voice of days gone by 
And swear, before God a burning eye, And saw in every smilo of thine ’ 

Jo break our country s chains, or dio! Returning hours of glory shine !~ 

I by bigot sire-nay, tremble not- While tho wrong’d Spirit of our Land 
He, who gavo birth to those dear Lived, look’d, and Epoho horwroucs 
c y (i ?» through tlieo,— 

1 “They (the Gtielmmj luy ho much atresii mi rovoronco,injfmtitucloforthGirmnifoldBonofitfi 
l inr eiwlict! or Birdie, ns not to dare tn ho mi in- flowing from its ministerial oimilsolomio. But 
slum without it. --Oi'ini?» Vmjatjc, M.e jmme tlioymisofartromcimfomidiiictliesuViordiiiu. 
Iiommij mil dnburd la itoei iiuus, (yraiit old tlonof tho sorvimt with tho majeaty of ittiCi-o* 

««* la largo ertudiro ipi'i! tttor.tliuttlioyjiotijulyatiribiitonosortofeoinii 

imrloitroiiimolilitiliri!, -DIMM,art. oi-remaoMinu t o tlio nun civflro in any of its ntierfl* 
/Immni. tionHjlHitfjonNiduritHHftnurolvMfwivotilhifHtM 

„' 1 ourw; ilistiiipicrilos idolatres do 1'Iudo, les stnimont, directedandgovoniodbvHiofmmo 
jiioiiroH so MKfnont thus d un cordon do laiuc, dlatuiinpwissiononttoftkowilloffioil-tMttthrt 
““IF,I Mramaioe, do not ovongive thn 11 mainury, nil idorimis ns 

I) Iliii'lmlot siiya llns bolt was aomindly ok it is, moro than tha suonml nml- nnionyfit bin 

a 'rf' „ „„ „ , , works, roservhiB tho first for that Sturiondous 

hoy Hiipposo tins llirono of tho Almiirhty I'lroduKtlonol'dlviiiotiowmttlioiniiiilofnmii.’— 
is seated In tho sun, imd hence their womhij) of Srirnc. TliofiilsiichiH^cshroiiKhtamiiisttlioroH- 
tbiit. Iiiniiuiu-y r-Mmm/. KkmiiftluisuponplobytlioIrMusHiihimrityrmtH 

As to hri;, tlio (.Iioliors place tho sprinR-hend isliut onoproof ninnnn m.wuy of tho trutii of thro 
of it ui that jtlolw oi Urn, the sun, by them called writerlaromnrk.'tlmtealmiinytHoftonnddedto 
Mytliras, or Milnr, to which they pay the hifthost | oppression, If hut for thosalu of justifying it ■ 
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God.! who could then this sword with- * My signal-lights!—I must away— 
stand ? Both, both are ruin’d, if I stay. 

Its every Hash were victory! Farewell—sweet life! thou ding’st in 

But uow—estranged, divorced for ever, vain— 

Far as the grasp of Fate can sever; Now -Vengeance! I am thine again,’ 
Jhir only ties what love has wove,— Fiercely he broke away, nor stopp’d 
Vaitli, friends, and country, sunder’d Nor look’d—but from the lattice 
wide;— dropp’d 

And then, then only, true to love, Down’mid the pointed crags beneath, 
When false to all that’s dear beside! As if ho fled from love to death. 

Thy father, Iran’s deadliest foe— While pale and mute young Hindastood, 

Thyself, perhaps, e'eu now—but no— Nor moved, till m the silent flood 
Hate never look’d so lovely yet! A momentary plunge below 

No-sacred to thy soul will be Startled her from her trance of woo 

The laud of him who could forget Shrieking she to the lattice flow, 

A ll but that bleeding land, for ‘1 come-1 come—if in that tide 

thee! Thou sleep st to-night—I’ll sleep there 

When other eyes shall see, unmoved, too, 

Her widows mourn, her warriors fall, In death’s cold wedlock by tiiy side. 
Thou’lt think how well one Glieber Oh! I would ask no happier bod 
loved, Than'the chill wave my love lies 

And for Jm sake thou’lt weep for all! f under,;— 

But look-’ * Sweeter to rest together dead, 

With sudden start lie turn'd Far sweeter than to live asunder !* 
And pointed to the distant wave, But no—their hour is not yet come— 
Where lights, like charnel meteors, Again she sees his pinnace lly, 
burna Wafting him fleetly to his homo, 

Blnely, as o’er some seaman's grave; Where’erthatill-starr'd homo may lie; 

And fiery darts, at intervals, 1 And calm and smooth it seem’d to win 

Flew up all sparkling from the main, Its moonlight way before the wind, 
As if each star that nightly falls, As if it bore all peace within, 

Were shooting back to heaven again, Nor left one breaking heart behind. 1 


The Princess, whose heart was sad enough already, could have wished that 
Feramorz had chosen a less melancholy story; as it is only to the happy that 
tears are a luxury. Her ladies, however, were by no means sorry that love was 
once move the Poet's theme; for when he spoke of love, they said, hie voice 
was as sweet as if he had chewed the leaves of that enchanted true, which 
grows over the tomb of the musician, Tan-Sem. 2 

Their road all the morning had lain through a very dreary country 
through valleys, covered with a low bushy jifngle, where, in more than one 
place, the awful signal of the bamboo staff, 3 with the white flag at its top, 

11 The Mtmieluks that were in the other boat, chewing of its leaves will give an extraordinary 
when it was dark, used to shoot up a sort of melody to the vokt'-Jmincy front Agra to 
fiery arrows into the air, which in some measure Ouzein, by W, Hunter, Esq, 
resembled lightning or falling stars.'-ito* I 8 Th auful signal of the bamhm-utiif'.-' It is 
jurim. usual to place a small white triangular due, fixed 

* That tree which gram aver the tomb of Tw to a bamboo stuff of ten or twelve feet long, at 
Seh i.—'At (Jualior is a small tomb to the me- the place whero a tiger lias destroyed a man, 
mory of Tan-Scin, a musician of incomparable The sight of these flags imparts a certain molim- 
skill, who flourished at the court of Akbar, The eholy, not perhaps altogether void of appndien- 
tomb is overshadowed by a tree, concerning sion.-CMea/iiZ MeldSports, vol. ii. 
which a superstitious notion prevails, that the ; 
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reminded the traveller that in that very spot the tiger had made some human 
creature his victim. It was therefore with much pleasure that they arrived at 
sunset in a safe and lovely glen, and encamped under one of those holy trees, 
whose smooth columns and spreading roofs seem to destine them for natural 
temples of religion. Beneath the shade, some pious hands had erected 1 pillars 
ornamented with the most beautiful porcelain, which now supplied the use of 
mirrors to the young ladies, as they adjusted their hair in descending from the 
palankeens. Here, while, ns usual, the Princess sat listening anxiously, with 
Fadlatleeu in one of .his loftiest moods of criticism by her side, the young Poet, 
leaning against a branch of the tree, thus continued his story 

Tin? morn hath risen clear and calm, Angel of light! who from the time 
Ami o’er the Green Sen palely shines * Those heavens begau their march 
Ilcvealia" Bahrein's 3 groves of palm, suhlfcne, 

And lighting Kishma’s amber vines, Hath first of all the starry choir 
Fresh smell the shores of Araby, Trod in his Maker's steps of fire! 

While breezes from the Indian sea "Where are the days, thou wondrous 
Blow round Mama's 4 sainted cape, sphere, 

And curl the shining Hood beneath,— When Iran, like a sun-flower, turn’d 
Whosewaves are rich with many a grape, To meet that eye, where’er it turn'd ?— 
A cocoa-nut and flowery wreath, When, from the banks of Bendemeer 
Which pious seamen, as they pass'd, To the nut-groves of Samara,unci 
Had toward that holy headland cast— Thy tempi® flamed o'er all the land ? 
Oblations to the Genii there Where are they ? ask the shades ol 

For gentle skies and breezes fair! them 

The niglitiiigaleuow bends her flight 5 Who, on Cadcasia’s 7 bloody plains, 
From the high trees, where all the night Saw fierce invaders pluck the gem 
Sliesungso sweet, with none tolisten; From Iran’s broken diadem, 

Ami hides her from the morning star And bind hoi’ ancient, faith ineliains 

Wherethioketsof pomograuateglisteu Ask the poor exile, cast alone 
In tlte clear dawn,—bespangled o'er On foreign shores, unloved, unknown, 

With dew, whoso night-drops would Beyond the Caspian’s Iron Gates, 3 
not stain Or on the snowy Mossiau mountains, 

The best and brightest scimitar 8 Far from his beauteous land of dates, 
That ever youthful Sultan wore Her jasmine'bowers and sunny 

On the first morning of his reign! fountains! 

Yet happier so than if lie trod 

And ace—the Sun himself!—on wings His own beloved but blighted sod, 

Iff glory up the east lie springs. Beneath a despot stranger’s nod !— 

1 Iknmtk tlw shade Mine pious hands had they pans the promontory, throw eneoiwmts, 
erected, See,— 1 "Tho Mens indica in celled tho fruitB, or flowers into tho sou to secure a propi* 
Paged Tre« and Tree ofiCouueita; thcJirat from tious voyago.’—Jlforter. 
tlm idols placed under its shade; tho second, be- s The nightingale note bends hr fight,—' The 
cause meetings were held under its cool branches, nightingale sings from tho pomegranate-groves 
In mo places it is believed to bo tho haunt of in tho daytime, and from the loftiest trees at 
spectres, us the ancient spreading oaks of Wales night.’— Ritswl’i Aleppo, 
have heuriof fairies; In others are mooted beneath 6 1 n speaking of theelimale of Shiraz, Franck 
tho shade pillars of stone, or pouts, elegantly tin says, ‘ Tho dew is of such a pure nuture, tbnt 
curved and ornamented with tho most beautiful if tho brightest suiniitar should bo exposed to it 
porcelain to supply the usoof mirrors, 1 —Pennant, all night, it would not receive the least rust,' 

3 The Persian Gulf.—‘To divo for pearls in 7 Tho place whom the Fontana were finally 
tho Green Sea, or Persian Gulf,’— Sir W, Jones, defeated by tho Arabs, and their ancient monar- 

3 Islands hi tlm Gulf. • ehy destroyed, 

4 Or Selomeli, tho genuine mime of the head* “ Dorbend, ‘Les Tores appcllout cel lo villa 
laud at tlui entrance of the Gulf, commonly Dcmlr Oapi, Porto do Per j co sont les Caspiie 
called Cape Musseldom. ‘The Indians, when Poriiodesanelons.’—H'ifertelot. 
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Oil! ho would rather houseless roam 
W here freodomand his G od may lead, 
Than be the sleekest slave at home 
That Grouches to the conqueror’s 
creed! 

Is Iran’s pride then gone for ever, 
Quench’d with the flame in Mithra’s 
caves ?— 

No—she has sons that never-never— 
Will stoop to be the Moslem's slaves, 
While heaven has light or earth lias 
graves, 

Spirits of tire, that brood not long, 

But flash resentment back fOr wrong; 
And hearts where, slow but deep, the 
seeds 

Of vengeance ripen into deeds, 

Till, in some treacherous hour of e;tlm, : 
They burst, like Man’s giant palm, 1 
Whose buds fly open with a sound 
That shakes the pigmy forests round! 

Yes, Emir! he who sealed that tower, 
And, had he reach'd thy slumbering 
breast, 

Had taught thee, in a Gheber’s power 
How safo even tyrant heads may 
rest— 

Is one of many, brave as ho, 

Who loathe thy haughty race and thee; 
Who, though they know the strife is 
vain, 

Who, th ough they know the riven chain 
Snaps but to enter in the heart 
Of him who rends its links apart, 

Yet dare the issue,—blest to bo 
Even for one bleeding moment free, 
And die in pangs of liberty 1 ? 

Thou know’at them well—’tis some 
moons since 

Thy turban’d troops and blood-red 
Hags, 

Thou satrap of a bigot prince! 

Have swarm'd among these Green 
Sea crags ; 

Yet here, oven here, a sacred baud, 
Ay, in the portal of that land 


Thou, Arab, dar’st to call thy own, 
Their spears across thy path have 
thrown; 

Here—ere the winds half wing’d thee 
o'er— 

Rebellion braved thee from the shore. 

Rebellion! foul, dishonouring word, 
Whose wrongful blight so oft has 
stain’d 

The holiest cause that tongue or sword 
Of mortal ever lost or gain'd. 

How many a spirit, bora to bless, 

Hath sunk beneath that withering 
name, 

Whom but a day’s, an hour’s success 
Had wafted to eternal fame ! 

As exhalations, when they burst 
From the warm earth, if chill’d at first, 
If check’d in soaring from the plain, 
Darken to fogs and sink again 
But, if they mice triumphant spread 
Their wings above the mountain-head 
Become enthroned in upper air, 

And turn to sun-bright glories there ! 

And who is he, that wiolds the might 
Of freedom on the Green Boa brink, 
Before whoso sabre’s dazzling light" 

The eyes of Yemen’s warriors wink. 
Who comes embower’d in tho spears 
Of Kerman’s hardy mountainoom 
Those mountaineers, that truest, last 
Cling to their country’s ancient rites, 
As if that God, whose eyelids cast 
Their closing gleams on Iran’!! 
heights, 

Among her snowy mountains threw 
The last light of his worship too! 

’Tis Hafed—namo of fear, whose sound 
CliiHfilikethemiitteriiigofaeharm; - 
Shout hut that awful name around, 

And palsy shakes the manliest arm. 
’Tis Hafed, most accurst,and dire 
(So rank'd by Moslem bate anil ire) 

Of all tho rebel Sons of Fire! 


J Tin) Taipei or Talipot tree. ‘This bountiful mill ivlnrn it bursts; mita an ciplofta iilio tho 
palm-true, which frown in tho heart of the report of a mmm.'—Thmkrij, 
i'orests, may bo classed amoncf <bo lol'tioat trees, - Before rikoee min’* dimling light.—’ When 
nml heonmes still Midior when nn the point of tho bright cimiters rnnko tho oyes'of'itur horueo 
imrstlmr forth from its leafy summit. The sheath wink.'-- The MmUabt’i Burnt of Amr», 
which then envelopes the flower id very largo, 
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Of whose malign, tremendous power 
The Arabs, at their mid-watch hour, 
Bueli talcs of fearful wonder tell, 

That each aHVightud sentinel 
Dulls down Ilia cowl upon his eyes, 
Lost Mated in the midst should rise I 
A man, they say, of monstrous birth, 
A mingled race of llama and earth, 
Sprung from those old, enchanted 
kings, 1 , 

Who, in their fairy helms, of yore, 

A feather from the mystic wings 
Of the Simoorgli resistless wore ; 
And gifted by tho Fiends of Fire, 

Who groan’d to see their shrines expire, 
With charms that, all in vain withstood, 
Would drown the Koran’s light in 
blood! ° 

Sueli were the tales that won belief, 
And such the colouring fancy gave 
To u young, warm, and dauntless 
_ Chief,- * ' 

One who, no more than mortal brave, 
Fought for the land bis soul adored, 
For happy homes, and altars free,— 
His only talisman, the sword, 

His only spell-word, Liberty ! 

One of that ancient hero line, 

Along whose glorious current shine 
Names that have sanctified their blood j 
As Lebanon's small mountain Hood' 1 
Is render'd holy by tho ranks 
Of sainted cedars on its banks !* 

'Twits not for him to crouch the knee 
Tamely to Moslem tyranny ;— 

Twits not for him, whoso soul was east! 
In tlm bright mould of ages past, 

1 Tnlnmirnw.mul other nneient kings of Persia i 
whose adventures ill fairy-l.iuiil, among the 
l’oris mill Iliven, may lie limuil In Jiiehardson's 
curiums Hissertiitimi. The griffin Himaorgh.they' 
miy, took wmie feathers I'mm her breast tin- 
Tallin urns, with which he ndimicd his helmet, 
mill transmitted Ilium afterwords to his iie< 
smnliiiitii. 

,* This rivulet, says Hiindiiii, is culled tho Holy 
Itiver from the ‘ccdnMiihits’ wrong which it 
rises. , 

* J* mulct'd holt/ t;i Ate runku .—In the Let- 
bet Mifumles, there in iidlHiirotitctuisc iissipod 
for its inline of holy, 1 In these are deep caverns, 
which formerly served an hu imiuy coUsfor a great 
number of reclnscs, wf,» hud ehosini those re. 
treats as the only witnesses upon earth of the 
severity of their penance. The Tars of these 


Whose melancholy spirit, fed 
With all the glories of the dead, 

1 ho ugh framed for Iran’s happiest 
years, 

Was bom among her chains and 
tears I— 

’Twas net for him to swell the crowd 
Of slavish heads, that shrinking bow’d 
.before the Moslem, as lie pass’d, 

Like shrub* beneath the poison-blast- 
No-far lie fled—indignant Ucd 
llie pageant of his country’s shame • 
While every tear her children shod 
Fell on'his soul, like drops of flame; 
And, ns a lover hails the dawn 
t Qf a first smile, so welcomed he 
Hip sparkle of the first sword drawn 
For vengeance and for liberty! 

But vain was valour—vain the flower 
Of Kerman, in that deathful hour, 
Against AlHnssan’swlinhning power,— 
In vain they, met him, helm to helm, 
Upon the threshold of that realm 
He canto in bigot pomp to sway, 

And with their corpses block’d hit 
way-- 

In vain - for every lance they raised, 
Thoiisiuidsannmd tho conqueror blazed 
For every arm that lined their shore, 
Myriads of slaves were wafted o'er,— 

A bloody, bold, and countless crowd, 
Before whose swarm ns fast they bow'd 
As dates beneath the kmst-oloiul! 

There stood—•but one short league away 
From old Hnrmozia's sultry bay— 

A rocky mountain, o’er the Sea 
Of Oman beetling awfully; 1 

pious penitents anvil tlm-river of which wo have 
f trarted tins name of the Holy itiver.’ Vitli 
i Chiitmnliritmil'i .Hamlin uf Christianity. 

• * Tills mountain iH my own oration, ns llui 

■ stupendous chain 1 of which i suppose it n 
, link tinea nut extend quite no liir hr the shores of 

■ tlm 1‘ersiuu (Jiilf. ”1 his lima mui lolly riinpu ni 
mountains formerly divided Media from Aenyrin, 

i and How tans tlm lioiuulnry of tlm Persian aid 
t Turkish oinpiren, It, vuiis jnimllel with tho river 
t Tigris imi! Persian (lull 1 , unit almost disappearing 

• in the vicinity of fliimlioniim {tlurmoziii) seems 
1 once more to rise in tlm southern districts of 
, Kenrimi, and folImvIiiftiinoaaiei'lyeimrsothrouRli 
t the centre of Mcukrutm mid Iiaiouchistan, in en- 

• tlrely lost in the deserts of Sinilo.’- Kimteir'i 
) Fenian Umpire, 1 
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A last and solitary link 
Of those stupendous chains that reach 
From, the broad Caspian’s reedy brink 
Down winding to the Green Sea beach. 
Around its base the hare rocks stood, 
Like naked giants, in the flood, 

As if to guard the gulf across; 
While, on its peak, that braved the sky, 
A ruin’d temple tower’d, so high 
That oft the sleeping allmtross^ 
Struck the wild mins with her wing, 
And from her oloud-rock’d slumbering 
Started—to find man’s dwelling there 
In her own silent fields of air! 
Beneath, terrific caverns gave 
Dark welcome to each stormy wav» 
That dash’d, like midnight revellers, 
in 

And such the strange, mysterious din 
(It times throughout those caverns 
roll’d,— 

(And such the fearful wonders told 
Of restless sprites imprison’d there, 
That bold were Moslem, who would 
dare, 2 

At twilight hour, to steer his skiff 
Beneath the Glister's lonely cliff. 

On the land side, those towers sublime, 
That seem’d above the grasp of Time, 
Were sever'd from the haunts of men 
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen, 

So fathomless, so full of gloom, _ 

No eye could pierce the void be¬ 
tween ; 

It seem'd a place where Gholes might 
come, 

With their foul banquets from the 
tomb, 

And in its caverns feed unseen. 

Like distant thunder, from below, 

The sound of many torrents came; 


Too deep for eye or ear to know 
If ’twerc the sea’s imprison’d flow, 

Or floods of over-restless flame. 

For each ravine, each rocky spire, 

Of that vast mountain stood on lire ; 3 
And, though for ever past the days, 
When God was worshiped in the blaze 
That from its lofty altar shone,— 
Though fled the priests, the votaries 
gone, 

Still did the mighty name burn on 4 
Through chance and change, through 
good and ill, 

Like its own God’s eternal will, 

Deep, constant, bright, unquenchable! 

Thither the vanquished Hafetl led 
His little army’s last remains 
‘Welcome, terrific glen !’ he said, 

‘Thy gloom, that Ebbs’ self might 
dread, 

Is heavp to him who flies from 
* chains!’ 

O’er a dark, narrow bridgeway, known 
To him and to his chiefs alone, 

They cross’d the chasm and gain’d the 
towers 

‘This home,’ he cried, ‘at least is 
ours— 

Here wo may bleed, unmock’d by 
hymns 

Of Moslem triumph o’er onr head; 
Here wo may fall, nor leave our limbs 
To quiver to the Moslem’s tread. 
Stretch’d ou this rock, while vultures' 
beaks 

Are whetted ou our yet warm cheeks, 
Here—happy that no tyrant’s eye 
Gloats on our torments—we may dieI’ 
’Twas night when to those towers they 
came, 

And gjpomily the^fitful flame, 


! 


i 


1 These birds sleep in the air. They are most 
common about the Capo of Good Hopo. 

8 That kltl were Modem, who would dare, 
At twilight hour, to steer his sHff 
Beneath the Ghcher's lonely cliff. 

‘There is an extraordinary hill in this neigh¬ 
bourhood, called Kohd Gnbr, or the Gueiire’s 
Mountain. It rises in tlw form of a lofty cupola, 
and on the summit of it, they say, are tho re¬ 
mains of an Atoli ICudu, or firo Temple. It is 
Buporstitiously held to bo tho residence of Deeves, 
or Sprites, and many marvellous stories aro re¬ 
counted ortho injury and witchcraft suffered by 


those who essayed in former days to ascend or 
explore it‘-FaUlnger'a Mooehistun. 

3 The Ghebers generally built their temples 
over subterraneous tires. 

4 Still did tk mighty flame hunt on.—‘At tho 
city of Yczd, in Persia, which is distinguished by 
the appellation of tho Darub Abadut, or Seat of 
Religion, tho Guobres are permitted to have na 
Atush Kudu, or Tiro Temple (which, they assert, 
has had thS sacred lire in it since the days oi 
Zoroaster), in their own compartment of tho 
city; but for this indulgence they are indebted to 
the avarice, not the tolerance, of the Persian 


f 


; 


t 



That from the ruin’d altar broke, 
Glared on his features, as he spoke 
‘ 'Tis o’er—what men could do, we’ve 
done— 

If Iran will look tamely on, 

Ami see her priests, her warriors, driven 
Before a sensual bigot’s nod, 

A wretch, who takes his lust's to heaven, 
And makes a pander of his God! 

If her proud sons, her high-born souls, 
Men, in whose veins—0 last disgrace! 
The blood of Zal and Rustam 1 rolls,— 
If they will court this upstart race, 
And turn from Mithra’s ancient ray, 
To kneel at shrines of yesterday ! — 

If they will crouch to Iran's foes, 

Why,let them—till the land s despair 
Cries out to heaven, and bondage grows 
Too vile for e’en the vile to hear! 
Till shame at last, long hidden, burns 
Their inmost core, and conscience turns 
Each coward tear the slave .lets fall 
Back on his heart in drops of gall! 

But here., at least, are arms unchain’d, 
And souls that thraldom never 
stain’d:— 

This spot, at least, no foot of slave 
Or satrap ever yet profaned; 

Awl, though but few—though fast 
tho wave 

Of life is ebbing from our veins, 
Enough for vengeance still remains. 

An panthers, after set of sun, 2 
Rush from tho roots of Lebanon, 
Across the dark sea-robber’s way, 
We’ll hound upon our startled prey;— 
And when some hearts that proudest 
swell 

Have ltd our falchion’s last farewell; 


giiveriivmml, which taxes them at twenty-five 
ni|M®i oauli man.’. PoUAujcr's MmikMan. 

I Ancient licrocn of Persia, ‘Among tho 
Gudovs there are wimo who boast their descent 
iVnm Itolam,’— Stephen’s Perm, 

II Vide iiiiBiicl'H account of tho panthers at- 
tacking travellers in the night ou the sca-sliore 
about thermits of Lebanon. 

8 ‘Among otliur ceremonies tho Magi used t# 
place upon tho fops of high towers various kinds 
of rich viiimls, upon which it was supposed tho 
Peris anil the spirits of their departed heroes re¬ 
galed themselves,'— Ithhardson. * 

* 1 n tho ceremonies of tho Ghebers round their 
tiro, as described by Lord, ‘ the Daroo,’ he says, 
‘ffivoth them water to drink, and a ponwgrauatc 


When hope’s expiring throb is o’er, 
And e'en despair can prompt no more, 
This spot shall be the sacred grave 
Of the last few who, vainly brave, 

Die for the land they cannot save !’ 

His chiefs stood round—each sliinine 
blade 

Upon the broken altar laid— 

And though so wild and desolate 
Those courta, where once the mighty 
sate;. 

Nor longer on those mouldering towers 
Was seen j,he feast of fruits and flowers, 
With which of old the Magi fed 
The wandering spirits of their dead ; 3 
Tlnugh neither priest nor rites were 
there, 

Nor charmed leaf of pure pomegra¬ 
nate ; l 

Nor hymn, nor censer’s fragrant air, 
Nor symbol of their worshiped 
planet ; 5 

Yet the saml God that heard their sires 
Heard them, while on that altar’s fires 6 
They swore the latest, holiest deed 
Of tho few hearts, still left to bleed, 
Should he, in Iran's injured name, 

To die upon that Mount of Flame - 
The last of all her patriot line, 

Before her last untrampled shrine ! 
Bravo, suffering souls! they little know 
How many a tear their injuries drew 
From one meek maid, one gentle foe, 
Whom Love first touch’d with others 
woe— 

Whose life, as free from thought as sin, 
Slept like a lake, till Love threw in 
His talisman, and woke tlm tide, 

And spread its trembling circles wide. 


leaf to chew in the mouth, to cleanse them from 
inward unelcunvioss,’ 

11 ‘ Early in tho morning they (the Parsecs or 
Ghebers at Oulain) go in crowds to pay their de¬ 
votions to tlio Sim, to whom upon all* the altars 
there nro spheres consecrated, made by magic, 
resembling the circles of tho sun, and , when the 
sun vises, these orbs seem to bo inflamed, and to 
turn round with a great noise. They have every 
one a censer in their hands, and offer incense to 
tho sun ,’—Jtuhbi Benjamin. 

0 .. ,. ‘ while on Hat ullar's fires 

They swore. 1 

‘ Nul d’ontro eux osoroit so perjurer, qnand il a 
prieittfaioin cet dldment terrible ctvengeur, 1 — 
Mnoyclofiedie 1'fanyoise. 
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Once, Emir, thy unheeding child, 

'Mid all this havoc, bloom’d and 
smiled,— 


The Persian lily shines and towers, 1 
Before the combat’s reddening stain 
Hath fall’n upon her golden flowers. 
Light-hearted maid, unawed, unmoved, 
While heaven but spared the sire she 
loved, * 

Oiiee at thy evening tales of blood 
(Jnlistening and aloof she stood— 

And oft, when thou hast paced along 
Thy hariim lmlls with furious heat, 
Hast thou not cursed her cheerful song, 
That came across thee, calm and 
sweet, 

Like lutes of angels, touch’d so near 
Hell’s coniines, that the damn'd can 
hear ? 

Par other feelings love hath brought— 
Her soul all flame, her bjow all sad¬ 
ness, 

She now has but the one dear thought, 
And thinks that o'er, almost to mad¬ 
ness ! 

Oft doth her sinking heart recall 
His words—‘for my sake weep for all;’ 
And bitterly, as day on day 
Of rebel carnago fast succeeds, 

She weeps a lover snatch'd away 
In every Ghoher wretch that bleeds. 
There’s not a sabre meets her eye, 

But with his life-blood seems to 
swim; 

l’lieru’a not an arrow wings the sky, 
But fancy turns its point to him. 

No more she brings with footstep light 
A.1 Hnssau’s falchion for the tight; 

And, had he look’d with clearer sight, 
Had not the mists, that ever rise 
From a foul spirit, diimu'd his eyes,— 
He would have mark'd her shuddering 
frame, 

When from the Held of blood he came, 
The faltering speech — the look 
estranged— 

Voice, step, and life, and beauty 
changed— 


Be would have mark'd all this, and 
known 

Such change is wrought by love alone! 

Ah! not the love that should have 
bless’d 

So young, so innocent a breast; 

Not the pure, open, prosperous love, 
That, pledged on earth, and seal’d 
above, 

Grows in the world’s approving eyes, 
In friendship’s smile ami home's 
caress, 

Collecting all the heart’s sweet ties 
Into one knot of happiness! 

No, Hinda, no—thy fatal llamo 
Is nursed in silence, sorrow, shame,— 
A passion, without hope or pleasure, 
In thy soul’s darkness buried deep, 

It lies, like soinq ill-gotten treasure,— 
Some idol, without shrine or name, 

O’er .which its palc-cyed votaries keep 
Uflholy watch, while others sleep! 
Seven nights have darken’d Omau’sSua 
Since last, beneath thomoonlight ray; 
She saw his light oar rapidly 
Hurry her (limber's bark away,— 
And still she goes, at midnight hour, 
To weep alone in that high 'bower, 

And watch, and look along the deep 
For him whose smiles Ural, made her 
weep,-- 

But watching, weeping, all was vain, 
Sh; never saw his hark again. 

The owlet’s solitary cry, 

The night-hawk, Hitting darkly by, 

And oft the hateful carrion bird, 
Hoavily Happing his elogg’d wing, 
Which, reek’d with that day’s banquet 
big— 

Was all she saw, was all she heard, 

Tisthe eighth monA-Al HassaiTs brow 
Is brightened with unusual joy— 
What mighty mischief glads him now, 
Who never smiles but to destroy ? 
The sparkle upon Horkend’s Sea, 

When teas’d at midnight furiously,- 
Tells not of wreck and ruin nigh, 

More surely than that smiling eye; 


. 1U1 ermnhkmm and tom-* A vivid 8 ‘It is olwml, with mam* to thu Scant 

tlw autumnal rninn, and the, Hcrkeml, that when it in tossed by tcuipestium .1 
t “S o ds nro coverad'With the pwaian-liiy, wlmln. It sparkles like (m.'-Tmveh \;f Two 
d a manluiLuiO »/{I]div colour.. . llumel'aAkpP"- • 
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5 K^l t b,wn 1 J ct3r, V l ’ al Butcheer thee, maid,-the wind that 
li.it hiowii a In,Lit would waken death, now 

Ami yet thou aleej/at-up, child, and Is blowing o’er thy feverish brow, 

qs^TL,,,,! , To-day shall waft thee from the shore; 

U s 1 leused. day for heaven and me, And, ere a drop of this night’s gore 

: )L,( c , HilV0 time to chill in yonder towers, 

lh.inevm Hash doer Oman s Hood. Thou’lt see thy own sweet Arab 
Ifclore another dawn shall shine, bowers!’ 

His head—heart—limbs—will all be 

fin; miuo ,, , , „ Hi« bloody Boast was all too true- 

( Us very night Ins blood snail steep There lurk’d one wretch among the few 

! Ulll ! l f 1 111 «v«r ere I sleep!’- Whom Ilafed’s eagle eye could count 

Jl1 ”', Klt ' • she faintly scream d—her Around ltitji on that Fiery Mount,— 

„ ,, One miscreant, who for gold betray'd 

yOb H1JI Sbng m from all mankind. The pathway through the valley’s shade 

kes-spitu of lus nivmes and towers, To those high towers where Freedom 
J liued, my eluld, this night is ours, stood 

TlKinlm to all-conquering treachery, In her last hold of flame and blood. 

Without whose aid theliuks accursed, Left on the field last dreadful night, 

I hat bind these impious slaves, would be When, sallying from their sacred liendit 
I oo strong ior Alla’s self to burst! The (limbers fought hope’s farewell 
I bat rebel (iciii.1, whose blade has spreaij light, 

My ]ial,li with piles of Moslem dead, Ho lay—but (lied not with the brave; 
Whose ladling spells had almost driven That sun, which should have gilt his 
Lack I mm their course the Swords of grave, 

, Heaven, _. Saw him a traitor and a slave 

I lus wjjhfc, with all hia band, shall And, while the few, who thence re- 

turn’d 

Iimv deep an Arab’s steel can go, To their high rocky fortress mourn’d 
Wlnni ibid ami vengeance speed the For him among the matchless dead 
bb'W. They left behind on glory's bed, 

And—I'ropliet!—by Hint holy wreath He lived, and, in the face of morn, 
Thou wor’sb mi Oliod’s Held of death, 8 Laugh’d them and Faith and Heaven 
I swear, for every sob that parts to scorn! 

In anguish from these heathen hearts, Oh, for a tongue to nurse the slave, 

A goto from iVraia's plunder'd mines Whose treason, like a deadly blight, 
■’'ball glitter on thy wlirine of shrines. Comes o’er the councils of the brave, 

Bul.hu!- sheHinks—thatlcKjksowild— And blasts them in their hour of 

'Those livid lips-.my child, my child, might! 

This life of blood lielits not thee, May life’s unblessed cup for him 
And Hum must; buck to Artiby. Be ‘ driigg’d with treacheries to the 

Ne’er had I. risk’d thy timid 80K brim,— 

Itiseenes that; limn himself might dread, With hopes, that but allure to fly, 

Had I not hoped our every tread With joys, that vanish while lie sips, 

Would lie ou prostrate Persian Like Dead-Sea fruits, that tempt the 
Meeks— eye, ;l 

Gurma'l race, they oiler swords instead! But turn to ashes on the lips i 


1 A l.iml nl‘ immimt i.it. 'wus liiul; Mini by Mawnshah, tin: fillet, wreath, or wreathed gar. 

TsuuerLuif, .. hiihI of ivliieli in ilmiliwl us Imul, he were at the battle .of Olioil.'-C/uwtm! 

iiiiiaiiiiiiiniily iliv.ulliil, mill mi Imul ml t?i lie heal’d Jlhlwi/. 

at tin' ilistiituw itf niiviii-:il miles.' lfoknrdmn. , a ‘l'licy say that there are apple-trees upon thu 
3 'tMiihiiiiimi'illiiul nvii hdnietii, nu interior ami sides of Hits am, which bear very lovely fruit, 
exterior ww, the hitter uf iv)|idi, culled Al ^ trill, wliiuli ere till full of aehre. 1 '—Thumt, The 



418 


* LALM HOOKS. 


ftis country's curse, his children's; Are fading offuntouched, untastml 1 
a h a ine 1 Uk e ^ ie once £* onous hopes he blasted. i 

Outcast of virtue, peace, and fame, And, when from earth his spirit flies, 
May he, at last, with lips of flame Just Prophet, let the damn d-uue 
On the parch'd desert thirsting die,- dweU 

While lakes that shone in mockery Pull mthe sight of Paradise 

Beholding heaven, and feeling hell l 


Uiu Rookh had had a fiream the night before, which, in spite ot tlm im- 
pending fate of poor Hafed, made her heart more than usually cheerful during 
the mornitw, and gave her cheeks all the freshened animation of a flower that 
the Bidmusk had just passed over. 2 She fancied that she was sailing on that 
Eastern ocean, where the sea-gipsies, who live for ever on the water, enjoy a 
perpetual summer iu wamleriug from isle to isle, when she saw a small gilded 
bark approaching her. It was like one of those boats which the Maldivian 
islanders annually send adrift, at the mercy of winds and waves, loaded with 
perfumes flowers, and odoriferous wood, as an offering to tlm .Spirit whom they 
call King of the Sea. At first this little hark appeared to be empty, but, on 

She had proceeded thus far in relating the dream to her lathes, when 1* era- 
mors appeared at the door of the pavilion- In his presence, of course, every, 
thing else was forgotten, and the continuance of the story was instantly re- 
i nested by all Fresh wood of aloes was set to burn m the cassoletsthe 
violet sherbets 4 were hastily handed r ou nd, and, after a short prelude on Ins 

«.^7i7^tpd of tliToww there: Vide flower of that nume.’ ‘Tlio wind which blows 
SXKiiSfcS, these Hewers commonly lasts till the end oi the 

* n'tig Asnhalt Lake, known by the name of the month. —Le Ui upi. , , 

Dead Sea h vev cm irkahle on aeoount of the « Where the musics, wo live for cm- mi tk 
iStenblenroportion of salt which it contains, water.-' The Biigte are ot two races; the one is 
In this respect it surpasses every other known settled on Borneo, and are a rude but warlike 
wihn- nntL snrfiice of the earth. The great and industrious nation, who reckon themselves 
proportion of bitter-tasted salts is the reason the original possessors ot the island ot l.ornco. 
ndwS r min al nor plant can live in this The other is a species ot soa-gtpaes or itinera u 
mm'-Klaprolh's ClJncal Amlgm of tk fishermen, who live m small covered boat ami 
Water of the Dead Sea, Aumh ofMlmphy, the 

SWitowever. «flsh found in its 

t oi'il'rtvrnn has a similar allusion to thefruits of the Maldivia islands, the Maldivians an* 
of the Dead Sea, in that wonderful display of anally launch a small bark, loaded with pcitumcs, 
modus his third Canto ot 'Child# Harold,’— gums, flowers, and odoriferous wood, ami tuin it 

jawsteystasK a'^^sasdsf« 

from extreme heat: and, which augments the maimer the Biajns pertorm their olloi mg to the 
delusion, it is most frequent in hollows, where god of evil, launching a smallbark,.loaded with all 
unfm* miffhf be exDGctcd to lod°*c. 1 have seen the sins and nnsiovtiuies oi the nation, which mo 
buahes and trees* reflected in ft, with as much imagined to fiill on the unhappy crew that may 
accuracy as though it had been the face of a clear be bo unlucky as first to meet witl^it. Lr. 
SI m Wen on the Language* and Literature of the 

* a a in thn mibftlievpvs their works are like a* Indo-Chinese JSation* t 

a S, which the thirsty traveller memlMt ,-'The sweeUeenled vio- 
thinketh to he water, until when lie eometli let is one ot theplants mt«t esteemed, pin tuiulm lv 
heeto hefhideth it ’to bo nothing.’-Xenro, for its great use, in Sorbs, winch they make of 

violet sugar. —Emelqum. 

" a A/lower that the Bilnmk had just pass'd ‘The sherbet they most esteem, and which is 
ow.-'A wind which prevails in lebmarv, ilrunk by the Grand Signor lumsUt, is made of 
called Hidmusk, from a small and uaurkerons i violetq and sugar, —Taverner, 
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lute, in the pathetic measuro of Nava, 1 which is always used to express the 
lamentations of absent lovers, the Poet thus continued 

The day is lowering—stilly black Like some ill-destined bark that steers 
Sleeps the grim wave, while heaven’s In silenco through the Gate of Tears. 3 
rack, 

Dispersed and wild, ’twixt earth and And where was stern A1 Hassan then? 

sky Could not that saintly scourge of men 

Hangs like a shatter’d canopy! From bloodshed aud devotion spare 
There’s not a cloud in that blue plain One minutp for a farewell there ? 

But tells of storm to come or past;— No—close within, in changeful fits 
Hero, flying loosely as the mane Of cursing and of prayer, he sits 
i HIa young war-horse in the blast;-- In savage loneliness to brood 
There, roll'd, in masses dark and swell. Upon the’coming night of blood, 
ihg. With that keen, second-scent of 

As proud to be the thunder’s dwelling! „ death, 

While some, already hurst and riven, By which the vulture snuffit his food 
Seem melting down the vergeof heaven; In the still warm and living breath I 4 

As though the infant storm had rent While o'er the wave his weeping 
The mighty womb that gave him daughter 
birth, Is wafted from these scenes oi 

And, having swept the firmament, slaughter,— 

Was now iu fierce career for earth? As a young'bird of Babylon, n 
On earth ’twas yot all calm around, Let loose to tell of victory won, 

A pulseless silence, dread, profound, Flies home, with wing, ah 1 not un- 

More awful than the tempest’s sound. stain’d 
The diver steer’d for Ormus’ bowers, By the red hands that held her chain’d 
And moor'd his skiff till calmer hours; 

The sea-birds, with portentous screech, And does the long-left home she seeks 
Flew fast to land;—upon the beach Light up no gladness on her cheeks? 
The pilot oft had paused, with glance The flowers she nursed—the well. 
Turn’d upward to that wild expanse; known groves, 

And all was boding, drear, and dark Where oft in dreams her spirit roves— 

As her own soul, when Hindu's bark Once more to see her dear gazelles 

Went slowly from the Persian shore- Come bounding with their silver bells; 
No music timed her parting oar, 2 Her birds’ new plumage to behold, 

Nor friends upon the lessening strand And the gay, gleaming fishes count, 
Linger’d, to wave the unseen hand, She left, all filleted with gold, 

Or speak the farewell heard no more;— Shootingaroundthcir jasperfount. 3 - 

But lone, unheeded, from the hay Her little garden mosque to see, 

The vessel takes its mournful way, And once again, at evening hour, 

o d 

1 The pathetic measure of Kim,—' ‘Last of all boldness to hazard the passage through it rate 
she took a fruiter, awl sung a pathetic, air In the the Ethiopia ocean.’— Bklmnlm. 

measure called Nava, which is always used to 41 1 havobeon told, that whensoever im animal 
express the lamentations of absent lovers.’— falls down dead, one or more vultures, unseen l«. 
1‘miitn Tales. fore, instantly appear.’- Pennant, 

2 ‘ Tho Easterns used to set out on their longer 5 ‘ They fasten some writing to the wings of s 

voyages with music, 1 —Earner. ’ ,, Bagdat, or Babylonian pigeon.— Travels of aet, 

4 1 Tho Gate of Tears, the straits or passage tain Englishmen. 
into the Red Sea, commonly called Babelraandel. 6 ‘ The Empress of Johan-Guiro used to divert 
It received this mime from the old Arabians, on herself with feeding tame fish in her canals, some 
account of the danger of the navigation, and the of which were many years afterwards known by 
number of shipwrecks by which it wns distin- fillets of gold, which she caused to be put round 
guhdied; which induced them to consider as them. 1 —Hama, 
dead.and to wear monmlnn for, all who had tho - 
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To tel], her ruby rosary 1 
In her own sweet acacia bower.— 
Gan these delights, that wait her now, 
Call up no sunshine on her brow ? 
No—silent, from her train apart,— 

As if even now she felt at heart 
The chill of her approaching doom,— 
She sits, all lovely in her gloom 
As a pale angel of the grave; 

And o’er the wide, tempestuous wave, 
Looks, with a shudder, to those towers, 
Where, in a few short awful hours, 
Blood, blood, in steaming tides shall 
run, o 

Foul incense for to-morrow’s sun ! 

1 Where art thou, glorious stranger! 
thou, 

So loved, so lost, where art thou now ? 
Foe—Gheher—infidel—whate’er 
Th’ unhallow'd name thou’rt doom'd to 
hear, 

Still glorious-still to this fond heart 
Dear as its blood, whate’er-thou art! 
Yes—Alla, dreadful Alla! yes— 

If there be wrong, be crime in this, 

Let the black waves, that round us roll, 
Whelm me this instant, ere my soul, 
Forgetting faith, — home, — father, — 
all,— 

Before its earthly idol fall, 

Nor worship even Thyself above him,— 
For oh! so wildly do I love him, 

Thy Paradise itself were dim 
And joyless, if not shared with him !’ 

Her hands were clasp’d—her eyes up¬ 
turn’d, 

Dropping their tears like moonlight 
rain; 

And, though her lip, fond raver! 
hurtl'd 

With words of passion, hold, profane, 
Yet was there light around her brow, 

A holiness in those dark eyes, 

Which allow’d — though wandering 
earthward now,— 

Her spirit's home was in the skies. 
Yea—for a spirit, pure as hers, 

[a always pure, even while it errs 

1 Htr rosary.—' Lo Tespih, qui tat un 

chapelot. compost! de 99 pottos boules d’aptlie, 
de jnspe, d’ambrc, de oorail, ou d'antre mature 
pr6eiei"“»- J'en ni vu un sunerbe au Seigneur 


As sunshine, broken in the rill, 
Though turned astray, is sunshine still! 

So wholly had her mind forgot 
All thoughts but one, she heeded not 
The rising storm- the wave that cast 
A moment's midnight, as it pass’d— 
Nor heard the frequent shout, the tread 
Of gathering tumult o’er her head— 
Clash'd swords, and tongues that 
seem'd to vie 

With the rude riot of the sky. — 

But hark!—that war-whoop on the 
deck— 

That crash, as if each engine there, 
Mast, sails, and all, were going to 
wreck, 

’Mid yells and stampings of despair! 
Merciful Heaven! what can it he ? 

’Tis not the storm, though fearfully 
The ship has shudder’d as she rode 
O'er mountain waves.—* Forgive me 
" God! ' 

Forgive me!’—shriek’d the maid ant' 
knelt, 

Trembling all over,—for she felt 
As if her judgment-hour was near; 
While crouching round, half dead with 
fear, 

Her handmaids clung, nor breathed, 
nor stirr’d— 

When, hark! — a second crash — a 
third— 

And now, as if a holt of thunder 
Had riven thelabouring planlm asunder, 
The deck falls in—what horrors then ! 
Blood, waves, and tackle, swords and 
men 

Come mix’d together through the 
chasm 

Some wretches in their dying spasm 
Still fighting on—and some that call 
‘ For God and Iran !’ as they fall! 

Whose was the hand that turn'd away 
The perils of th’ infuriate fray, 

And snatch’d her breathless, from be- 
• neath 

This wilderment of wreck and death ? 

Jerpos; 11 litoit de belles et (crosses perlcs par- 
fata et dgaios, estinxS trente nuJle piastres, 
Todcrim. 
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She knew not—for a faintness canto 
Chill o’er her, and her sinking frame 
Amid the ruins of that hour 
Lay, like a pale and scorched flower, 
beneath the red volcano's shower ! 

But oh! the sights and sounds of dread 
That shock'd her, ere her senses fled ! 
Hie yawning deck—the crowd that 
strove 

Cpon the tottering planks above— 

The sail, whose fragments, shivering 
o’er 

The stragglers’ heads, all dash’d with 
gore, 

Flutter'd like bloody flags—tile clash 
Of sabres,, and the lightning’s flash 
Upon their blades, high toss’d about 
Like meteor brands 1 —as if throughout 
The elements one fury ran, 

One general rage, that left a doubt 
Which was the iiercer. Heaven or 
Man I 

Once too-but no-it could not be- 
I was fancy all—yet once she thought 
While yet her fading eyes could see, 
High on the null’d deck she caught 
A glimpse of that unearthly form, 

That glory of her soul,-even then, 
Amid the whirl of wreck and storm, 
•Shining above his fellow men, 

Ah, on some black and troublous night, 
Tim Star of Egypt,” whose proud light 
Never hath beam'd on those who rest 
In the White Islands of the West, 3 
.Burns through the storm with looks of 
Name 

That put heaven's cloudier eyes to 
shame! 

But no.'twos hnttliominute’sdromn— 

A fantasy—-ami era the seroam 
Hail half way pass’d her pallid lips, 

A death-like swoon, a chill eclipse 
1H' soul and sense, its darkiiesiv spread 
Around her, and she sunk, as dead ! 

Low calm, how beautiful, conies on 
Tlio stilly hour, when storms uro gone! 

' Till! nieleiira (lint Pliny rnlls ‘ faces.' 

2 ' The lirlillimt. Canopus, unseen in European 

? Viili! Wilford's learned Essays On the Snored 
(fill's in tlio West, 

1 A urociwifi stone of the Indies, called by the 


When warring winds nave died away, 
And clouds, beneath the glancing ray. 
Melt oil, and leave the land and sea 
Sleeping in bright tranquillity,— 
Fresh as if day again were born, 

Again upon the lap of Morn ! 

When, the light blossoms, rudely torn 
And scatter’d at the whirlwind’s will, 
Hang floating in the pure air still, 
Filling it all with precious balm, 

In gratitude for this sweet calm I— 
And every drop the thunder-showers 
Have left upon the grass and flowers 
Sparkles, :as ’twere the lightning-gem 4 
Whose liquid flame is born of them! 

When, ’stead of one unehanmim 
f c breeze, 

There blow a thousand gentle airs, 

And each a different perfume bears,— 
As if the loveliest plants and trees 
Had vassal breezes of their own 
To watch and wait on them alone, 

And waft no other breath than theirs! 
When the blue waters rise and fall, 

In sleepy sunshine mantling all; 

And even that swell the tempest leave* 
la like the full and silent heaves 
Of lovers’ hearts, when newly blest, 
Too newly to bo quite at rest! 

Such was the golden hour, that broke 
Upon the world, when Hindu woke 
I rain her long trance, anil heard around 
No motion but the water’s sound 
.Rippling against the vessel’s side, 

As slow it mounted o’er tlm tide,— 

But where is she V—her eyes are dark, 
Are wilder’d still—is this the hark, 

The same, that from Harmozia’s bay 
Bore her at morn—whose bloody way 
The sea-dog trucks ’-no-strange and 
new 

Is all that meets her wondering view. 
Upon a galliot’s deck she lies, 

Beneath no rich pavilion's shade, 

No plumes to fan her sleeping eyes, 

Nor jasmine on her pillow laid. 


ancients Corannimn, bemuse It \\\ supposed to 
bo found in places where thunder hud .'alien, Ter- 
tulliim says it linn a fluttering appearance, as if 
there bad been lire in It; and tlio author of the 
Dissertation in Harris’s Vuj'ngos supposes it to 
be i lie opal, 
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But tto mU litter, nM, mf Jj* 
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One of those passing,'rainbow dreams, 
a™..,, uf omain the ran Mt light, lull **, wlneh fune,. 

SsssS 51 tsSisssiu 

Lost in unconscious reverie j But B0W the bark, with livelier bound, 

And some, who seem d but ill to brook y ie blue wave—the crew s m 

That, sluggish calm, with many a look 


.kuAliMK - -. 

To the slack sail impatient cifst, 

As loose it iiagg’d around the mast, 

* 

Blest Alla! who shall save her now ? 

There's not in alt that warrior-band 
One Arab sword, one turban’d brow _ 


Seales the blue wave-the crew’s in 
motion— 

The oars are out, and with light sound 
Break the bright mirror of the ocean, 
Scattering its brilliant fragments round. 
And now she sees—with horror sees- 
Their course is toward that mountain 

hold,— .i;r.. l.i.i 


From her own faithful Moslem land, Those towers, that make her life-blood 

Their garb-the leathern belt 1 that freeze, 

111 1 ” whore Meoen s godless enemies 

TJalh yellow vest s —that rebel hue- Lie, like beleaguer’d scorpions, roll’d 
The Tartar fleece upon their capsIn their last deadly venomous Ul! 

Yes— ves-her fears are all ton true, Amid tlT illumined laud and flood 
4ndHeave.ii hath, intldsdreadful heur, Sunless that mighty mountain h nod, 
AkmWd her to Hated’s power;- Save where, above its awlnl h ad 

Hafcd the Glieher 1-at the thought There shone a tuning cloud, bUl-red, 

Her very heart’s blood chills within; As ’twove the flag ot destiny 
He, whom her soul was hourly taught Hung out to mark where dutli would 
fn oftmn finill tlfillll 01 Sill. 1)0 ! 
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To loathe, as some foul fiend ot sm, 
Some minister, whom Hell had sent 
To spread its blast, where* cr ho wont, 
And fling, as o’er our earth he trod, 
His shadow betwixt man and God! 
And she is now his captive,—thrown 
In liia fierce hands, alive, alone; 

His the infuriate hand she sees, 

All infidels—all enemies! 

What was the daring hope that then 
Cross’d her like lightning, as again 
With boldness that despair had lent, _ 


Had her bewilder'd mind the power 
Of thought in this terrific hour, 

She well might marvel where or lmw _ 
Man’s foot could scale that mountain s 
brow: , , , . 

Since ne’er had Arab heard or known 

Of path but through the glen alone... 

But every thought was lost in fear, 
When, as their bounding bark drew near 
The craggy base, sjm felt the waves 


iieuofttb tliftt ,n„iliit’K vtiiwiiiii, 
sought, l,raiu 8 ‘ , 


, . j ifiM ifninli or cun. worn lij tin* IViiiniw, is 

1 ?MmtfCrn by a (lark yellow mb of the ikta of the AW oT Turin,w 
colour, which the men alTect in their olothes. - warms/. 
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instantly o’er the dashing tide 
Within a cavern’s mouth they glide, 
Gloomy as that eternal porch, 

Through which departed spirits go 
Not e’en the flare of brand and torch 
It'S flickering light could further throw 
Than the thick flood that boil’d below. 
Silent they floated—as if each 
Sat breathless, and too awed for speech 
in that dark chasm, where ven sound 
Seem’d dark,—so sullenly around 
Thu goblin echoes of the cave 
Mutter’d it o’er the long black wave, 
As ’twero some secret of the grave! 

But, Null;- they pause—the eurrentturns 
Beneath them from its onward track; 
Some mighty, unseen barrier spurns 
The vexed tide, all foaming, hack, 
And scarce the oar's redoubled force 
Gan stem the eddy’s whirling course; 
When, hark!—some desperate foot has 
sprung 

Among the rocks—the chain is flung— 
The oars arc up—the grapple clings, 
And the tosa’d barlcin moorings swings, 
j list Hum, a daybeam through the shade 
Broke tremulous—but ere the maid 
Can see from whence the brightness 
steals, 

Upon her brow she shuddering feels 
A viewless hand, that promptly ties 
A. bandage round her burning eyes; 
While the rude litter where she lies, 
Uplifted by the warrior throng, 

U'or the stoop rocks is home along, 

Blent power of sunshine! genial Day, 
What halm, what life, is in thy ray ! 

To feel thee is such real bliss, 

That had thn world no joy hut this, 

To sit in sunshine calm and sweet,— 

If were a world toy exquisite,, 

For man to leave it for the gloom, 

The deep, cold shadow of the tomb! 
Hen 1 linda, though she saw not where 
(ir whither wound the perilous road, 
Yet knew by that awakening air, 
Which suddenly around her glow d* 
That they had risen Win darkness then, 
And breathed the sunny world again'/ 


But soon this balmy freshness tied— r 
For now the stcepy labyrinth led 
Through damp and gloom—’mid crash 
of boughs 

And fall of loosen’d crags that rouse 
The leopard from his hungry sleep, 
Who, starting, thinks each crag a 
prey, 

And long is heard from steep to steep, 
Chasing’them down their thundering 
way! 

The jackal’s cry—the distant moan 
Of the hyaena, tierce and lone; 

And that eternal, saddening sound 
Of torrents in the glen beneath, 

As 'twere the ever-dark profound 
That rolls beneath the Bridge of 
Death! 

All, all is fearful—e’en to see, 

To gaze on those terrific things 
She now but blindly hears, would he 
Relief to her imaginings 1 
Since neveJ.yet was shape so dread, 
But fancy, thus in darkness thrown. 
And by such sounds of horror fed, 
Could framemoredreadfulof her own, 


But docs she dream ? has fear again 
Perplex’d the workings of her brain, 

Or did a voice, all music, then 
Come from the gloom, low whispering 
near— 

‘ Tremble not, love, thy Gheber’s here ? ’ 
She docs not dream—all sense, all ear, 
She drinks the words, ‘Thy Ghebor’s 
here.’ 

’Twas his own voice—she could not err— 
Throughout the breathing world's 
extent 

There was but one, such voice for her, 
So kind, so soft, so eloquent! 

Oh ! sooner shall the rose of May 
Mistake her own sweet nightingale, 
And to some meaner minstrel's lay 
Open her bosom's glowing veil. 

Than love shall ever doubt a tone, 

A breath of the beloved one! 

Though blest, ’mid all her ills, to think 
She has that one beloved near, 


i A fminmit Imago among the Oriental pooto. notes, ami rent the thin veils of the rosebud and 
< 'ilm nightingales warbled their onehunting tlw rose.-Jam. 
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Whose smile, though met on ruin’s 
brink, 

Until power to make e’en ruin clear,— 
Yet soon this gleam of rapture cross’d 
By fears for him, is chill'd and lost, 
How shall the ruthless Hated brook 
That one of Gheber blood should look, 
With aught but curses in his eye, 

On her-a maul of Araby— 

A Moslem maid-—the child 5f him, 
■Whoso bloody banner’s dire success 
Hath left their altars cold and dim, 
And their fair land a wilderness! 
And, worse than all, that night of blood 
Which comes so fast—oh I who shall 
stay i * 

The sword, that once hath tasted food 
Of Persian hearts, or turn its way? 
What arm shall then the victim cover, 
Or from her father shield her lover ? 


’Save him, my God! 1 she inly cries— 
'Save him this night—ami if thine eyes 
Have ever welcomed with delight 
The sinner’s tears, the sacrifice 
Of sinners’ hearts—guard him this 
night, 


And here, before thy throne, I swear 
From my heart’s inmost core to tear, 
Love, hope, remembrance, though 
they bo 

Link’d with each quivering life-string 
there, 

And give it bleeding all to Thee ! 

Let him but live, the burning tear, 

The sighs, so sinful, yet so dear, 

Which have been all too much his own, 
Shall from this hour be Heaven’s alone, 
Youth pass’d in penitence, and age 
In long and painful pilgrimage, 

Shall leave no traces of the flame 
That wastes me now—nor shall his name 
E’er bless my lips, but when I pray 
For his dear spirit, that away 
Casting from its angelic ray 
TV eclipse of earth, ho too may shine 
Redeem'd, all-glorious and all thine! 
Think—think what victory to win 
One radiant‘soul like his from sin 
One wandering star of virtue back 
To its own native, heavenward track! 
Let him Imt live, and both are thine, 
Together thine—fur bleas’d or cross'll, 
Living or dead, his doom is mine, 

And if lie perish, both are lost! ’ 


The next evening Lalla Rookh was entreated by her ladies to continue the 
relation of her wonderful dream \ but the fearful interest that Imng round tins 
fate of Hindu and her lover had completely removed every trace of it from Imr 
mind;—much to the disappointment of a fair suer or two in her train, who 
prided themselves on their skill in interpreting visions, and who had already 
remarked, as an unlucky omen, that the Princess, on the very morning after 
the dream, had worn a silk dyed with the blossoms of the sorrowful tree, 
.Milica, 1 

Fadladeon, whose wrath lmd more than once broken out during the recital 
of soma parts of this most heterodox poem, seemed at length to have made up 
his mind to the inllietion; and took his seat tlii,^evening with all tlm patience 
of a martyr, while tlm poet continued his profane and seditious story thus: — 


To tearless eyes and hearts at ease 
The leafy shores and sun-bright sens, 
That lay beneath tlm mountain’s height, 
Had been a fair, enchanting sight. 
Twos one of those ambrosial eves 
A day of storm so often loaves 


At its calm setting—when the west 
Opens her golden bowers of rest, 

And a moist radiance from the skies 
Sliootstremblingdown, as from the eye! 
Of some meek penitent, whose last," 
Bright hours atone for dark ones past, 


1 Mltotonraoftho sorrowful Nyotanthe give a Indian names of tills (lower .’—Sir if -hnm 
durnblo colour to sill:.’— liemm m th lim- J 'Tlm Persians cull it Gul.’~-C.tow> 
lituidnj ofJJcni/al, ». 200, ' Milica Is one of fi.. 
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And whose sweet tears, o'er wrong for¬ 
given, 

Shine, as they fall, with light from 
heaven! 

Twas stillness all—the winds that late 
Had rush’ dthrough Kerman’s almond 
groves, 

And shaken from her bowers of date 
That cooling feast the traveller loves, 1 
Mow, lull’d to languor, scarcely curl 
The Green Sea wave, whose waters 
gleam 

Limpid, as if her mines of pearl 
Were melted all to form the stream; 
And her fair islets, small and bright, 
With their green shores reflected 
there, 

Look like thoso Peri isles of light, 
That hang by spell-work in the air, 

But vainly did these glories burst 
(hi Hindu's dazzled eyes, when first. 
The bandage from her brow was taken, 
And pale and awed as those who waken 
In their dark tombs—when, scowling 
near, 

The Searchers of the grave 2 appear,— 
She shuddering turn’d to read her fate 
In the fierce eyes that Hash’d around; 
And saw those towers all desolate, 
That o’er her head terrific frown’d, 
As if defying e’en the smile 
Of that soft heaven to gild their pile. 
Hi vain, with mingled hope and fear, 
She looks for him whose voice so dear 
Had come, like music to her car— 
Strange, mocking dream! again ’tis fled, 
And oh! the shoots, the pangs of dread 
That through her inmost bosom rim, 
When voices from without proclaim 
* Hafed. tlm Chief —and one by one, 
Tlm warriors slioyt that feariil name! 
He eon les—the rock resounds his tread— 
How shall she dare to lift her head, 

Or meet those eyes, whoso scorching 
glare 

Not Yemen’s boldest sons can bear ? 


1 'In parts ill’ Kerman, whatever dates ere 
shnlten tnim the trees liy tlm wind they do not 
touch, Imt leave them tor those, who nave not 
any, or for travellers ,’—lik Ilaukal, 
a The two terrible nnpils, Monkir a ml Nnkir, 
who are called ‘the Searchers of I,hotiruvo’ >n 
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In whose red beam, the Moslem tells, 
Such rank and deadly lustre dwells, 

As in those hellish fires that light 
Themandrake's charnel leaves at night fi 
How shall she bear that voice’s tone, 
At whose loud battle-cry alone 
Whole squadrons eft i n panic ran, 
Scatter’d, like some vast caravan, 
When, stretch’d at evening round tin 
well,. 

They hear the thirsting tiger’s yell 

Breathless she stands, with eyes east 
down, 

Shrinking beneath the fiery frown, 
Which, fancy tells her, from that brow 
Is Hashing o’er her fiercely now; 

And shuddering, as she hears tho tread 
Of his retiring warrior band,— 
Never was pause so full of dread; 

Till Hafed with a trembling hand 
Took hers, and, leaning o'er her, said, 

‘ Hiuda!’-—that word was all lie spoke, 
And ’twas enough—the shriek that 
broke 

From her full bosom told the rest— 
Panting with terror, joy, surprise, 

The maid but lifts her wondering 
ayes, 

To hide them on her Ghoher’s breast! 
’Tis he, ’tis ho—the man of blood, 

Tho fellestof the Fire-fiend’s brood, 
Hafed, tlm demon of tlm light, 

Whose voice unnerves, whose glances 
blight,—■ 

Is her own loved Gheber, mild 
And glorious as when first lie smiled 
In her lone tower, and left such beams 
Of Ilia pure eye to light her dreams, 
That she believed her bower had given 
Rest to some wanderer from heaven! 

Moments tlioro are, and this was one, 
Snatch’d like a minute’s gleam of sun 
Amid the black simoom’s eulipse— 

Or like those verdant spots that 
bloom 


the 1 Creed of tho Orthodox Mahometans 1 given 
by OMcy, vol, ii. 

3 ' Tho Arabians cell tho mandrake “ the devil’s 
candle,” on Mount of its aliinimj appearance in 
tho night,' ‘-Uiiiharim, 
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ground the crater’s burning lips, 
Sweetening the very edge of doom! 
The past—tlio future-all that fate 
Can bring of dark or desperate 
Around such hours,hutmakes them oast 
\uteuscr radiance while tkoy last! 

E'en he, this youth-though dimm’d 
and gone 

Each star of hope that clfeer’d lum 
on— . . 

His glories lost—his cause betray d-~ 
Iran, his dear-loved country piado 
/A laud of carcases and slaves, _ 

One dreary waste of chains and 
graves I— f 

Himself but lingering, dead at heart, 
Toseethelast, long-struggling breath 
Of Liberty’s great soul depart, 

Then lay him down, and share her 
death— 

E'en he, so sunk in wretchedness, 

With doom still darker gathering 
o’er linn, 

Yet in this moment’s pure caress, 

In the mild eyes that shone before 
him, 

Beaming that blest assurance, worth 
All other transports known on oartli, 
That he was loved-well, warmly 
loved- 

Oh! in this precious hour he proved 
How deep, how thorough-felt the glow 
Of rapture, kindling out of woe ;- 
How exquisite one single drop 
Of bliss, thus sparkling to the top 
Of misery’s cup—how keenly quaff’d, 
Though death must fellow on tho 
draught! 

She too, while gazing on those eyes 
That sink into her soul so deep, 
Forgets all fears, all miseries, 

Orfeels them like tho wretch insleep, 
Whom fancy cheats into a smile, 

Who dreams of joy, and sobs tliewhilc! 
The mighty ruins where they stood, 
Upon the mount’s high, rocky verge, 
Lay open towards the ocean Hood, 
Whwolightly o’er th’ illumined surge 
Many a fair bark that, all the day, 

Had lurk’d in sheltering creek ox ba*/., 


Now bounded on and gave their sails, 
Yet dripping, to the evening gales; 
Like eagles, when the storm is done, 
Spreading their wet wings in the sun. 
Thobeauteous clouds,though daylight's 
star 

Had sunk behind the hills of Lar, 
Wore still with lingering glories 
bright,— 

As if, to grace tho gorgeous west;, 

The Spirit of departing Light 
That eve had left his sunny vest 
Behind him, ere lie wing’d his llight. 
Never was scene so form’d for love! 
Beneath them, waves of crystal move 
In silent swell-heaven glows above, 
And their pure hearts, to transport 
given, 

Swell like tho wave, and glow like 
heaven! 

But, ah! too soon that dream is past— 
Again, again her fear returns ; • 
Night, dreadful night, is gathering fast, 
More faintly the horizon burns, 

And overy rosy tint that lay 
On the smooth sea hath died away. 
Hastily to the darkening skies 
A glance she casta—then wildly cries, 
‘At night, he said--ami, look, 'tie 
near-- 

'l?ly, ily—if yet then lov'st mu, lly 
Soon will his murderous band lie Imre, 
And I shall see thee bleed and die. - 
Hush!—hcard’st thou not the trump of 
men 

Sounding from yonder fearful glnn l - 
I'erhaps o'on now they climb tiio 
wood— 

Fly, fly—though still the west is 
bright, 

He’ll come—oh! yes—he wants thy 
blood— 

I knofv him—he’H not wait for night! 


In terrors e’en to agony 
She dings around tho wondering 

* Chief;—_ 

• Alas, poor wilder'd maid! to mo 
Thou ow’st this raving trance of 

grief.. 

Lost as I am, nought ever grew 
Beneath my shade but perish'd too— 
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My doom is like the Doad-Sea air i „ 

And nothing lives that enters there! +, Heavon > hmv little dream’ 

\V by were our lmrks together driven n. .. 

femaththis morning's furious heaven? TLJjf® my own loved 

on. .atoll ft, 

arinm,— *• gien 

Wlieu, casting but a single glance “ydj my hopes of heaven ’tig truth!' 
Upon thy pale and prostrate oWiim i,w ‘ "A tIie wind thllt freezes 


I thy palo ami pr,.stride charms FmS^fwl ‘l 10 wind thllt 

I V.,rt (tu-i, SS5 “i ,Wbnl » mHm 

Thy afcty tlmmol, tliat W. 
alarms) h W b(,80m ’ when betray’d. 

To moot th’ unmanning sight no more a.° ft ii "7. ?Pty /^t-and stood, 

Why have l broke that1S Z ^^ talehac! frozen his blood 
vow ? nuit-wrung So mazed and motionless was he- 

Wliy weakly, madly, met thee new roddB »«P« 1] * enchant, 

not that noise is but tiro shook Of 7 W ,itont 

«»t tiorreuts through yon 2 V Stl11 Halls of Mmmie l 1 

hurl'll—.- 1 „ , . 

Ibvad nothing liere-ujioii this rock SdE^n chiI L wa8 °’ cr ’ 

Wo stand above the jarS w 2 Tn W SOld ’ ltei : self more, 

Alike beyond its hopc4 nn £? W" b . r0 F m a ll the rays 


Alike beyond its hope- fern 1-7 Ofl . b Ti • F maU tlle 

In gloomy safety, like tl ed , S „ ^ h, W eat ’ grandest days! 

S':S|ss dU 

’ 4 rp . , v 1 Iron n sacred cause is come; 

. 

biwir M 1 reekln B To which the brave of after-time’ 

jililiw.1'lly, nyo, (lytl,«r.,,, "Xk** '"" e 

.«** ■*» »|Miregrufc,—aud k,M e hl 

.**_ 

Any, doubt nut- by yon stars, 'tis For vengeance on th’opprcssor’s crimes; 
ii,.. i ii,. , ,, . this rock, his monument alolt, 

S V M ? 1W! \\ n l m J Shall mk the tale to many an ago -• 
1 hm nmrni'iB wi Ii tint, smile so thro Anri hither hards and heroes oft, k 
Hi. in joy, he told me all, Shall come in secret pilgrimage, 

And dit"i|)il in triumph through our And bring their warrior sons, and tell 
, . , , ... , . , , , » The wondering hoys where Haled fell. 

i t rfp * i‘ V M rt "W W, 1 A ,! ld BWWir tllem 1111 those lone remains 
a.i I.H lUf-thnih teneuiu lus lent! 01 their lost country’s ancient fanes, 

,.itt M t»» fWW many statues of nun, woman, *o„ to be seen to 

. ell*, a. Uwr t-KHit, wb«n «• i« »W (litre oral thin day, vfdo lW«‘Vm Mmnt, 
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Never—while breath of life shall live I pray thee, as thou lov’st me, fly 
Within them-never to forgive _ Now, now—ere yet their blades are 
Th'accursed race, whoso ruthless chain nigh. 

Hath left on Iran’s neck a stain Oh, haste—the bark that boro me 
Blood, bleed alone can cleanse again! hither , 

Can waft us o'er yon darkening sea 
Such are the swelling thoughts that East—west—alas, 1 care not whither 
now So thou art safe, and I with thee! 

Enthrone themselves on Hafed’sbrow; Cto where we will, this hand in thine, 
And ne’er did saint of Issa^aze Those eyes before me smiling thus, 

On the red wreath, for martyrs Through good and ill, through storm 
twined, and shine, 

More proudly than the youth surveys The world’s a world of love for us! 
That pile, which through the gloom On some calm, blessed shore we’ll dwell, 
behind , Where ’tis no crime to love too well 

Half lighted by the altar’s lire, t Whero thus to worship tenderly 
fiiiminers-his destined funeral pyre k An erring child of light like thee 
Heap’d by his own, his comrades' Will not be sin-or, if it be, 

hands, Where we may weep our faults away 

Of every wood of odorous breath, _ Together kneeling, night and day, 
There, by the Fire-God’s shrine it Then, for my sake, at Alla’s shrine, 
stands, And I—at mj God's, for thine !’ 

WMly to wora. * 
5* ThfLs to M, - -1* f« 

»hid, Urn (rum tod. mi ^Sit.h^rinstok, 
b wd»m » tta M «'■ «"* to « 

ss sksssa .— 

Tl,» tot taaft H ,„ Bt| ,» lc witae, 

“ urn 1 1 His oath—his cause—that shrine of 

With watchfulness the maid attends flame, 

His rapid glance, where’er it bends~ And trams self are all forgot 
Why slmot his eyes such awful beams ? For her whom at his feet he sees 
What plans ho now? what thinks or Kneeling in speeemm agonies. 

dreams? No, blamo him hot, if Hope awhile _ 

Alas! why stands he musing here, Dawn’d in his soul, and threw her smile 

When every moment teems with fear ? O’er hours to come—oer days ami 
‘ Unfed, my own beloved lord,’ nights , . 

She kneeling cries - 1 lirst, last adored! Wiiig’il*witb those precious, pure do- 
If in that soul thou'st ever felt , , , ni , 

Ilulfwlittt thy lips impassion'd swore, Winch she, who bends all beauteous 
Here, on my knees that never knelt there, - 

To any but their God before, Was bom to kindl e and to sb aro! 

j r story told in Bum Fnm if, Orat, 3(1, that the 

a Tin, (iholiors say that when Abraham, their leva of wisdom and virtuo iondinjrhim to a soli- 

bed of roses, whom the child sweetly reposed.’— 

1 Of their' other Prophet, Zoroaster, there is a appeared to him’-FMc Fait A on Exodu, iin 1 
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They came—his chieftains at the call 
Came slowly round, and with them all- 
Alas, how few I—the worn remains 
Of those who late o’er Kerman’s plains 
Wnut gaily prancing to the clash 
Of Moorish xel and tymbalou, 
Catching new hope from every flash 
Of their long lances in the sun— 
And, as their coursers charged the 
wind. 

And the white ox-tails stream’d ha- 
hind, 5 

Looking r-s if the steeds they rode 
Vet, though subdued til' unnerving ’"™S , d, and every chief a god ! 

thrill, “ How fallen, how alter’d now! how wan 

Its warmth, its weakness, linger’d still H#°h scarred and faded visage shone, 
So touching in each look and tone, ronil( t Hie burning shrine they 
That the fond, fearing, hoping maid came;— 

Half counted on the flight she pray’d, How deadly was the glare it cast, 
Half thought the hero's soul was mu t e H‘ e y paused before the flame 
grown To light their torches as they pass’d! 

As soft, as yielding as her own, r ’Tw<u silefjee all —the youth had 
And smiled and Mess’d him, while ho pdann’d 

said— The duties of Ins soldier-band; 

‘ Yes—if there be some happier sphere, determined brow declares 

Where fadeless truth like ours is dear;— Hisfaithful chieftains well know theirs 
If t here be any land of rest ... , . 

For those who love and ne’er forget, ™ llimu t £|S speed-night gems the 
Oh ! comfort thee—for safe and blelit slues— 

Well meet in that cahn region yet!’ , > ,' v fio , on i )’ a blessed eyes, 

that look from heaven, ye may behold 
Scarce had she time to ask her heart Sights that will turn your star-fires 
If good or ill these words impart, cold! 

When the roused youth impatient flew Breathless with awe, impatience, hope; 
To tlm tower-wall, where, high in view, The maiden sees the veteran group 
A ponderous sea-horn 1 lmng, and blew Her litter silently prepare, 

A signal, deep and dread as those And lay it at her trembling feet 
The storm-fiend at his rising blows,— And now the youth, with gentle cave, 
Full well his chieftains, sworn and true Hath placed her in the shelter’d seat, 
Through life and death,. that signal And press’d her hand—that lingering 
knew; press 

For ’twos th’ appointed warni%blast, Of hands, that for the last time 
Tli’ alarm, to tell when hope was past sever; 

And the tremendous death-die cast! Of hearts, whose pulse of happiness, 
And there, upon the mouldering tower, When that hold breaks, is dead for 
Hath hung this sea-horn many ail hour, ever, 

Ready to sound o’er land and sea n And yet to her this sad caress 
That dirgomote of the brave and free, Gives hope-so fondly hope can err 

1: ‘ Tho shell colled Sllimkos, common to India, * ‘ The finest ornament lor I ho horses is mad' 1 
Africa, and tho Mediterranean, and still used In of nixlavgu flyin(jtn«aolsot']mig white hair, taker, 
many parts ns a trumpet for blowiru? alarms, or out of tho tails of wild oxen, flint nre to bo found 
givlnc slumds: it sends forth c deep and hollow in somo olaces ofihu Mu.'—ffowtuk 
wmij/i.’— Pennant ■ ■'' ' ■ . 


A tear or two, which, as he bow’d 
To raiso the suppliant, trembling 
stole, 

First warn’d him of this dangerous 
cloud 

Of softness passing o’er his soul 
Starting, lie brush’d the drops away 
Unworthy o’er that cheek to stray;— 
Like one who, on the morn of fight, 
Shakes from his sword the dews of 
night, 

That had but fliinm’d, not stain'd, its 
light. 
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Twas joy, alie tnought, joy’s mute 
excess— 

Their happy flight's dear harbinger; 

'Twas warmth — assurance — tender¬ 
ness— 

'Twas anything but leaving her. 

‘Haste, haste!' she cried, ‘the clouds 
grow dark, 

But still, ere night, we'll reach the 
bark; 

And, by to-morrow’s dawn-oh, bliss! 

With thee upon the sunbright deep, 

Par off, I’ll but remember this, 

As some dark vanish’d dream of 
sleep! 

And thou—’ but ha!—he answers not— 

Good Heaven 1- and does she go 
alone ? 

Bho now has reach’d that dismal spot, 

Where, some hours since, his voice s 
■ tone 

Had come to soothe her fejrs and ills, 

Sweet as the angel Israfil's, 1 
When every leaf on Eden’s tree 
Is trembling to his minstrelsy— 

Yet now-oh, now, he is not nigh— 

‘ Hafed 1 my Hafed! if it be 

Thy will, thy doom, this night to die, „ „ 

Let me but stay to die with thee, ‘ Now, spirits of the bravo, who roam 
And I will bless thy loved name, Enfranchised through you starry dome, 
Till tlm last life-breath leave this Rejoice—for souls of kindred lire 
frame. Are on the wing to join your choir! ’ 

Oh! let our lips, our cheeks, belaid He said-ami, light as bridegrooms 
But near each other while they fade; bound 
Let us but mix our parting breaths, To their young loves, rcelimb d the 
And I can die ten thousand deaths! steep 
You too, who hurry me away And gain’d tho shrine—his chiefs stood 

So cruelly, one moment stay— round™ 

Oh! stay-one moment is not much— Their swords, as with instinctive leap, 

Ho yet may come—for him I pray— Together, at that cry accursed, 

Hafed! dear Hafed!—’ all the way Had from their sheaths, like sunbeams, 
In wild lamentings, that would touch bnfSrt. * 

A heart of stone, she shriek’d his And hark!—again—again it rings 
name Near and more near its eclmings 

To tho dark woods—no Hafed camePeal through the chasm—oh! who that 
No—hapless pair—you’ve look’d your limn 

last; Had seen those listening warrior men, ^ 

Your hearts should both have broken With their swords grasp’d, their eyes of 
then;, flame 

The dream is o'er—your doom is cast— Turn’d ou,their Chief— could doubt tho 
Yoil’ll never meet on earth again! shame, 

i ‘ The angel Israiii. who hna the mow awiudious voice of all God's creatures, S«fc. 


Alas for him, who hears her cries !- 
Stillhalfway downthestccphostanda, 
Watching with fix’d, and feverish eyes 
The glimmer of those burning brands, 
That downthe rocks, with mournful ray, 
Light all he loves on earth away 1 
Hopeless as they, who far at sea, 

By the cold moon have just consign’d 
Tho corse of one, loved tenderly, 

To tho bleak flood they leave behind 5 
And on the deck still lingering stay, 
And long look back, with sad delay, 

To watch the moonlight on tho wave, 
That ripples o'er that cheerless grave. 

But see—he starts—what heard ho 
then? 

That dreadful shout!—across the glen 
Prom the land side it comes, and loud 
Rings through tlm clmsm; as if the 
crowd 

OS fearful things, that haunt that doll, 
Its Glides and Dives and shapes of hull, 
Had all in one dread howl broke out, 
So loud, so terrible that shout! 

1 Thoy come—tho Moslems come!’—lie 
cries, 

His proud soul mounting to his eyes, - 
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Th' indignant shame, with which tho? 
ill rill 

T< 1 hear those shouts and yet stand still 1 

He read their thoughts-they were his 
own — 

‘What! while our arms can wield 
these blades 

•Shall we die tamely ? die alone ? 

Without one victim to our shades, 

I hut Moslem heart where, buried deep, 
Thu sabre from its toil may sloop? 

No—G ihI ol Iran's burning skies! 

Thou seorn'st til’ inglorious sacrifice, 

No though of all earth’s hopes bereft, 

1 life, swords, and vengeance still are loft, 
We ll make you valley’s reeking eaves 
Lb e in the awe-struck minds of men, 
Till tyrants shudder, when their slaves 
Tell of the Glielier’s hluudy glen. 
Hollow, brave hearts!—this pile remains 
Gor refuge still from life and chains; 
I’.iit his the best, tins hiilicdt bed, «< 
Who oinks entomb'd in Moslem dead!’ 

Down the precipitous rocks they 
sprung. 

While, vigour, more than human, strung 
Kaoli min and heart.-~Th’ exulting foe 
Still through the dark defiles below, 
Track'd by his torches’ lurid lire, 
Wound slow, as through Golounda’s 
vale 1 

Tlm mighty serpent, in his ire, 

Glides mi withglittering, deadlytrail, 
No ton'll the Gholiers need—so well 
They know eaeli mystery of the doll, 
So oft lmve, in their wanderings, 
Gross'd the wild race that round them 
dwell, 

The very tigers from their delves 
Look out, anil let them pass, as things 
Untamed and fearless like, themselves! 

* w 

There was a deep ravine, that lay 
Yet darkling in the Moslem’s way;™ 
Hit split to make invaders rue 
Tlm many fallen before the few. 

The torrents front that morning’s sky 
Had lill'il tlieuaiTowelutHui breast-high* 
■\ml, 011 eaeli side, aloft and wild, 
Huge eliil's ami toppling crags wore 
piled, 


The guards, with which young freedom 
lines 

The pathways to her mountain shrines, 
Here, at this pass, the scanty band 
Of Iran's last avengers stand;— 

Here wait, in silence like the dead, 

And listen for the Moslems’ tread 
So anxiously, the carrion-bird 
Abovu them flaps his wings unheard ! 

0 

They come -that plunge into the water 
Gives signal for the work of slaughter, 
Now, Ghobers, now -if e’er your blades 
Had point or prowess, prove them 
now! 

Wee to the file that foremost wades! 
They come—a falchion greets each 
brow, 

And, as they tumble, trunk on trunk, 
Beneath the gory waters sunk, 

Still o'er their drowning bodies press 
New victim;) quick and numberless; 
Till scarce an arm in Unfed’s hand 
So fierce their toil, hath power to stir, 
But listless from each crimson hand 
Tho sword hangs, dogg'd with mas' 
sacra. 

Never was horde of tyrants met 
With blooilier welcome—never yet 
To patriot vengeance hath the sword 
More terrible libations pour'd! 

All up the dreary, long ravine, 

By the red, murky glimmer seen 
Of half-quench’d brands, that o’er the 
flood 

Lie scatter'd round and burn in Mood, 
What ruin glares I wlmt carnage swims I 
Heads, blaring turbans, quivering limbs, 
Lost swords that, dropp’d from 'many a 
hand, 

III that thick pool of slaughter stand;— 
Wretches who, wading, half on lire 
From the teas'd brands that round 
them fly, 

’Twixt flood and flame in shrieks ex¬ 
pire ;— 

And some who, grasp’d by those that 
die, 

Sink woundless with .them, smother’d 
o’er 

In their dead brethren’s gushing gore! 


1 Vide limit uron tho Stow ol Siiibad- 
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But vainly hundreds, thousands bleed, ( 
Still hundreds, thousands more succeed ; j 
Countlessastowarilssome llame at night 1 
Tiienorth’s dark insects wiugtb eir flight, 1 
And quench or perish in its light, 

To this terrific spot they pour— 

Till, bridged with Moslem bodies o'er, , 
It bears aloft their slippery tread, 

And o’er the dying and the dead, 
Tremendous causeway! on they pass,— 
Then, hapless Climbers, then, alas, 

What hope was left for you ? for you, 
Whose yet warm pile of sacrifice 
Is smoking in their vengeful eyes— 
Whose swords how keen, how fierce, 
they knew, t 

And burn with shame to find how few. 
Crush’d down by that vast multitude, 
Some found their graves where first 
they stood; 

While some with hardier struggle died, 
And still fought on by Hafed’s side, 

Wlio, fronting to the foe, tfod hack 
Towards the high towers liis gory track; 
And, as a lion, swept away 
By sudden swell of Jordan’s pride 
From the wild covert where he lay, 1 
Long battles with th* o’erwhelming 
tide, 

So fought he back with fierce delay, 

And kept both foes and fate at bay! 

But whither now ? their track is lost, 
Their prey escaped—guide, torches 
gone- 

By torrent-beds and labyrinths cross'd, 
The scatter’d crowd rush blindly on— 
‘Curse ou those tardy lights that wind,’ 
They panting cry, 1 so far behind— 

Oil, for a bloodhound's precious scent, 

To track the way the Gheber went! ’ 
Vain wish-confusedly along 
They rush, more desperate as more 
wrong; 

Till, wilder'd by the far-off lights, 

Yet glittering up those gloomy heights, 
Tlieir footing, mazedand lost, they miss, 
And down the darkling precipice 
Are dashed into the deep abyss ;— 


Or midway hang, impaled on rocks, 

A banquet, yet alive, for flocks 
Of ravening vultures,—while the dull 
Re echoes with each horrible yell. 

Those sounds—tbe last to vengeance 
dear, 

That e'er shall ring in Hafed’s ear,— 
Now reach’d him, as aloft, alone, 

Upon the steep way, breathless thrown, 
He lay beside liis reeking blude, 
Resign’d, as if life’s task were o’er, 

Its last blood-offering amply paid, 

And Iran’s self could claim no more. 
One only thought, one lingering beam, 
Now broke across liis dizzy dream 
Of pain and weariness—’twas she 
His heart’s pure planet, shining yet 
Above the waste of memory 
When all life’s other lights were set, 
And never to his mind before 
Her image such enchantment wore. 
lt*ieem’d aslf each thought that stain’d. 
Each fear that chill’d, tlieir loves was 
past, 

And not one cloud of earth remain’d 
Between him and her glory cast;— 
As if to charms before so bright, 

New grace from other worlds was 
given, 

Aud his soul saw her by the light 
Nowbreaking o’er itselffrom heaven! 

A voice spoke near him—’twas the . 
tone 

Of a loved friend, the only one 
Of all his warriors, left with life 
From that short night's tremendous 
strife. 

‘Aud must we then, my Chief, die 
here ?— 

Foes round us, and the shrine so near f 
These jvords hays roused the last 
* remains 

Of life within him—‘ what! not yet 
Beyond the reach of Moslem chains!’ 

, The thought could e'en make Death 
t forget 

His icy bondage-with a bound 
Hesprings, all bleeding,from tliegrouud, 


1 In this thioket, upon the banks of the occasion to tllat allusion of Jeremiah, “ He shall 
Jordan, several sorts of mid beasts are went to come up like a lion from the swellintr of Jordan," 
harbour themselves, whoso beinit washed out nf -MminM'e Aleppo, 
the covert by the overflowings of the river saves* 
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And grasps Iris comrade's arm, now It is the bont-ah, why delay'd ?— 

* JE" ■ „ ,. That bears the wretched Moslem maid ; 

E en feebler, heavier, than Ins own, Con tided to the watchful care 
And up the painful pathway leads, Of a small veteran band, with whom 
Death gaming on each step lie treads, Their generous Chieftain would not 
bpeed them, thou God, who heard’st share 

tlieir vow 1 The secret of liis lip?! doom: 


They mount-tlioy bleed—oh ! save! 
them now !— 

Thecragsare red they Vedamberedo’er, 
The rock-weed’s dripping with their 
gore— 

Thy blade too, Hafeu, false at length, 
Now breaks beneath thy tottering 
strength— 

Haste, haste-tho voices of the Foe 
Come near and nearer from below— 
One effort more-tlmnk Heaven! ’tis 
past, 

They’ve gain’d the topmost steep at last, 
And now they touch the temple’s walls, 
Now Hafed sees the Firg divine— 
When, lo! his weak, worn comratle 
falls 

Dead ou the threshold of the shrine, 

1 Alas, brave soul, too quickly fled 1 
And must 1 leave thee withering 
here, 

The sport of every ruffian’s tread, 

Tho mark for every coward’s spear ? 
No, by yon altar’s sacred beams'!’ , 

He cries, and with a strength that seems 
Not of this world, uplifts tho frame 
Of the fallen chief, and towards the 
flame 

Bears him along;-with death-damp 
hand 

The corpse upon the pyre he lays, 
Then lights the consecrated brand, 

And Arcs the pile, whose sudden 
blaze 

Iikelightuing bursts o'er Oman’|Sea,-- 
‘Now, Freedom's God! I come to 
Thee, 

Tho youth exclaims, and with a smile 
Of triumph vaulting on the pile, 

In that last effort, ere tho fires 
Have harm'd oueglorious limb, expires! 

What shriek was that ou Oman’s tide ? 

It came from yonder drifting bark, 
That just has caught upon her side 
The death-light—aud again is dark. 


But hoped when Hinda, safe and free, 
Was rein!ek’d to her father’s eyes, 
Their pardtti, full and prompt, would he 
The ransom of so clear a prize.— 
Unconscious, thus, of Hafed’s fate, 
And proud to guard tlieir beauteous 
freight, 

Scarce had they clear'd the surfy waves 
Tjjat foam around those frightful caves, 
When the curst war-whoops, known so 
well, 

Came echoing from the distant dell— 
Sudden each oar, upheld and still, 
Hung dripping o'er the vessel's side. 
And, driving at the current’s will, 

I hoy reeled along the whispering 
tide, 

While every eye, in mute dismay, 

Was toward that fatal mountain 
turn’d, 

Where the dim altar’s quivering ray 
As yet all lone aud tranquil burii'd. 

Oh ! ’tis not, Hinda, in the power 
Of fancy’s most terrific touch 
To paint thy pangsiu that dread hour— 
Thy silent agony—’twas such 
As those who l'ccl could paint too well, 
But noue e’er felt and lived to tell! 
’Twas not alone the dreary state 
Of a lorn spirit, crush’d by fate, 

When, though no more remains to 
dread, 

The panic chill will not depart ;— 
When, though the inmate Hope be dead, 
He s' ghost still haunts the mould cring 
heart. 

No—pleasures, hopes, affections gone, 
The wretch may bear, and yet live on. 
Like things, within the cold rock found 
1 Alive, when all’s congeal’d around. 

But there's u blank repose in this, 

A calm stagnation, that were bliss 
To the keen, burning, harrowing pain, 
Now felt through Ml thy brea aud 
I brain— 



434 


% LALLA EOOKff. 


That spasm of terror, mute, intense, 
That breathless, agonized suspense, 
From whose hot throb, whose deadly 
aching, 

The heart hath no relief but breaking! 

Calm is the wave-heaven’s brilliant 
lights 

IMeoted dance beneath the prow 
Time was when, on such lovely nights, 
She who is there, so desolate now, 
Could sit all cheerful, though alone, 
And ask no happier joy than seeing 
The starlight o’er the watersnthrown— 
No joy but that to make her blest, 

And the fresh, buoyant sense of being 
That bounds in youth’s yet careless 
breast, — 

Itself a star, not borrowing light, 

But in its own glad essence bright. 

How different now!—but, hark, again 
The yell of havoc rings—brave men ! 

In vain, with beating hearts, ye stand 
On the bark’s edge—in vain each hand 
Half draws the falchion from its sheath; 
All’s o’er-in rust your blades may 
lie 

He, at whose word they’ve scatter’d 
death, 

E'en now, this night, himself must 
die! 

Well may ye look to yon dim tower, 
And ask, and wondering guess what 
means 

The battle-cry at this dead hour- 
Ah! she could tell you—she, who 
leans 


Unheeded there, pale, sunk, aghast, 
With brow against the dew-cold mast— 
Too well she knows—her more than 
lifo, 

Her soul's first idol and its last, 
Liesbleeding in that murderousstrife. 

But see—what moves upon the height 1 
Some signal!—’tis a torch’s light. ’ 
What bodes its solitary glare ? 

In gasping silence towards the shrine 
All eyes are turn’d—thine, Hindu, thine 
.Fix their last failing life-beams there. 
’Twas but a moment-fierce ami high 
The death-pile blazed into the sky, 

And far away o’er rock and flood 
Its melancholy radiance sent; 

While Unfed, like a vision, stood 
Reveal’d before the burning pyre, 

Tall, shadowy, like a Spirit ot Fire 
Shrined in its own grand element! 

1 ’*Tis he!’‘the shuddering maid ex 
claims, — 

But, while she speaks, lie’s seen mi 
more; 

High burst in air the funeral flames, 
Aud Iran's hopes and hers are o’er! 

One wild, heart-broken shriek she 
gave— 

Then sprung as if to reach that blaze. 
Where still she fix’d her dying gaze. 
And, gazing, sunk into the wave,— 
Deep, deep,-where never care or pain 
Shall reach her innocent heart again! 


Farewell—farewell to thee, Araby’s daughter! 

(Thus warbled a Peri beneath the dark sea) 

No pearl ever lay, under Oman’s green water. 

More pure iu its shell than thy spirit in thee 

Oh! fair as the sea-flower close to time growing, 

How light was thy heart till love’s witchery came,. 

Like the wind of the south 1 o’er a summer Into blowing 
And hush'd all its music* aud wither'd its frame ! 

But long, upon Araby’s green sunny highlands, 

Shall maids and their lovers remember the doom 

i ‘This wind ({ho Sranoor) so softens the string of lutes, that they can never ho tuneo while 
it lasts.’— Stephen'i Fenia. 
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Of her, who lies sleeping among the Pearl Islands, 

With nought but the sea-star 1 to light up her tomb, 

And still, when the merry date-season is burning, 

And calls to the palm-groves the young and the old, 

The happiest there, from, their pastime returning, 

At sunset, will weep when thy story is told, 

The young village maid, when with flowers she dresses 
Her dark flowing hair for some festival day, 

Will think of thy fate, till neglecting her tresses, 

She mournfully turns from the mirror away, 

Nor shall Iran, beloved of her hero! fqrget tL.ee,— 

Though tyrants watch over her tears as they start, 

Close, close by the side of that hero she’ll set thee, 
Embalm’d in the innermost shrine of her heart. 

Farewell—he it ours to embellish thy pillow 
With everything beauteous that grows in the deep; 

Each flower of the rock and each gem of the billow 
Shall sweeten thy bed and illumiue thy sleep, 

Around thee shall glistei? the loveliest amber 
That ever the sorrowing sea-bird has wept ; s 

With many a shell, in whose hollow-wreathed chamber, 
We, Peris of Ocean, by moonlight have slept. 

We’ll dive where the gardens of coral lie darkling, 

And plant all the rosiest stems at thy head; 

We’ll seek where the sands of the Caspian 4 are sparkling, 
And gather their gold to strew over thy bed, 

Farewell—farewell—until pity’s sweet fountain 
Is lost in the hearts of the fair and the brave, 

They’ll weep for the Chieftain who died on that mountain, 
They’ll weep for the Maideu who sleeps in this wave. 


The singular placidity with which Fadladcen had listened, during the latter 
part of this obnoxious story, surprised the Princess and Feramorz exceedingly; 
and even inclined towards him the hearts of these unsuspicious young persons, 
who little knew tin; source of* Complacency so marvellous. The truth was, 
he had been organizing, for the last few days, a most notable plan of persecu¬ 
tion against the Poet, in consequence of some passages that had fallen from mm 
on the second evening of recital,—which appeared to this worthy Chamberlain 

1 ‘One of the greatest curiosities found in the of autumn with tho fruits, vide Kmpj'er, 
Persian Gulf Is a fish which tlw English call Amnitat Uxat , . 

Star-fish. It is circular, mid at night very > Some naturalistis lave imagined hat 

luminous, resembling the full moon surrounded is a concretion ot the tears ot him vm 
kv rm.'-Mirm Ahu Tdcl, . Tnrnnx, Clmiben. ■ 

For a description of the merriment of the 4 'The hay Kioselarkc, which is otherwise 
date-time, of their work, their dances, and their called tho Golden Bay, tho sand whereof slimes 
return homo torn the palm-grovoa at the end as lire. -Sim- 

29 
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to contain language and principles, for which nothing short of the summary 
criticism of the elmbuk 1 would be advisable. It was his intention, therefore, 
immediately on their arrival at Cashmere, to give information to the King of 
Bucharia of the very dangerous sentiments of his minstrel; and if, unfor¬ 
tunately, that monarch did not act with suitable vigour on the occasion (that 
is, if he did not give the chabuk to Feramorz, and a place to Fadladeen), there 
would be an cud, he feared, of all legitimate government in Bucharia. He 
could not help, however, auguring better both for himself and the cause of 
potentates in general; and it was the pleasure arising from these mingled 
anticipations that diffused slftch unusual satisfaction through his features, and 
made his eyes shine out, like poppies of the desert, over the wide and lifeless 
wilderness of that countenance. 

Having decided upon the poet’s chastisement in this manner, he thought it 
but humanity to spare him the minor tortures of criticism. Accordingly, when 
they assembled next evening in the pavilion, and Lalla Rookh expected to see 
all the beauties of her hard melt away, one by one, in the acidity of criticism, 
like pearls in the cup of the Egyptian queen,—he agreeably disappointed her 
b;r merely saying, with an ironical smile, that the merits of such a^ poem 
d (served to be tried at a much higher tribunal, and then suddenly passing off 
into a panegyric upon all Mussulman sovereigns, more particularly his august 
and imperial master, Aurimgzebe,—the wisest and best of the descendants of 
Timur,-—who, among other great things he Jiad done for mankind, had given to 
him, Fadladeen, the profitable posts of Betel-carrier and Taster of Sherbets to 
the Emperor, Chief Holder of the Girdle of Beautiful Forms 2 , and Grand Nazir, 
or Chamberlain of the Haram. 

They were now not far from that forbidden river, 3 beyond which no pure 
Hiu loo can pass i and were reposing for a time in the rich valley of Hnsstin 
Abdatl, which had always been a favourite resting-place of the emperors in 
their annual migrations to Cashmere. Here often had the Light of the Faith, 
Jelmn-Guire, wandered with his beloved and beautiful Nourmahal; and here 
would Lalla Rookh have been happy to remain for ever, giving up the throne 
of Bucharia and the world, for Feramorz and love in this sweet lonely 
valley. The time was now fast approaching when she must see him no longer, 
—or see him with eyes whose every look belonged to another; and there was a 
melancholy preciotisuess in these last moments, which made her heart cling to 
them as it would to life, During the latter part of the journey, indeed, she 
had sunk into a deep sadness, from which nothing but the presence of the 
young minstrel could awake her, Like those lamps in tombs, which only light 
up when the air is admitted, it was only at his approach that her eyes became 
smiling and animated. But hero, in this dear valley, every moment was an 
age of pleasure; she saw him all day, and was, therefore, all day happy,— 
resembling, she often thought, the people of Zinge, who attribute the unfading 
cheerfulness they enjoy to one genial star that rises nightly over their 
heads. 4 

The whole party, indeed, seemed in their liveliest mood during the few days 
they passed in this delightful solitude. The young attendants of the Princess, 
who were here allowed a freer range than they could safely be indulged with in 

1 The application of whips and rods '—Dukii, limits it was not thought graceful to exceed. 1 1 

3 Kernpfer mentions such an officer among any of them outgrew this standard of shape, 
tho attendants of the King of Persia, and calls they were reduced by abstinence till they came 
him‘forma.* corporis estimator,' His business within its bounds, 
was, lit stated periods, to measure the ladies of ? The Attack, 
tho haram by a sort of regulation-girdle, whoso * Tho star Koheil. nr Canopus,, 
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F^era! Ueimt M * miluicr ^ t,le ii^hae^Sdl^thJ 

tmillitv Astir >i l of y H n? nf U1Ce ’ 90 ? a ?*' antl alm ™ t heavenly tran- 
q.mimy. as the Irophet said of DamnscuQ 1 ‘it was too delicious .>_n n H 

m listening to he sweet voice of Feramorz, or m 2 in £ em 

novel dared to tdl her, the most exquisite moments'of her whole life'were 

,i<i-ht 1 oTthoroiiiho^i^ bce £ tlle Sllltaim ^nnalinl, 

1111,1 foil W ft l,! 1 1 H 0 iad 80 ofte11 wandered among these flowers 
m l ed with her own hands, m those marble basins, the small thinine S!| 

Ihillium was tho ^.ein ^it T ^ of which this adored 

Overs’ du-irrol which t™!- \ lu f ’ lu a f ld > to 1 ^ IQ reconcilement of a sort of 
i t V t L p Me be , t 1 wcen hei ' and the Emperor during a Feast 
llfln , n k Lilsh . m « re , aud would remind the Princess of that difference 

ii hi fair mist * ess Marida - 3 which was so happily 

*l, v + it 1 • 1 drains of the musician MoussalL As the storv was 

UnUly to be told m song, and feramorz had unluckily forgotten his own lute 

Sm begum-' abOTOWOd thoviuaof LalIa Kokh’s little Persian slave, and 

Wiif) has not heard of the Vale of Cashmere, 

With its roses the brightest that earth ever gave , 4 
Its temples, and grottos, and fountains as clear 
As the love-lighted eyes that hang over their wave ! 

Oh! to see it at sunset,-when warm o’er the Lake 
Its splendour at parting a summer eve throws, 

Like a bride, full ot: blushes, when lingering to take 
A last look of her. mirror at night ere she goes !— 

Muritlah, qu’il nlimiit, eopondant jusqu’it 1 ‘gxcus, 
et eettu mesuitulligeiicc ayant dqil dure nnelqno 
lems eommoneii ,1 a'umiuyor. i,infur Huvinnki 
soil favnri, qul a'ou apixircAt, eimwinmln 
“ Ablins ben Ahnaf, excellent pocto de co' 
tiiins III, do composer quulqiuw vers sur lo suiel 
do eettu broiiillerle, Co poiuc oxecuta I'ordru riu 
i tiintUr, qul fit chanter ecu vers par Moussali on 
’presence ilu Khulil'e, et co Prince flit tollcmcnt 
touche de 1(1 tcudrosse dos vers ilu poCte et de la 
douceur de la voix ilu muslelen, qu’ll alia 
nnssitdi; tmiivor Maridnh, et fit sa paix avee 
fliiu : 7 inhrhy„ 

*‘The rose ot Knshmire, lor its brilliancy 
(mil delieney of odour, Hub long been proverbial 
in the liflHi.'-iWu/M*. 


1 An tho I’m/iht nniil «f Damiuoun, ‘ it was tim 
Midi hi#/--'A n you enter Sit llwt Huzaii? without 
I he gate at lliunuscus, yon see tlic (liven Mosque, 
so nulled hceaiiHii it hath a steeple liiml with 
green glazed bricks, which render it very re- 
jplondoiit; it is coviirod ul: Ilu? top with fi 
pavilion of the Niiriie stull', The Turks suv this 
Mosque was made in tlmt place liceause M'ohmn- 
omd, being conio no liir, would not enter tin) 
town, saying it was too delirious.'— Thm-nnl. 

a Nournmhal sigtiilies bight of the Haram, 
blie was afterwards milled Naurjulmn, or the 
I-iglit of the World, • ' 

* Would rntwl the Primm nfthililiJHmm, 
Ajv~‘ llarouu Al Kasehid, Hnquiuimi' Kliiiiili 
Uos Abiwaides, s’etant un jour lmraUld avee 
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When the shrines through the foliage are gleaming half shown, 
And each hallows the hour by some rites of its own. 

Here the music of prayer from a minaret swells, _ 

Here the Magiau his urn full of perfume is swinging, 

And here, at the altar, a zone of sweet bells 
Round the waist of some fair Indian dancer is ringing. 1 
Or to see it by moonlight,—when mellowly shines 
The light o’er its palaces, gardens, and shrines; 

When the waterfalls gleam like a quick fall of stars, 

And the nightiifgale’s hymn from the Isle of Chenars 

Is broken by laughs and light echoes of feet 

Prom the cool, shining walks whore the young people meet,— 

Or at morn, whep the magic of daylight awakes 

A new wonder each minute, as slowly it breaks, 

Hills, cupolas, fountains, call’d forth every one 
Out of darkness, as tbey»were just horn of the sun. 

When the Spirit of Fragrance is up with the day, 

From his liaram of night-flowers stealing away; 

And the wind, full of wantonness, woos like a lover 
The young aspen-trees 8 till they tremble all over. 

When the East is as warm as the light of first hopes, 

And Day, with his banner of radiance, unfurl’d, 

Shines in throifgh the mountainous portal 3 that opes, 

Sublime, from that Valley of bliss to the world ! 

But never yet, by night or day, 

In dew of spring or summer’s ray, 

Did the sweet Valley shine so gay 
As now it shines—all love and light, 

Visions by day and feasts by night! 

A happier smile illumes each brow, 

With Quicker spread each heart uncloses, 

And all is ecstasy,—for now 
The Valley holds its Feast of Roses. 4 
That joyous timo, when pleasures pour 
Profusely round, and in their shower 
Hearts open, like the season's rose,— 

The floweret of a hundred leaves, 5 
Expanding while the dew-fall flows, 

And every leaf its balm receives! 

’Twas when the hour of evening came' 

Upon the Lake, serene and cool, 

When Day had hid his sultry flame 
Behind the palms of Baramoule, 0 


1 ‘ Tied round her waist the zone of bells, that, 
sounded with ravishing melody .'—Song qf 
Jayudem, 

5 'The little isles in the Mo of Caehemire 
are sot with arbours and large-leaved aspen-trees, 
slender and tall.’— Bernier. 

a 'The Tuokt Suliraan, the name bestowed by 


the MabometanH on this hill, forms quo sioa 01 
grand aortal to the Me,’— Fonter. 

* ‘Tnc Feast of lioses continues the whole 
timo of their remaining in bloom,’—Pietro de U 
Vulk, , 

6 ‘Gul end berk, the Itoso of a hundred leaves. 
I believe a particular species,’— Omky, 

“ lierwr. 
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When maids began to lift their heads, 

Refresh’d, from their embroider’d beds 
Where they had slept the sun away, 

And waked to moonlight and to play. 

All wore abroad—the busiest hive 
On Bela’s 1 hills is less alive 
When saffron beds are full in flower, 

Than look’d the Valley in that hour. 

A thousand restless torches play’d 
Through every grove and island shade; 

A thousand sparkling lamps were set 
On every dome and minaret; 

And fields and pathways, far and near, 

Were lighted by a blaze so cltar, 

That yon could see, in wandering round 
The smallest rose-leaf on the ground, 

Yot did the maids anft matrons leave 
Their veils at homo, that brilliant eve: 

And there were glancing eyes about, 

And cheeks, that would not dare shine out 
In open day, but thought they might 
Look jovely then, heoauso ’twas night! 

And all were Mo, and wandering, 

And all exclaim’d to all they met 
That never did the summer bring 
i So gay a Feast of Roses yet 
The moon had never shod a light 
So clear as that which hloss’d them there; 

The roses ne’er shone half so bright, 

Nor they themselves look’d half so fair 

And what a wilderness of flowers! 

It seem’d as though from all the bowers 
Ami fairest fields of all the year, 

The mingled spoil wore scatter’d here. 

The lake too like a garden breathes, 

With the rich buds that o’er it lie,— 

As if a shower of fairy wreaths 
Had fallen upon it from the sky! 

And then tho sounds of joy,—the.beat 
Of tabors and of dancing feet 
, Tho mimwfet-crior’s chant of glee 
Sung from his lighted gallery, 8 
Amt answer’d by a ziraleot 
From neighbouring liaram, wild and sweet;— 

The merry laughter, echoing 
From gardens, where the silken swing 3 

1 A place mentioned in the TonzekJolmngeory, tlio nearest minaret, wkioh on that occasion is 
x Memoirs of Jelmn-Guire, whom thoro is an illuminated, and the women assembled at tho 
usenunt of tliu beds of snifton flowers about house respond at intervals with n ziraleet or 
uudmwru, joyous dmm.'-Buml, 

a ‘It is the custom Among tho women to cm- 3 Whn the tilken minor** The swing is a 
ploy tho Maazoon to chant from tho gallery of), favourite paatimo in the fat, jib promoting a 
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Wafts some delighted girl above 
The top leaves of the orange grove; 

Or, from those infant groups that play 
Among the tents 1 that line the way, 

Flinging, mi awed by slave or mother, 

Handfuls of roses at each other !— 

And tho sounds from the Lake,—the low whisp’ring in boats, 

As they shoot through the moonlight;—the dipping of oar’s, 

And the wild, airy warbling that everywhere floats, 0 
Through the groves, round the islands, as if all tho shores 
Like those of Katbay utter’d music, and gave 
An answer in song to tho kiss of each waive !* 

But the gentlest of all are those sounds full of feeling, 

That soft from tire lute of some lover are stealing,— ’ 

Some lover, who knows nil the heart-touching power 
Of a lute and a sigh in this magical hour. 

Oh ! best of delights as if everywhere is 

To be near the loved One. —what a rapture is his, 

Who in moonlight and music thus sweetly may glide 
O’er tho Lake of Cashmere, with that One by his side ! 

If woman can make the worst wilderness dear, 

Think, think what a heaven she must make of Cashmere! 

So felt the magnificent Son of Acbar , 1 

When from power and pomp and the trophies of war 

He flew to that Valley, forgetting them all 

With the Light of the Ha ram, his young Hounnalial. 

When free and uncrown’d as the conqueror roved 
By the banks of that Lake, with his only beloved, 

He saw, in the wreaths she would playfully snatch 
From the hedges, a glory his crown could not match, 

And preferr’d in his heart the least ringlet that curl’d 
Down her exquisite neck to the throne of the world! 

There’s a beauty, for ever unchangingly bright, 

Like the long, sunny lapse of a summer day's light, 

Shilling oil, shining oh, by no shadow made tender, 

Till love falls asleep in its sameness of splendour. 

This was not the beauty - oh! nothing like this, 

That to young Nphnnanal gave such magio of bliss ; 

But that loveliness, ever in motion, which plays 
Like the light upon autumn's soft shadowy days, 

Now lisre and now there, giving warrfitli as it (life 

I 1 rom the lips to the cheek, from the cheek to the eyes, 

lirculatjon of air, extremely refreshing' in those s ‘An old commentator of tho Chon-ICinjr 
nhtry dmmtoa. -lhekrdm. says, the undents laving remarked that a mr- 

1, 10 s .' vll| !? s ai ' e adorned with festoons, This rent of water made sonio of the stones near Its 
pastime is accompanied with music of voices mid banks send forth a sound, they detached some of 
m ' Cd by th0 lnastors of t'n-” th«». a »‘i bah* charmed with the 
i®, ... „ , „ sound they emitted, constructed King nr n m»i..ni 

i -h i f J. ?e . e P in Pr of the Feast of Roses wo instruments of them,*—Grower, 

behold an Intolte number of tents pitched, with »Johon-Guire , vas t) e f * h Q f 
ateli a crowd of.men, women, hoys,and Kiris, Aobar. 

... 
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Now melting in, mist and now breaking in gleams, 

Like the glimpses a saint lias of heaven in his dreams ' 
When pensive, it seem’d as if that very grace, 
lliat charm of all others, was born with her face ■ 

And when angry,—for e’en in the trauquillest climes 
LigJiu breezes will ruffle the flowers sometimes— 
l.ne short, passing anger but seem’d to awaken 
iNew beauty, like flowers that, are sweetest when shaken 
If tenderness touch’d her, the dark of her eye 
At once took a darker, a hoavenlier dy^, 

From the depth of whose shadow, like holy revealm© 
brum innermost shrines, came the light of her fooling! 

Then her mirth—oh ! ’twas sportive as ever took wiim 
Prom the heart with a burst, like the'wild bird in spring;- 
Illumed by a wit that would fascinate sages, ° 5 

as Peris just loosed from their cages . 1 
While her laugh, full of life, without any control 
but the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her soul; 

And where it most sparkled no glance could discover, 
in lip, cheek, or eyes, for she brighten’d all over— 

Like any fair lake that the breeze is upon, 

When it breaks into dimples and laughs in the smi. 

Such, such wei’o tho peerless enchantments, that gave 
Nourmaha tln> promt Lord of the Bast for her sla ve: 

Af'ii 1 bright was liia liaram,—a living parterre. 

Of the flo wers- of this planet—though treasures were there, 
Tor which tollman’s self might have given all the store 
lliat the navy from Ophir e'er wing'd to his shore, 

Yet dim before hr were the smiles of them all, 

And the Light of his Haram was young Nourmalial! 

But whore is she now, this night of joy, 

When bliss is every heart’s employ ? 

When all around her is so bright, 

Bo like the visions of a trance, 

That one might think, who came by chance 
Into the vale this happy night, 

He saw that City of Delight 11 
Li Fairy-land, whoso streets and towers 
Are made of gems and light, and flowers! 

Whore is the loved sultan,vf where, 

When mirth brings out the young and fair, 

Hoes she, the fairest, hide her brinv, 

In melancholy stillness now ? 


Alas—how light a canso may move 
Dissension between hearts that love I 

1 In tho warn of tho .Divas with tho Paris visited by their companions, who brought them 
whenever the former took tho latter prisoners, ti^choiiiostnilom's.'-JftVifaa. h 
they shut: them up in iron floedh, and hung ? Jn the Malay langusga the sam« word simi- 
them on tho, highest trees, lloro they wore fles women and llowors, " 

’ The capital oi'Sliaduklam. . . 
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Hearts that the world in vain had tried 
And sorrow but more closely tied; 

That stood the storm, when waves were rough. 

Yet in a sunny hour fall off, 

Like ships, that have gone down at sea, 

When heaven was all tranquillity! 

A something, light as air—a look, 

A word unkind or wrongly taken— 

Oh ! love, that tempests never shook, 

A breath, touch like this hath shaken, 

And ruder words will soon rush in 
To spread the breach that words begin; 

And eyes forget the gentle ray 
They wore in courtship’s smiling day • 

And voices lose the tone that shed 
A tenderness round ;J1 they said; 

Till fast declining, one by one, 

The sweetnesses of love are gone, 

And hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken clouds,—or like the stream, 

That smiling left the mountain’s brow, 

As though its waters ne'er could sever, 

Yet, ere it feach the plain below, 

Breaks into Hoods, that part for ever. 

0 you, that have the charge of Love, 

Keep him in rosy bondage bound, 

As in the Yields of Bliss above 
He sits, with flowerets fetter’d round 
Looso not a tie that round him clings, 

Nor ever let him use his wings; 

For even an hour, a minute’s flight 
Will rob the plumes of half their light 
Like that celestial bird,—whose nest 
Is fouud beneath far eastern skies, — 

Whose wings, though radiant when at rest, 

Lose all their glory when he flies ! 2 

Some difference, of this dangerous kind,— 

By which, though light, the links that bind 
The fondest hearts may soon be riven; 

Some shadow in love's summer heaven, 

Which, though a fleecy spook at first, ? 

May yet in awful thunder hurst;— , 

Such cloud it is, that now hangs over 
The heart of the imperial lover, 

And far hath banish’d from his sight 
His Nounnahal, his Haram’s Light 1 
Hence is it, on this happy night, 

' See the representation of the Eastern Cupid, called the Celestial Bird. Its wings, when it is 
pinioned elosoly round with wreaths of flowers, perched, appear variegated with beautiful 
in Picart'f CMimies IteUgkum, colours, hut when it flies they loao all their 

3 ‘Among the birds of Tonquin is a species of splendour.’" Gmier. 
goldfinch, which sings so melodiously that it is 
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When Pleasure through the fields and groves 
Has let loose all her world of loves. 

And every heart has found its own,— 

He wanders joyless and alone, 

And weary as that bird of Thrace, 

Whose pinion knows no resting-place. 1 
. In vain the loveliest cheeks and eyes 
This Eden of the earth supplies 
Come crowding round—tlie cheeks are pale, 

The eyes are dim—though rich tb spot 
With every flower this earth has got, 

Wliat is it to the nightingale, 

If there his darling rose is not ? 2 
In vain the Valley’s smiling throlig 
Worship him, as he moves along; 

He heeds them not—oue f smile of hers 
Is worth a world of worshippers. 

They but the star’s adorers are, 

She is the heaven that lights the star 1 

Hence is it too that Nounnahal, 

Amid the luxuries of this hour, 

Far from the joyous festival, • 

Sits in her own sequester'd bower, 

With no one near, to soothe or aid, 

Blit that inspired and wondrous maid, 

Namouna, the enchantress;—one, 

O’er whom his race the golden sun 
For unremember’d years has run, 

Yet never saw her blooming brow 
Younger or fairer than ’tis now. 

Nay, rather, as the west-wind’s sigh 
Freshens the flower it passes by. 

Time’s wing but seem’d, in stealing o’er, 

To leave her lovelier than before. 

Yet on her smiles a sadness hung, 

And when, as oft, she spoke or sung 
Of other worlds, there came a light 
From her dark eyes so strangely bright, 

That all believed nor man nor earth 
Were conscious of Namouna’s birth! 

All spells anti talismans she know, 

From the great Mantra, 3 which around 
The Air’s aublimer spirits drew, 

To the gold gems 4 of Afric, hound 

' ‘ Ae these birds on the Bosphorus are never 3 ‘ Ho is said to have found tho great Mantra, 
known to vest, they arc called by tho French spell or talisman, through which he ruled over 
“ios ames dammies. '—Dallor/ay. the elements and spirits of all denominations,'— 

i‘ You may place a hundred handfuls of Wizard, 
slngrant herbs and flowers before 'tho nlghtin- * ‘ l'ho gold jewels of Jinnie, which ere called 
gale, yet ho wishes not, in his constant heart, by the Arabs El Herrez, from the supposed charm 
for more than the sweet breath of hie beloved they contain.’— J'aokm. 
rose.’—Jeimf. ■ ■ 

P * 
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Upon the wandering Arab’s arm, 

To keep lnm from the Siltim’s 1 harm. 

And she had pledged her powerful art, 
Pledged it with all the zeal and heart 
Of one who knew, though high her sphere. 
What ’twas to lose a love so dear, 

To Had some spell that should recall 
Iler Selim’s 2 smile to Nourmahal! 


’Twas midnight—through tlui lattice, wreathed 
With woodbine, many a perfume breathed 
Prom plants that wake when others sleep 
Prom timid jasmine buds, that keep 
Their odoty to themselves all day, 

But, when the sunlight dies away, 

Let the delicious secret out 
To every breeze that roams about;—- 
When thus Namouna‘ ’Tis the hour 
That scatters spells on herb and flower, 

And garlands might be gather’d now, 

That, twined around the sleeper's brow, 

Would make him dream of such delights, 

Such miracles and dazzling sights,* 

As Gonii*of the Sun behold, 

At evening, from their tents of gold, 

Upon th 1 horizon—where they play 
Till twilight comes, and, ray by ray, 

Their sunny mansions melt array!' 

Now, too, a chaplet might ho wreathed 
Of Imtls o’er which the moon has breathed, 

Which worn by her, whose love lias stray’d, 

Might bring some Peri from the sides, 
kune sprite, whose very soul is made 
Of flowerets’ breaths and lovers’ sighs. 

And who might toll— 

‘Pur me, forme,’ 

Onetl Nourmahal impatiently, - 

'Oh! twine that wreath for me to-night,’ 

Tlion, rapidly, with foot as light 
As the young musk-roe’s, out sho flew 
io cull each shining leaf that grow 
Beneath the moonlight's hallowing beams 
I'or this enchanted Wreath of Dreams, " 

Anemones and Seas of Gold, 3 
And new-blown lilies, of the river, 

And those sweet flowerets, that unfold 
Their burls on Caumdeva’s quiver ; 4 ~ 


3 ‘A clomon, supposed to hnnnt woods, to., in 
a human slinpo.'—ffirtantoi, 

. 9 Tlio name of Jclim-Guiro bote Ills nceos- 
siou to the throne. 

3 ‘Homasaftara, or the Sea of Gold, with 


Ilowors ol tho brightest will colour,'—Sir W 

Join'll, ’ • 

1 1% .‘s®, Nngneosnrn) is ono of the 
most diMitlM on earth, ami tho delicious odour 
ofits blossoms justly,/fives them a place in tho 
uulvcr of Oiimadcva, or tho God of Luvq.'-V 
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The tuberose, with lier silvery light, 

.1 luLt in tho gardens id Malay 
Is call (l the M istress of the .Night, 1 
Hu like a bride, scented and bright, 

She comes out when the sun's away._ 

Amaranths, such as crown tho mauls 
lliat wander through Zamara’s shades 
And the white moeu-Hower, as it shows 
On berendib’s high crags to those 
Wlm near tho isle at evening sail, 

Scenting her clove trees in the galo;- 
Jn short, all flowerets and all plants 
From the divine Amrita tree, 3 
I hat blesses heaven’s inhabitants » 

With fruits,of immortality, 

Gown to tiie basil 4 tuft, that waves 
Its fragrant blossom over graves, 

And to the humble rosemary, 

Whoso sweets so thanklessly are shed 
To scent the desert 5 and tlm rieiul,-- 
All in that garden bloom, and all 
Are gather’d byyouug Nourmahal, 

Wlm heaps her baskets with the llowqvs 
And leaves, till they can hold no more; 

.1 lieu to Namouna Hies, and showers 
Upon her lap the shining store, 


\\ itli what delight th’ Enchantress views 
No many buds, bathed with the dews 
And beams of that, bless’d hour!—her glaneu 
iSjinko something, past all mortal pleasures, 
As, in a kind of holy trance, 

She hung above those fragrant treasures, 
Bonding to drink their balmy airs, 

As if she mix’d her soul with theirs, 

A ml ’twas, indeed, the per,fume shed 
Prom flowers ami scented fltuuo that 1'ed 
Her charmed life-for none had o'er 
Beheld her taste of mortal fare, 

Nor over in aught earthly dip, 

But the morn’s dew her roseate lip. 


• • 

11 Tlio Malayans stylo the tuberose (Polyanthus 
tuliqriwtt) Sandal Malum, or tho Mistress of the 

Niirlit,. I’tminl. 

. I The Milcuf the Baba country In Sumatra 
(olwhioh Zamora la nmi of the ancient niuiies) 
’whim not eiiKum'dla war, lead an idle, inactive 
life, passim? the day hi playiiii? on it kind of lute, 
armvned with Riirknihi of Hewers, unimip; which 
the (flubiMiniamuthiw, a native of the country, 
nmstly preruila,’— MrntUit, 
a ‘The largest mid richeat sort (ofthe Jamba 
nr KHHMwjile) Is called Amrita or Immortal, and 
the mytholopta, «f Tibet apply tho same wimi 


In a celestial tree, bearing mnlirooM fruit,’- 
iS/p W, Jmm, 

4 Sweet basil, cnUc'd Rnylian in Pcrula, and 
Ifeunrally lemid in elntrcbyards. 

‘ The Women in Ufmtt go, at least two days in 
tbe week, to pray and weep at the sepulchres of 
I in dead; mid the custom then Is to throw upon 
I lie tenths a sort uf herb, which tho Arabs call 
»;««», ««d winch is our sweet basil, 1 '-Muillet, 
t left. 10, 

I s ‘ In ilia Great Desert are found many stalk's 
id lavender and riisiiiuary.’-rislm', iteg, 
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Fill’d with the cool, inspiring smell, 

Th’ Enchantress now begins her spell, 

Tims singing, as aho winds and weaves 
In mystic form the glittering leaves 

I know where the wingkl visions dwell 
That around the night-hod play; 

I know each herb ami floweret’s'bell, 

Where they hido their wings by day. 

Then hasten wo, maid, 

Tfi twine our braid, 

To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade. 

The image of love, that nightly flics 
To visit the bashful maid, 

Steals from the jasmine flower, that sighs 
Its soul, like h^r, in the shade. 

Tiro hope, in dreams, of a happier hour 
That alights, on misery’s brow, 

Springs out of the silvery almond-flower, 

’ That blooms on a leafless bough. 1 
Then hasten wo, maid, 

To twiuo our braid. 

To-morrow the dreams land flowers will fade. 

The visions, that oft to worldly eyes 
The glitter of mines unfold, 

Inhabit the mountain-herb, 2 that dyes 
The tooth of the fawn like gold. 

The phantom shapes--oh, touch not them— 
That appal the murderer’s sight, 

Lurk in the fleshly mandrake’s stem, 

That shrieks, when torn at night! 

Then hasten we, maid, 

To twine our braid, 

To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade. 

The dream of the injured, patient mind, 
That smiles at the wrongs of men, 

Is found in the bruised and wounded rind 
Of the cinnamon, sweetest then! 

Thou hasten wo, maid, 

To twine our braid, 

To-morrow the dreams and Hewers will fade. 


No sooner was the flowery crown 
Placed on her head, than sleep eamo down, 

1 ‘Thealmond-tree,with white (lowers,bios * making roM. 'Most of those aldiymieal on- 
lioms ou tlie bare branches.’— fflmel'jutit. tlmslMte think themselves sum of hikwkh if 

* An herb on Mount LibanuB, which is said to they could but find out tins herb, which Hilda 
oommunioato a yellow widen lino to tho teeth of the teeth and gives a yellow colour to the toll 
tho goats and other animals, that giro upon it, of tho sheen that eat It,’ 

Niebuhr thinks this may ho tho herb which Father Joronio Dandlni, however, asserts that 
tho Eastern alobymists look to ns amoanBof tho tooth of tho goats at Mount Wbanjisaro of a 
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Gently as nights of summer fall, 

Upon the lids of Nourmahal;— 

And, suddenly, a tuneful breeze, 

As full of small, rich harmonios 
As over wind, that o’er the tents 
Of Azab 1 blew, was full of scents, 

Steals on her ear, and floats and swells, 

Like the first air of morning creeping 
Into those wreathy, Red-Sea shells, 

Where Love himself, of old, lay^leeping; 1 -* 

Aud now a spirit form’d, ’twould seem, 

Of music and of light, so fair, 

So brilliantly his features beam, 

Ami such a sound is in the air* 

Of sweetness, when ho waves his wings, 

Hovers around her, and thus sings 

o 

From Chindnra’s 3 warbling fount I come. 

Call’d by that moonlight garland’s spell; 

From Chindara’s fount, my fairy home, 

Where in music, morn and night, 1 dwell. 

Where lutes in tho air arc heard about, 

And voices are siliging the whole day long, 

And every sigh tho heart breathes out 
Is turn’d, as it leaves the lips, to song! 

Hither I come 
From my fairy home, 

And if there’s a magie in music’s strain, 

1. swear by the breath 
Of that moonlight wreath, 

Thy lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 

For mine is the lay that lightly floats, 

And mine are the murmuring, dying notes, 

That fall as soft as snow on the sea, 

And molt in the heart as instantly 1 
And tho passionate strain that, deeply going 
Refines tho bosom it trembles through, 

As tho musk-wind, over the water blowing, 

Ruffles the wave, but sweetens it too I 


Mine is tho wharm, whoso mystic sway 
Tho Spirits of past Delight obey;— 

Lut hilt the tuneful talisman sound, 

And they come, like Genii, hovering round, 


tffmr colouri and adds, ‘this confirms tlmj 
which I (ihsnrvcd in Cumllaj to wit, that tho 
animals that live en Mount Ida cat a certain 
herb, which renders their tooth of a golden 
colour; wliiidi, aceordlni? to myjudament, can¬ 
not otherwise proeml than irmntno mines which 

um under ground. 1 . Bandm !, Yw'J e io 

liiam, 


1 The myrrh country. , 
i ‘This idea (of deities living m shells) was 
not unknown to tho Greeks, who represent the 
young Norites, (ini) of tho Cupids, as iwing in 
shells on the shores of the Bed SeaMFflM; 

»‘ A fabulous fountain, where instruments are 
said to be constantly playing,'— Hiehanlm, 


H 
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And mine ia the gentle song, that bears 
From soul to soul, the wishes of love, 

As a bird, that wafts through genial airs 
The cinnamon seed from grove to grove.' 

Tia I that mingle in one sweet measure 
The past, the present, and future of pleasure ; 2 
When memory links the tone that is gone 
With the blissful tone that’s still in the ear; 

And hopsPfrom a heavenly note Hies on 
To a note more heavenly still that is near! 

The warrior's heart, when touch’d by me, 

€an as downy soft and as yielding be 
As his own white plume, that high amid death 
through the held lifts shone—yet moves with a breath 
And, nil, how the eyes of beauty glisten, 

When music has reach’d lmr inmost soul, 

Like the silent stars, that wink and listen 
While heaven’s eternal melodies roll! 

So hither I come 
From my fairy home, " 

And if there's a magic in music's strain, 

I swear by the breath 
Of that moonlight wreath, 

Thy lover shall sigh at thy feet again, 

* # * if # 

’Tis dawn—at least that earlier dawn, 3 
Whose glimpses fire again withdrawn, 

Aa if the morn had waked, and. then 
Shut dose her lids of light again. 

And Nourmahal is up, and trying 
The wonders of her lute, whose strings— 

0 bliss 1—now murmur like tlm sighing 
From that ambrosial spirit’s wings! 


V'flio Pompadour pigeon is the aperies, 
wliioli, by oariying the trait of the cinnamon to 
ililummt places, is a great disseminator of this 
valuable tm.'-llmm'a Illmtr. tab, 1!), 

2 ‘Whenever our pleasure arises from a suc¬ 
cession of sounds, it is a perception of compli¬ 
cated nature,made up of a Munition of the present 
sound or note, end an idea or rewombranuo of 
tlio foregoing, while their mixture and concur- 
wnce produce sueii u mysterious delight as 
neither could have produced alone. Ami it is ' 
often heightened by an .anticipation of the 
succeeding notes, Thus souse, memory, and 
Imagination, aro conjunctively employed,’— 
Qmird mi Tckte. 

Madame de StaBl accounts upon the same 
principle for the grotifleatton wo derive from 
rAviwef—‘Elio ent, rimago de l’cspdranoo etdn 
souvenir. Un son nous fait desiror caliu qui 
dolt jni repondre, et quoad le second rctontit, il 
»pus rappellc eelul one vient du nous dehapper,’ 


2 ’Tin dawn—fit leant Unit earlier dawn , 

IVIwm f/lirnpm are again withlrum. 

‘The Persians have two mornings, the Soobhi 
Ivazim and tlio Soobhi Sadig, the false and the 
real daybreak. They account for this phenomenon 
m a most yhimsical manner, They say that as 
die sun rises from behind the Kolii Quf (Mount 
Caucasus), it pusses a hole perforated through 
that mountain, and that darting its ravs through 
it, it is the cause of the i-oobhi Kazi'm, or tins 
temporary appearance of daybreak, As il 
ascends, the earth is again veiled in darkne-, 
until tlio aun rises above tlio mountain and 
brings with it tlio Soobhi Sadig, or real roorii- 
nig, -Scott Waving, Ho thinks Milton may 
allude to this, when lie says, 

‘ Ere thb blabbing Eastern scout, 

Thu nice morn on the Indian stoop 

From her cabin'd loop-hole poop.’ 
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And then, her voice—'tis more than, human— 

Never, till now, had it been given 
To lips of any mortal woman 
To utter notes so fresh from heaven; 
isweet as the breath of angel sighs. 

When angel sighs are most divine,—- 
‘Oh! let it last till night,’ she cries, 

‘ And lie is more than ever mine.’ 

And hourly she renews the lay, 

So fearful lest its heavenly sweetness 
Should, ere the evening fade away,— 

For things so heavenly have such Heetnesa ’ 

But, far from fading, it but grows 
Richer, diviner, as it Hows; 

Till rapt she dwells on every string, 

And pours again eaelysound along, 

Like .Echo, lost arid languishing 
In love with her own wondrous song. 

That evening (trusting that his soul 
Might be from haunting love released 
By mirth, by music, and the bowl) 

TIT imperial Selim held a feast* 

In his magnificent Shalimar j 1 — 

In whose saloons, when the first star 
Of evening o’er tire waters trembled, 

The Valley’s loveliest all assembled; 

All the bright creatures that, like dreams, 

Glide through its foliage, and drink beams 
Of beauty from its founts and streams," 

And all those wandering minstrel-maids, 

Wlm leave—how can they leave ?—the shades • 

Of that dear Valley, and are found 
Singing in. gardens of the south 3 
Those songs, that ne'er so sweetly sound 
As from a young Cashmerian’s mouth, 

i_ Mi a fmt of the court attoad, ami the servnntH prepare 

InhkmtmijlcentSI uiUmiv, sherbets, colfeo, und the hookah^ Tlio ninio of 

* In the centre of the plain, an it approaches the doors uflhe principal Bullion is oum n«il of 
the lake, one of the Delhi Emperors. I believe pieces of a stone ot a black colour,HtreiiUod with 
Slioh Jchun, constructed u spacious garden called 1 yellow lilies, and ot a alosor gram him higher 
the nhaliinnr, which is abundantly stared' with polish than porphyry. Urey werei f to". 
Ihiit-lrefB and flowering shrubs. Some of the said, from a Hindoo tontine, by one o tlio M(ij,iil 
rivulets which intersect the plain are led into ft Princes, and are esteemed ot grew .value, — 

canal at the hack of the garden, and, flowing Forster, ., , • , . 

through its centre, or occasionally thrown into 2 ‘ The waters of Caohsmir are the more to¬ 
ft variety of water-works, compose the chief uowned from its being supposed that too Caebu- 
beauty of the Shalimar. To decorate this spot niivinns live imlebted for their beauty to them, - 
the Mogul Princes of India have displayed an ,M W. . ■ ■ ■. . 

coital magnificence and i-nste 5 ■cHjioeially Jehnu 3 From him I received ■ the following; waiue 
Qbeer who with tlio enchanting Now Maid, or Love-song, tlio notes of which ho cmnmitted 
made Whmiro his usual residence during the to paper from tlio voice ol one oi tlwso siiigmg 
aummor months. On arches thrown over the giidsofCashnioro.whowimdeiririimthiitilelglit- 
canal are erected, at equal distances, four or live fill valley over tlio various parts ot India.—' j 
suites of apartments, each consisting of a saloon, Persian MiiceUanus, 
with four rooms nttho angles, where the followers. 
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Thera too the haram's inmates smile 
Maids from the west, with sun-bright hair, 
And from the Garden of the Nile, 

Delicate as the roses there 
Daughters of Love from Cyprus’ rocks, 

With Paphian diamonds in their locks ; 2 
Light Peri forms, such as there are 
On the gold meads of Candahar ; a 
And they, before whose sleepy eyes, 

In their own bright Kathaiau bowers, 
Sparkle such rainbow butterflies,' 1 
That they might fancy the rich flowers, 
That round them in the sun lay sighing, 

Had be«n by magic all set flying! 

Everything young, everything fair 
From east and west is blushing there, 
Except—except 0 Nburinahal! 

Thou loveliest, dearest of them all, 

The one, whose smile shone out alone, 

Amidst a world the only one! 

Whose light, among so many lights, 

Was like that star, on starry nights, 

The sgaman singles frtnn the sky, 

To steer his bark for ever by! 

Thou wert not there—so .Selim thought, 

And everything seem’d drear without thee ; 
But, ah! thou wert, thou wert—and brought 
Thy charm of song all fresh about thee. 
Mingling unnoticed with a band 
Of lutamsts from many a land, 

And veil’d by such a mask as shades 
The features of young Arab maids, 5 — 

A mask that leaves but one eye free, 

To do its best in witchery,— 

.She roved, with beating heart, around, 

And waited, trembling, for the minute, 
When she might try if still the sound 
Of'her loved lute had magic in it. 


The board was spread with fruits and wine, • 
With grapes of gold, like those that shine 


or Onto ^ 

the Nile (attached to the Emperor of Morocco’s 
palace), are unequalled, and mattrasses are made 
of their leaves for the men of rank to recline 
upon. —Jackson, 

*‘°? tbc side of -1 mountain near Paphos' 
a , cavern which produces the most 
in i M r orys , 0n “WMt of its hril- 
Mrfa be “ Cal,et ‘ the Pa t ,lliau diamond. 1 — 

J p T . ller , e * s , ! i PJrt of Candahar called Peria, 
or iairy-land, — Thesml In some of those. 


countries tollie north of India, vcfrctabla ec 
is supposed to be produced. ° 

.* am the butterflies, which arc call 
ra the Chinese langnajre, Plyini? heaves. Sor 
ol them have such shining' colours, and aro 
variegated, that they may bo called Flvli 
Flowers; and indeed they arc always prodiic, 
Nth) finest flower-prardens.' '-Diam, 

T l.,° Arabian women wear black masks wil 
little clas|is, prettily ordered,’— Carreri. Ni 
buhr mentions their showing but one evo i 
conversation. 1 ‘ 


LALLA ROOKE. c. 


451 

On Oasbin’s hill’s ^-pomegranates full 
Of melting sweetness, and the pears 
And sunniest apples 2 that Caubul 
In all its thousand gardens 3 bears. 

Plantains, the goldeu and the green, 

Malaya’s nectar’d mangusteen ; J 
Prunes of Bokara, and sweet nuts 
From the far groves of Samarcand, 

And Basra dates, and apricots, L 
Seed of the sun, 5 from Iran’s^and 
With rich conserve of Yisna cherries, 6 
Of orange flowers, and of those berries 
That, wild and fresh, the young gazelles 
Feed on in Erac's rocky dells? 

All these in richest vases smile, 

In baskets of pure santal-wood, 

And urns of porceluiif from that isle 3 
Sunk underneath the Indian flood, 

Whence oft the lucky diver brings 
Yases to grace the halls of kings. 

Wines too, of every dime and hue, 

Around their liquid lustre threw; 

Amber Eosolli, 6 ’— the bright denv 
From vineyards of the Green-Sea gushing 
And Shiraz wine, that richly ran 
As if that jewel, large and rare, 

The ruby, for which Kublai-Khan 
Offer’d a city’s wealth, 11 was blushing 
Melted within the goblets there 1 

And amply Selim quaffs of each, 

And seems resolved the floods shall reach 
His inward heart,—shedding around 
A genial deluge, as they run, 

That soon shall leave no spot undrown'd, 

For Love to rest his wings upon. 

He little knew how blest the hoy 
Can float upon a goblet’s streams, 

Lighting them with his smile of joy 
As hards have seen him, in their dreams, 

J W5' e ° 0 ^ en ® rapes °*' CnBbin.’—. description I rose-leaves in conserve, with lemon or Viena 
n.. „ , *„ „ , t> cherry, twinge flowers,’ M-Jimel. 

1 he fiuitsexporter[ from Caubul aro apples, ' ’Antelopes cropping the fresh berries of 
V Thl Z e T ateB ’ Erne.’— The Milkkiit, Poem of Tarafa. 

i’ i ^ under a tree, listened totlio 8 ‘Mauri-ga-Siinu, an island near Formosa 

birds, and talked with the sonofourMehmaundar supposed to have been sunk in the son for the 
ani J CffW he ff |lve crimes of its inhabitants. The vcbsoIs which the 
ffirSnS T C , eount! tllat and lts fishermen and divers bring up from it are sold at 
•I .1 an imruonse price In China and Japan.’- Zempfer, 

Iho JVIangusteeu, the most delicate fruit in a Persian Tales, 

if e J rUi th6 Pnd ° 0f the Malay Islillld8 '’- i0 The white wine ofKMima. 

pk'iaVtWf 1 •'ww**.* «» iT^ryisfiaSiiis 

sisnllyl " ff slms sced ' wnt n«d offered the value of a oity fin itj but the 

ijss&sri'M “ *•"* 
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Down the blue Ganges laughing gliae 
Upon a rosy lotus wreath, 1 * 
Catching new lustre from the tide 
That with his image shone beneath. 

But what are cups, without the aid 
Of song to speed them as they flow 1 
x\nd see—a lovely Georgian maid, 

With all the bloom, the freshen’d glow, 

Of her own country maidens’ looks, 

When vfarm they rise from Teliis’ brooks ; s 
■ And with j*. eye, whose restless ray, 

' Full, floating, dark, -oh, he, who km ivs 
His heart is weak, of heaven should pray 
To guard him from such eyes as those !— 

With a voluptuous wildness flings 
Her snowy hand across the strings 
Of a ayrinda, 3 and thus sings 

Come hither, come hither—by night and by day, 

We linger in pleasures that never are gone; 

, Like the waves of the summer, as one dies away, 

1 Anothor as sweet and as sinning couua on. 

And the love that is o’er, in expiring, gives birth 
To a new one as warm, as imequall’d in bliss; 

An d oh! if there be an elysinm on earth, 

It is this, it is this 

1 Here maidens are sighing, and fragrant their sigh 
As the flower of the Amra just oped by a bee ; 4 
And precious their tears as that rain from the sky/' 

Which turns into pearls as it falls in tho sea, 

Oh! think What the kiss and the smile must lie worth, 

When the sigh and the tear are so perfect in bliss; 

And own if there be an elysium on earth, 
ft is this, it is this! 

Here sparkles the nectar that, hallow’d by love, 

Could draw down those angels of old from their sphere, 

Who for wine of this earth 3 * left the fountains above, 

And forgot heaven’s stars for the eyes wo have here, 

And, Gloss’d with the odour our goblet gives forth, 

What spirit the sweets of his Eden would miss ? 

For, oh! if there be an elysinm on «irth, 7 * , 

It is this, it is this. 

1 The Indiana feign that Cupid was first seen they believe to produce pearls if they full into 
Boating down the Ganges on the HympliKii sheila.— BicharAmm. 

WeliiniDo.-I J «<Mit. 11 For an account of the Rliaro which wine had 

3 Tcfiis is celebrated for its natural warm In tho foil of the angels, vide Marili, 
baths. -lih Emkal. i Andnh! if there be, ik.~‘ Around the exterior 

3 ‘ The Indian syrindn or guitar.’— Bjma, of the Dowan Khass (a building of Shah Allum’s) 

4 ‘ Delightful are the fiowers of the Amra trees in the cornice are the following linou in letters of 

on the mountain-tops, while the murmuring gold upon abound of white marble—" If there 

bees pursue their voluptuous toil.’-Sosy of he upnrtulisc upon earth, it is this, It is this.’”— 

Juiltideva, Franklin. 

* ’ The Hisan or drops of spring rain, which. 
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The Georgian’s song was scarcely mute, 

When the same measure, sound for sound, 

Was caught up by another lute, 

And so divinely breathed around, 

That all stood hush'd and wondering, 

Ami turn tl and look’d into the air, 

As it they thought to see the wing 
Of Isratil, 1 the Angel, there 
So powerfully on every soul 
That new, enchanted measure stoje. 

While now a voice, sweet as the note 
Of the charm’d lute, was heard to float 
Along its chords, and so entwine 
r Hs sound with theirs, that none knew whether 
The voice or lute was most divine, 

So wondrously they went together 

There a a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told, 
When two, that are link’d in one heavenly tie, 
With heart never changing and brow never cold, 

Love on through all ills, and love on till they die! 
One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 
Whole ages of heurthiss and wandering bliss; 

And oh! if timre be an elysium on earth, 

It is this, it iB this. 


’Twas not the air, ravas not the words, 
Hut that deep magic in the chords 
And in the lips, that gave such power 
As music knew not till that hour. 

At once a hundred voices said, 

‘ It is the mask’d Arabian maid! ’ 
While Selim, who had felt tho strain 
deepest of any, and had lain 
Some minutes'rapt, as in a trance, 
After the fairy sounds were o’er, 

Too inly touch'd for utterance, 

Now motion'd with his hand for 
more 

Fly to the desert, f*v with me? 

Our Arab tents areude for thee; 

But, oh! the choice what heart can doubt 
Of tents with love, or thrones without? 

Our rooks are rough, but smiling there 
Tb* acacia waves her yellow hair, * 
Lonely and sweet, nor loved the less I 
For flowering in a wilderness. : 


Our sands are bare, but down their slope 
The silvery-footed antelope 
As gracefully and gaily springs 
As o’er tire marble courts of kings. 

Then, come—thy Arab maid will lie 
The loved ami lone acacia-tree, 

The antelope, whoso feet shall bless 
With their light sound thy loneliness. 

Oh! there are looks and tones that dart 
An instantsmishine through the heart,— 
As if the soul that minute caught 
Some treasure it through lifoliad sought 

As if the very lips and eyes 
Predestined to have all our sighs, 

And never be forgot again, 

Sparkled and spoke before us then 

, So came thy every glance and tone, 

| Wlicnflrstoiimetheybreathedaml shone 
New, as if brought from other spheres, 
Yet welcome as if loved for years! 


1 Thu Angel of Minfin. 
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Then fly with me,—if thou hast known With every chord fresh from the touch 
No other flame, nor falsely thrown Of Music’s spirit,—’twas too much !, 

4 gem away, that thou hadst sworn Starting, he dash’d away the cup,— _ 
Should ever in thy heart bo worn. Which, all the time of this sweet air, 

His hand had held, uutasted, up, 

Come, if the love thou hast for me As if ’twere fix’d by magic there,— 

Is pure and fresh as mine for thee,— And naming her, so long unnamed, 
Fresh as the fountain under ground, So long uuseen, wildly exclaim’d, 

When first ’tia bv the lapwing found. 1 1 0 Nourmahal! 0 Nourmaluil! 

f Hadst thou but sung this witching 

But if for me thou dost forsake strain, 

Some other maid, and rudely break I could forget—forgive thee all, 

Her worshipp'd image from its base, And never leave those eyes again/ 

To give to me the ruin’d pladts;— . , , , , 

The mask is off—the charm is wrought— 

Then, fare thee well—I'd rather make And Selim to his heart has caught, 

My bower upon some icy lake * In blushes, more than ever bright. 
When thawing suns begin to shine, His Nourmahal, his Hamm's Light! 
Than trust to love so false as thine! And well do vanish’d frowns enhance 

The charm of every brighten’d glance: 
There was a pathos in this lay, And dearer seems each dawning smile 
That, e'en without enchantment’s art, For having lost its light awhile j 
IWould instantly have found its way Atfd, happier now for all her sighs 
Deep into Selim’s burning heart j As on his arm her head reposes, 

But breathing, as it did, a tone She whispers him, with laughing eyes, 
To earthly lutes and lips unknown; ‘Remember, love, the Feast of Roses! 1 


Fadladeek, at the conclusion of this light rhapsody, took occasion to sum up 
his opinion of the young Cashmerian’s poetry,—of which, he trusted, thoy had 
that evening heard the last. Having recapitulated the epithets, ‘ frivolous ’— 
‘inharmonious’—‘nonsensical,’ he proceeded to say that, viewing it in the 
most favourable light, it resembled one of those Maldivian boats to which the 
Princess had alluded in the relation of her dream,—a slight, gilded thing, sent 
adrift without rudder or ballast, and with nothing but vapid sweets and faded 
flowers on board. The profusion, indeed, of flowers and birds, which this 
Poet had ready oil all occasions,—not to mention dews, gems, &c.—was a most 
oppressive kind of opulence to his hearers; and had the unlucky effect of 
giving to his style all the glitter of the flower-garden without its method, and 
all the flutter of the aviary without its song. In addition to this, he chose 
his subjects badly, and was always most inspired by the worst parts of 
them. The charms of paganism, the merits fef rebellion,—-theso were the 
themes honoured with his particular enthusiasm; and, in the poem just 
recited, one of his most palatable passages was in praise of that beverage 
of the Unfaithful, wine; ‘being, perhaps,’ said he, relaxing into a.smile, as 
conscious of his own character in the haram on this point, 1 one of those hards, 

whose fancy owes all its illumination to the grape, like that painted porcelain, 8 
. _ _____ __ 

1 The Hudlmd, or Lapwinp, is supposed to have some liquor, They call this species Kia-tsln 
the power of discovering water under ground, that is, 1 azure is put iri press,’ on account of the 

8 Like that painted porcelain,— The Chinese manner in which the azure is laid on.'—‘They 
had formerly the art of pointing on the sides of are every now and then trying to recover the art 
porcelain vessels fish and other animals, which of this magical painting, uut to no purpose-’— 
ware only percentiWe when the voBsel was full of Dunn. 
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so curious and so rare, whose images are only visible when liquor is poured into 
it.’ Upon the whole it was his opinion, from the specimens which they had 
heard, and which, he begged to say, were the most tiresome part of the journey, 
that—whatever other merits this well-dressed young gentleman might possess— 
poetry was by no means his proper avocation: ‘ and indeed,’ concluded the 
critic, ‘from his fondness for flowers and for birds, I would venture to suggest 
that a florist or a bird-catcher is a much more suitable calling for him than a 
poet.’ 

They had now begun to ascend those barren mountains, which separate 
Cashmere from the rest of India; and, as the heals were intolerable, and the 
time of their encampment limited to the few hours necessary for refreshment 
and repose, there was an eud to all their delightful evenings, and Lalla Eookh 
saw no more of Feramorz. She now felt that hetpshort dream of happiness was 
over, and that she had nothing but the recollection of its few blissful hours, 
like the one draught of sweet water that serves the camel across the wilder* 
ness, to be her heart’s refreshment durjpg the dreary waste of life that was 
before her. The blight that had fallen upon her spirits soon found its way 
to her cheek, and her ladies saw with regret—though not without some 
suspicion of the cause—that the beauty of their mistress, of which they were 
almost as proud as of their own, was fast vanishing away at the very moment 
of all when she had most need of it What must the King of Bucharia feel, 
when, instead of the lively and beautiful Lalla Eookh, whom the poets of Hello 
had described as more perfect than the divinest infages in the House of Azor, 1 
he should receive a pale aud inanimate victim, upon whose cheek neither health 
nor pleasure bloomed, and from whose eyes Love had fled,—to hide himself in 
her heart ! 

If anything could have charmed away the melancholy of her spirits, it would 
have been the fresh airs and enchanting scenery of that Valley, which the 
Persians so justly called the Unequalled. But neither the coolness of its atmo¬ 
sphere, so luxurious after toiling up those bare and burning mountains—neither 
the splendour of the minarets and pagodas, that shone out from the depth of its 
woods, nor the grottos, hermitages, and miraculous fountains 8 which make every 
spot of that region holy ground;—neither the countless waterfalls, that rush 
into the Valley from all those high and romantic mountains that encircle it, nor 
the lair city oil the Lake, whose houses, roofed with flowers, 3 appeared at a 
distance like one vast and variegated parterre;—not all these wonders and 
glories of the most lovely country under the sun could steal her heart for a 

1 More perfect than the divinest imtiges in the without number amongst the ruins mill the 
LT/mcofAw.—hn eminent carver of idols, snid caves, which are interspersed in its neighbour- 
in the Koran to bo father to Abraham. ‘I have hood .’—Tooeck Jehangeerg. Vide Asiat. Mine. 
such a lovely idol ns is not to be met with in the vol. ii. 

house of Azor.’— Enfi». ® There is another account of Cnslunero by 

8 The grottos, hermitages, and miraculous Alml-Fazil, the author of the Ayin-Acbaroc, 
fountains.—' The pardonable superstition of the ‘Who,’ says Major Eennell, ‘appears to have 
sequestered inhabitants lias multiplied the places cauadit some of the enthusiasm of the Valley, by 
of worship of Maliadeo, of Italian, and of his descriptions of the holy places in it.’ 

Drama, All Cashmere is holy land, and miraen- 3 Whose houses, roofed with flowers,-— 1 On a 
lous fountains abound .’—Major Harnett's Me- standing- roof of wood is laid a covering of fine 
inoirs of a Map (f Hindustan. * earth, which shelters the building- from the great 

Jchnn-Guire mentions ‘a fountain inCashmlre quantity of snow that falls in the winter season, 
called Tirnrtgh, which signifies a snake; probably This fence communicates an equal warmth in 
because some large snake had formerly been seen j winter, as a refreshing coolness in the summer 
there.’—‘ During the lifetime of my father, I season, when the tops of the houses, which are 
went twice to this fountain, which is about twenty slanted with a variety of flowers, exhibit at n 
enss from the city of Cashmcer. The vestiges of j distance the spacious view of a beautifully- 
places of worship and sanctity are tp bp traced pbeq-wrad parterre.’—ihi-ite-. 
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minute from those sad thoughts, which hut darkened and grew bitterer every 
step she advanced. 

The miy pomps and processions that met her upon her entrance into the 
Valley, and the magnificence with which the roads all along were decorated, did 
lonoiir to the taste and gallantry of the young King. It was night when they 
approached the city, and, for the lust two miles, they had passed under arches, 
thrown from hedge to hedge, festooned with only those rarest roses from which 
the Attar Gul, more precious than gold, is distilled, and illuminated in rich and 
fanciful forms with lanterns of the triple-coloured tortoise-shell of Pegu. 1 Some¬ 
times, from a dark wood by/die side of the road, a display of fireworks would 
break out so sudden and so brilliant, that a Bramin might think lie saw that 
grove, in whose purple shade the God of Battles was born, bursting into a tlaine 
at the moment of his birth.—While, at other times, a quick and playful irradia¬ 
tion continued to brighten afi the fields and gardens by which they passed, 
forming a lino of dancing lights along the horizon; like the meteors of the north 
as they are seen by those hunters 3 who pursue the white and blue foxes on the 
confines of the Icy Sea. r 

These arches and fireworks delighted the ladies of the Princess exceedingly; 
and, with their usual good logic, they deduced from his taste for illuminations 
that tlie King of Bncliaria would make the most exemplary husband imaginable. 
Nor, indeed, could Leila llookli herself help feeling the kindness and splendour 
with which the young bridegroom welcomed her; —hut she also felt how painful 
is the gratitude 'which kindness from those?we cannot love excites; and that 
their best blandishments come over the heart with all that chilling and deadly 
sweetness which we can fancy in the cold, odoriferous wind 3 that is to blow over 
this earth in the last days. 

The marriage was fixed for the morning after her arrival, •when she was, 
for the first time, to be presented to the monarch in that imperial palace beyond 
the Lake, called the Slialimar. Though a night of more wakeful and anxious 
thought had never been passed in the Happy Valley before, yet, when she rose 
in the. morning and her ladies came round her, to assist in the adjustment of fclm 
bridal ornaments, they thought they had never seen her look half so beautiful. 
What she had lost of the bloom and radiancy of her charms was more than 
made up by that intellectual expression, that soul in the eyes, which is worth 
all the rest of loveliness. When they had tinged her lingers with tlie henna 
leaf, and placed upon her browa small coronet of jewels, of the shape worn by the 
ancient Queens of Bucharia, they flung over her head the rose-coloured bridal 
veil, and she proceeded to the barge that was to convey her across the lake 
first kissing, with a mournful look, tlie little amulet of cornelian which her 
father had liuug about her neck at partihg. 

The morning was as fair as the maid upon whose nuptials it rose, and the 
shining Lake, all covered with boats, the minstrel^ playing upon the shores of 
the islands, and the crowded summer-houses on the green hills around, with 
shawls and banners waving from their roofs, presented such a picture of 
animated rejoicing, as only she, who was the object of it all, did not feel with 
transport. To Lidia Eookh alone it was a melancholy pageant ; nor could she 


1 Lantern of the triple-ciihtmi tortoise-shell 
ofPegu.— Tm hundred slaves there are, who 
have no other office than to limit the woods and 
marshes tor triple-coloured tortoises for the 
Kins’s Vivary. Of the shells of those also lan¬ 
terns are ninth.’-- Vincent tc Jllune’s TnweU. 

* The we/corn if the north m they urn seen tiy 
tlime himlers-— For a description of the. Aurora 


borealis as it appeal's to these hunters, vith 
Knc-yelopiedia. 

3 The cold, adorifmns mid. — This wind, 
•which is to hlmv from Syria Damasconn, is, no* 
cording to the Mahometans, one of tlie signs of 
the Lust Day's approach. 

Another of the signs in ,' Great distress in the 
world, bo that n man \yhnn 1m passes by another's 
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have even borne to look upon the scene, were it not for a hope that, among the 
crowds around, she might once more perhaps catch a glimpse of Feramorz, So 
much was her imagination haunted by this thought, that there was scarcely an 
islet or boat she passed, at which her heart did not flutter with a momentary 
.ancy that he was there. Happy, in her eyes, the humblest slave upon whom 
the light of his near looks fell!—In the barge immediately after the Princess 
was Padladecn, with his silken curtains thrown widely apart, that all might 
have the benefit of his august presence, and with Ms head full of the speech he 
was to deliver to the King, ‘concerning Feramorz, aud literature, and the 
chabuk, as connected therewith.’ 

They had now entered the canal which leads ffom the Lake to the splendid 
domes and saloons of the Shall mar, and glided on through gardens ascending 
from each bank, full of flowering shrubs that made the air all perfume; while 
from the middle of the canal rose jets of water, smooth and unbroken, to such 
a dazzling height, that they stood like pillars of diamond in the sunshine, After 
sailing under the arches of various saloons, they at length arrived at the last 
and most magnificent, where tlie monarch awaited the coming of his bride; and 
such was the agitation of her heart and frame, that it was with difficulty she 
walked up the marble steps, which were covered with doth of gold for her 
ascent from the Large. At the end of the hall stood two thrones, as precious as 
tho Cerulean Throne of Koolburga, 1 on one of which sat Aliris, the youthful 
King of Bucharia, and on the other was, in a few minutes, to be placed the 
most beautiful Princess in* the world.—Immediately upon the entrance of Lalla 
kookli into tho saloon, the monarch descended froiti his throne to meet her; 
but, scarcely had ho time to take her hand in his, when she screamed with 
surprise and fainted at his feet. It was Feramorz himself that stood before 
her I—Feramorz was, himself, the Sovereign of Bucharia, who in this disg uise 
had accompanied his young bride from Delhi, and, having won her love as an 
humble minstrel, now amply deserved to enjoy it us a king. 

The consternation of Fudladeen at this discovery was, for the moment, 
almost pitiable. But change of opinion is a resource too convenient in courts 
for this experienced, c aurtier not to have learned to avail himself of it. His 
criticisms were all, oi course, recanted instantly; lie was seized with an admi¬ 
ration of the King’s verses, as unbounded as, he begged him to believe, it was 
disinterested; and the following week saw him lv * possession of an additional 
place, swearing by all the saints of Islam that never had there existed so great 
a poet as the monarch, Aliris, and ready to prescribe his favourite regimen <? 
the chabuk for every man, woman, and child that dared to think otherwise. 

Of the happiness of tho King and Queen of Bucharia, after such a beginning, 
there can he but little doubt; aud, among the lesser symptoms, it is recorded 
of Lalla Kookli, that to the day of her death, in memory of their delightful 
journey, she never called the King by any other name than Feramorz, 


- * - »—— - 

grave shall say, “Would to God I were in his 
pinco 1 "’—Sale's Preliminart/ Discourse. 

1 The cerulean ikrmie. of Kuolhtirija.—‘ OnMo- 
liammod Shaw's return to Koolburga (the capital 
of Deltkau), he mude a great festival, and 
mounted this throne with much pomp and mag¬ 
nificence, calling it Firozeh or Cerulean, I haft 
heard some old persons, who saw tho throne 
Firozeh in tho reign of Sultnn Momood Bhame- 
nee, describe it. They say that it was in length 
nine feet, and three in breadth j ilmdeof ebony, 
covered with plates of puro gold, and set with 


precious stones of immense value, EvCiyprinee 
of the house of ilhamenee, who possessed this 
throne, made a point of adding to it some rich 
stones, so that when in the reign of Sultan 
Mmnood it was taken to pieces, to remove somo 
of tho jewels to be set in vases and cups, the 
jewellers valued it at one eorofo of oons (nearly 
four millions sterling.) I learned also that, it 
was called Firozeh from being partly enamelled 
of a sky-blue colour, which whs in time totally 
concealed by the number of Jewel o.’—FcrMa. 
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PREFACE. 

In what manner the following Epistles came into my hands, it is not necessary 
for the public to know. It will be seen by Mr. Pudge’s Second Letter, that he 
is one of those gentlemen whose Secret Services in Ireland, under the mild 
ministry of my Lord C—gh, have been so amply and gratefully remunerated, 
Like Iris,friend and associate, Thomas Reyuolds, Esq., he had retired upon the 
reward of his honest industry; but has lately been induced to appear again in 
active life, and superintend the training of that Ddatorim Cohort which Lord 
S—-dm—tli, in his wisdom and benevolence, lias organized, 

Whether Mr. Pudge himself has yet made any discoveries, does not appear 
from the following pages; but much may be expected from a persou of his zeal 
and sagacity; and, indeed, to him, Lord S—dm—th, and the Greenland-bound 
ships, the eyes of all lovors of discoveries are now most anxiously directed. 

I regret that I have been obliged to omit Mr. Bob Pudge’s Thiru Letter, 
concluding the adventures of his Day with the Dinner, Opera, &c. &o.; but 
in consequence of some remarks upon Marinette’s thin drapery, which it was 
thought might give offence to certain well-meaning porswis, the manuscript 
was sent back to Paris for his revision, and had not returned when the last 
sheet was put to press. 

It will not, I hope, he thought presumptuous if I take this opportunity of 
complaining of a very serious injustice I have suffered from the public. Dr, King 
wrote a treatise to prove that Bentley ‘vras not the author of his own book;’ 
and a similar absurdity has been asserted of me, in almost all the best informed 
literary circles, With the name of the real author staring them in the face, 
they have yet persisted in attributing my worksite other people; and the 
fame of the Twopenny Post Bag-mh. as it is—having hovered doubtfully over 
various persons, has at fast settled upon the head of a certain little gentleman, 
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who wears it, I understand, as complacently as if it actually belonged to him, 
without even the honesty of avowing, with his own favourite author (he will 
excuse the pun), v 

EwTO MBPOS opus 

E^o-n/iijv jMmrp. 

I can only add, that if any lady or gentleman, curious in such matters, 
will take the trouble of calling at my lodgings, 245, Piccadilly, I shall have the 
honour of assuring them, m proprid persona, that I am—his, or her, 

Very obedient and very humble servant, 

THOMAS BROWN, THE YOUNGER. 

April 17,1818. » 


* 9 

THE FUDGE FAMILY IN PARIS. 

LETTER I. In vain, at Dessein's, did I take from 

PROM MISS BIDDY FUDftE TO MISS oj. 

= -, «-n», ■ “ 4M 

Ami(m I" vain did I think of his charming 

° f " ““-1® th. ml »d He 
noises aie plaiting, wallet-alas! 

the lC y “ § ° n ’ Pa ’ at N° monks can be had now for love or 

Into very bad French is, as usual, /ati ,, 

translating ’ a SayS ’ t0 that inMel 

His Enghshresdvenot togiveam Aiul> thoi $ one ]ittle NeMy wesw 

r •A 016 ’ , *i .. ,| in our drive 

think!- W y ° U ' me—on yjOut of classical Nampont, the beast 
A letter from France, with French vas alive. 

pens and French ink, 

How' delightful! though-wonld you By the by, though, at Calais, Papa had 
believe it, my dear ?— a touch 

I have seen nothing yet very wonderful Of romance on the pier, which affected 
here ; me much. 

No adventure, ne sentimefit, far as At the sight of that spot, where our 
we’ve come, darling — 

But the corn-fields and trees quite as Set the first of his own dear legitimate 
dull as at home; feet 1 

And, but for the post-boy, his boots (Modelled out so exactly, and-God 
and his queue, » bless the mark !— 

I might just as well be at Clonskilty ’Tis a foot, Dolly, worthy so Grand a 
with you! M—que), 



1 To commemorate the landing of Louis XVIII. from England, the impression of his foot Is 
marked on the pier at Calais, and anillar with ap Inscription raised opposite to the spot. 
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He exclaimed, ‘oil moil R—!’ and, with That seats like our music-stools soon 
tear-dropping eye, must he found them, 

Stood to gaze oil the spot—while some To twirl, when the creatures may wish 
Jacobin, nigh, to look round them! 

Muttered out with a shrug (wlmt an In short, dear, ‘a Dandy’ describes 
insolent thing!) ‘ what I mean, 

£ Mn foi, he be right—’tis de English- And Bob’s far the best of the genus 
mail's R-g; I’ve seen; 

And dat grospied de coe/nm—begar, me An improving young man, fond of 
vil say, learning, ambitious, 

Dat de foot look mesh better, if turned And goes now to Paris to study French 
toiler way.’ dishes, 

There’s the pillar, too-Lord 1 I had Whose names—think, how quick 1—he 
nearly forgot - r already knows pat, 

What a charming idea! raised close to A la braise, ptiits pities, and—what d’ye 
ilia spot; call that 

The mode being now (as you’ve beam, They inflict on potatoes ? oh ! matin 
I suppose) d'ltukl— 

To build tombs over legs, and raise I assure you, dear Dolly, he knows 
pillars to toes. _ them as well 

This is all that’s occurred sentimental As if nothing but those all his life ho 
as yet; had ate,, 

Except, indeed, some little flower- Though a bit of them Bobby has never 
nymphs we’ve met, touched yet; 

Who disturb one’s romance with But just knows the names of French 
pecuniary views, dishes and cooks, 

Flinging flowers in your path, and As dear Pa knows the titles of authors 
then bawling for sous! and books, 

And some picturesque beggars, whose 

multitudes seem As to Pa, wlmt d’ye think ?—mind it’s 

To recall the good days of the mem all enlrc nous, 

regime, But you know, lore, I never keep 

All as ragged and brisk, you’ll be happy secrets from you— 

to learn, Why, he’s writing a book—what! a 

And as thin, as they were in the time tale ? a romance ? 

of dear Sterne. No, ye Gods, would it were!—but his 

Travels in France; 

Our party consists, in a neat Calais At the Special desire (lie let out t’other 
job, day) 

Of Papa and myself, Mr. Connor and Of his friend and his patron, my Lord 
Dob. C—stl—r—gh, 

You remember how sheepish Bob Who saipl, ‘My dear Fudge—,’ I 
looked at Kilrandy, ■ forget th’ exact*'words, 

But Lord! he’s quite altered—they’ve And, it's strange, no ouoever remom- 
made him a Dandy, bers my Lord’s; 

A tiling, you know, whiskered, great- But ’twas something to say, that, as all 
_, coated, and laced, must allow, 

Like an hour-glass, exceedingly small k good orthodox work is much wanting 
in the waist; just now, 

Quite a new sort of creatures, unknown To expound to the world the new— 
yet to scholars, thingmmnic—science, 

With heads so inimoveably suck in Found out by the-what’s-its-name— 
shirt collars, Holy Alliance, 


THE FUDGE FAMILY I1PPAMS, 461 

And prove to mankind that their rights A third cousin of ours, by the way— 
are but folly,_ _ poor as Job 

1 , r freedom a joke (which it is, you (Though of royal descent by the side 
Know, Dolly) : of Mamma), 

’ There s none, said his Lordship, ‘ if 1 And for charity made private tutor to 
may be judge, ( Bob- 

tlalfso lit for this great undertaking as Entre nous , too, a Papist —how liberal 

Fudge!’ of Pa I 

The matter’s soon settled—Pa flies to 

the Row This is all, Mear—forgive me for break* 

(The first stage your tourists now ing off thus; 

usually go), But Bob s dejeAmts done, and Papa’s 

Settles all for his quarto—advertise- * u a fo¬ 
ments, praises— B, F. 

Starts post from the door, with his F.S. 

tablets-French phrases- How provoking of Pa! he will not let 
‘Scott’s Visit,’ of course-in short, me stop 

everything he has Just , to run in and rummage some 

An author can want, except words and milliner s shop; 

ideasAnd my debut in Paris, I blush to think 
And, lo ! the first thing in the spring 011 

of the year, * »' Must now, Doll, be made in a hideous 

Is Phil. Fudge at the front of a Quarto, bdtmot, 

my dear ! But f ans, dear Paris— oil, there will he 

joy, 

But, bless me, my paper's near out, so And romance, and high bonnets, and 
_ Id better Madame lo Roi l 1 

Draw fast to a closethis exceeding 

long letter ' __ 

Von owe to a (Mjeiher a la Fowchettc, 

Which Bobby would have, and is hard LETTER II, 

at it yet,— > 

What’s next? oh, the tutor, the last of from non. fudge, esq,, to the lord 
the party, viscount c—h. 

Young Connorthey say ho’s so like Park 

Bon—te, _ _ At length, my Lord, I have the bliss 

His nose and his chin,—which Papa To date to you a line from this 
rather dreads, ‘ Demoralized ’ metropolis; 

As the B—ns, you know, are suppress- Where, by plebeians low and scurvy, 
ing all heads The throne was turned quite topsy- 

That resemble old Nap’s, and who turvy, 

knows but thejr honours, And Kingship, tumbled from its seat, 

May think, in their fright, of suppress- 1 Stood prostrate ’ at the people’s feet; 

ing poor Connor’s ? Where (still to use your Lordship’s 

An rests pis we say), the young lad’s tropes) 

well enough, The lend of obedience slopes 

Only talks much of Athons, Rome, Upward and downward, as the stream 
virtue, and stuff; * Of hydra faction hicks the beam fi 

1 A celebrated mantua-makcr in Paris, the eloquent Counsellor B—, in describing 
8 This excellent imitation of the. noble Lord's seme hypocritical pretender to charity, said: 
style shows how deeply Mr, Podge- must have * He put liia hand in his breeches pocket, like a 
studied his great original. Irish nrulnry, indeed, cr0‘ l odi!o, iuid,’ ctc, CtC. 
u'lounds with such startling peculiarities. Thus 
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Where the poor palace changes masters 
Quicker than a snake its skin 
And —- is rolled out on castors 
" While —’s borne on shoulders in: 
But where, in every change, no doubt, 
One special good your Lordship 
traces,— 

That ’tis the Kings alone turn out, 

The M in inters still keep their places. 

How oft, dear Viscount C —gh, 

I've thought of thee upon the way, 

As in my job (what place could he 
More apt to wake a thought «f thee ?) 

Or, oftener far, when gravely sitting 
Upon my dickey (as is fitting 
For him who writes a Tour, that he » 
May more of men and manners see), 

I’ve thought of thee and of thy glories. 
Thou guest of Kings, and King of 
Tories 1 

Reflecting how thy fame has grown 
And spread, beyond inan’j usual share, 
Vt home, abroad, till thou art known, 

' Like Major Semple, everywhere! 

And marvelling with what powers ot 
breath 

S’our Lordship, having speech ed to death 
Some hundreds of your fellow-men, 

Next snceched to Sovereigns’ ears ,- 
aml when 

All sovereigns else were dozed, at lust 
Snceched down the Sovereign 1 of Bel¬ 
fast. 

Oh ! ’mid the praises and the trophies 
Thou gain’st from Morosophs and 
Sophia, 

'Mid all the tributes to thy fame, _ 
There’s one thou shouldst be chiefly 
pleased at— 

That Ireland gives her snuff thy name, 
ArnlC—gh's the thing now sneezed 
at! 

Buthohl, my pen !—a truce to praiain g:— 
Though even your Lordship will allow 

i The title of the chief magistrate of Belfast, 
la-fort whom his Lordship (with the ‘studiunp 
immune luquendi 1 attributed by Ovid to that 
chattering and rapacious class of birds, the pies) 

■ delivered sundry long- and self-gratulatory ora¬ 
tions, on his return from the Continent. It was 
ai one of these Irish dinners that Ms pliant 
brother, Lord S., proposed the health of ‘ The 
best cavalry officer in Europc-tlm Regent !•' 


The theme’s temptations are amazing; 

But time and ink run short, aacl now 
(As Ikon wouldst say, my guide and 
teaohe 

In these gay metaphoric fringes), 

I must mkirk into the feature 
On which this letter chiefly Mnejes ; s ~ 
My Book, the Book that is to prove— 
And will, so help ye Sprites above, 

That sit on clouds, as grave as judges, 
Watching the labours of the-Pudges !— 
Improve that all the world, at present. 
Is in a state extremely pleasant: 

That Europe— thanks to royal swords 
And bayonets, and the Duke com¬ 
manding— 

Enjoys a peace which, like the Lord’s, 
Passeth all human understanding: 

That F—ce prefers her go-cart- 

To such a coward scamp as-: 

Though round, with each a leading- 
string, . 

Therestandethmanya u—y—I crony, 
For fear the chubby, tottering tiling 
Should fall, if left there hncy-ponmj 
That England, too, the more her debts. 
The more she spends, the "idler gets; 
And that the Irish, grateful nation! 

Remember when by th.ee reigned over. 
And bless thee for their flagellation, 

As Heloisa did her lover l 
That Poland, left for Russia's lunch 
Upon the sideboard, snug reposes 
While Saxony's as pleased as Punch, 
And Norway ‘ on a bed of roses!' 
That, as for some few million souls, 
Transferred by contract, bless the 
clods! 

If half were strangled—Spaniards, Poles, 
And Frenchmen—'Wouldn't malu 
much odds, 

So Eungie’s goodly Royal ones 
Sit easy on their sacred thrones ; 

So Ferdinand embroiders gaily, s 
And L — eats his salmi daily; 

2 Verbatim from one of the noble Viscount’s 
speeches: ‘And rimv, sir,I must embark into 
the feature on which this question chiefly hinges.* 

3 It would bo nn edifying tiling to write a 
history of the private amusements of sovereigns, 

i tracing theip down from the fly-sticking of Do- 
; rnitfan, the molecutehing of Artabanna, the hog- 
i mimicking of Parmenides, the horse-currying nf 

Aretaa, tp j;hp petticoat ombroidorino- of Ford* 
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So time is left to Emperor Sandy 
To he half Caesar and half Dandy; 

And G—ne the Pi—g—t (who’d forget 
The doughtiest chieftain of the set?) 
Hath wherewithal for trinkets new, 
For dragons, after Chinese models, 
And chambers where Duke Ho and Soo 
Might come and nine times knock 
their noddles !— 

All this my Quarto’ll prove—much more 
Than Quarto ever proved before— 

In reasoning with the Post I’ll vie, 

My facts the Courier shall supply, 

My jokes V—ns—t, P—le my sense, 
And thou, sweet Lord, my eloquence! 

My Journal, penned by fits and starts, 
On Biddy’s back or Bobby’s shoulder 
(My son, my Lord, a youth of parts, 
Who longs to beasmall place-holder), 
Is—though I aay’t that shouldn’t say— 
Extremely good; and, by the way, • 
One extract from it—only oue- 
To show its spirit, and I’ve done. 

' Jul. thirty-first. Went, after snack, 
To the cathedral of St. Denny; 
Sighed o’er the kings of ages back, 
And—gave the old concierge a penny! 
{Mem.— Must see Khem, much famed, 
’tis said, 

For making kings and gingerbread.) 
Was shown the tomb where lay, so 
stately, 

A little B—bon, buried lately, 

Thrice high and puissant, we were told, 
Though duly twenty-four hours old !* 
Hear this, thought I, ye Jacobins; 

Ye Burdetts tremble in your skins ! 

If R—alty, but aged a day, 

Can boast such highland puissajit sway! 
Whatimpioushand its power would fix, 
Full fledged and wigged, 2 at fifty-six ?’ 

nand, and the patience-playing of the P—e 
II—t, 

1 So described on the coffin: ‘TrSs-liaute e* 
puissnutc PrincDBse, ugdo d’un jour.’ 

2 There is a fulness and breadth In this por¬ 
trait of Royalty which remind us of what Pliny 
says in speaking of Trajan’s great qualities: 
Nonno longe latcpe Prineipem ostentant P’ 

3 Seo the Quarterly Reiiem r or May 1816, 
(hero Mr Hobhou»« Koven*«1 t*fhavinn written 


The argument's quite new, you see, 
And proves exactly Q. E, I).— 

So now, with duty to the It—g—t, 

I am, dear Lord, 

Your most obedient, 

P. E 

Hotel Brelev.il, Hue. Rivoli. 

Neat lodgings—rather dear for me; 
But Biddy said she thought ’twould 
look • 

Genteuler thus to date my hook, 

And Biddy’s right—besides, it curries 
Some favour with our friends at Mur. 
ray's, 

Who scorn what any man can say, 

'JJJiat dates from Rue St.Honore. 3 


LETTER III. 

PROM ME, ROB PUDGE TO RICHARD — 

* ESQ. 

0 Dick ! you may talk of your writing 
and reading, 

Your logic and Greek, hut there’s no¬ 
thing like feeding; 

And this is the place for it, Dicky, you 
dog, 

Of all places on earth—the hcadquan 
ters of prog. 

Talk of England,-her famed Magna 
Charta, I swear, is 

A humbug, a flam, to the Carte 4 at old 
Very’s; 

And as for your Juries —who would not 
set o’er ’em 

A jury of tasters, 5 with woodcocks be> 
fore ’em ? 

Give Cartwright his parliaments fresh 
every year— 

But those friends of short Commons 
would never do here; 

his book ‘in a hack street of the French 
capital.' 

* The bill of fare.—Vffiy, a well-known restau¬ 
rateur. 

s Mr. Bob alludes particularly, I presume, to 
the famous Jury Pegustatenr which used to 
asscmblo at the hotel of M. Grimod de la Hey- 
nlhre, and of which this modern Arehestratue 
has eiven nn account in his Almavach dei Qcmr- 
rnaiidt, einquiemo annee. n. ra. 


"ME HfDGB FAMILY IN'PARIS. 

And let Komilly speak as lie will on Where so ready all nature its cookery 
the question, yelds, 

No digest of law’s like the laws of di- Macaroni an pamcrnt grows in. the 
'L+i on t fields; 

^ Little birds fly about with the true 

Bv the by, Dick, I fatten—but n’im- pheasant taint, 

a 1,e ' 

got lab $ luv*. 

ae mdB-u-ylried too 6 ,^ * For >» latl whotjoes kt0 the mrld > I>ick. 

But" though somewhat imperial in like me, 

’paunch, ’twonldn’t do : , Should Lavednsnecktied up, you know 

He improved, indeed, mueli in this -there’s no doubt oht- 

point when he wed, ila smM lil(,s who !>° mt 

But he ne’er grew right r-y-Uy fat p Wi /^ km W(jU oikl) aml with 

tkkmL boots that‘hold up 

, , „ . T1 . , The mirror to nature’—so bright you 

Dick, Dick, what a place is this Pans! could sup 

—hut stay— . Off the leather like china; with coat, 

As my raptures may boro you, L11 just ^ too, that draws 

sketch a day, , On tko tailor, who suffers, a martyr's 

As we pass it, myself and dome com* applause!— 

rades I've got, With head bridled up, like a four-in 

All thorough-bred Gnostics, who know ] mm i i ea ,| m , 

what is what, And stays—devil’s in them—too tight 

for a feeder, 

After dreaming some hours of the land I strut to the old Cafe Hardy, which 
of Cooaigne, 1 yet 

That Elysium of all that is friavd Beats the field at a dejaher it let font 
and nice, ohettc 

Where tor hail they lmve hana-bons, and There, .Dick, what a breakfast!— oh 
claret for rain, not like your ghost 

And the skaters in winter show off Of a breakfast in England, your curs! 
on cream-ice; tea and toast; ,J 


1 The fairy-land of cookery anti pmirmmiMsn: 
• Pays, oil lo cicl ofire les viumlcs Unite suites, 
ct oil, Himmo on pnvlo, leu alouettes toinbcut 
toutes rutfes, Ihi Latin, cor,aero .‘—DiieM. 

8 The process by wiiich tlm liver of Urn unfor¬ 
tunate goose is enlarged, in order to produce 
that richest of nil dainties, the/oicyras, of wliteli 
such renowned pAIfy are made at Strasbourg awl 
Toulouse, is thus described intbo Com Gmlru- 
mmique: ‘On deplume I'estomac desoiesj on 
attache ensuito cos animanx mix chenotR (I’une 
cheminee, et on les nourrit (levant la leu, ha 
captivite et lu chnlour donnent it ecs volatile# 
une maladie lnipiuiqtic, qui lait gender lour foie,’ 
Cl(!.—P, 208 , 

3 Is Mr. nob aware that bis contempt for tea 
renders him liable to a charge of ntheim 'I Such, 
at least, m the opinion cited in Ghnstian. Fah- 
tcr.Ammitat. Phihlogi 1 Athoum interprets- 
V.ur homiuem ab herbs The aversum.' ilo 


would not, I think, have linen so Irreverent in 
thin beverage yf scholars, if bo bad rend Peter 
Fctit'u Poem in prawn of Tea, addressed to the 
learned Hunt .; ortho Epigraph which 1‘c.chlinui 
wrote for an sitin' lm meant to diuljeali! to this 
herb; or tjm AmiereonljeH of Peter Fnmcm, in 
which lm ciiIIh tea 

©ear, fletjr, flmuw. 

The following passage Iroin ono of these Atm- 
ercontics will, 1 have no doubt, bo gratifying to 
all true Theists: 

0601 V, Omv re mr/n 
* Hr xpweotv mt/icm 

AiSoi to iiBurup Tlflp, 

S« pOl SlIHHWIKt'TO 

3j*W»w «' mimun, 

Tip xnAAei jipeirouom 
KaAai? \epeaac uotipat, 

. Which may lm thus traaslntod i 


TEE FUDGE FAMILY IWFMIS. 


465 


But a sideboard, you dog, where one’s 
eye roves about, 

Like a Turk’s in the harem, aud thence 
singles out 

Due s pdte of larks, just to tune up the 
throat, 

One' A small limbs of chickens, dono en 
papillate , 

One's erudite cutlets, clrest all ways 
but plain, 

Or one’s kidneys—imagine, Dick—done 
with champagne! 

Then somo glasses of Beaune to dilute— 
or, mayhap, 

Chamhcrliv , 1 which yon know, ’a the pot 
tipple of Nap, 

Aud which Dad, by the by, that legiti¬ 
mate stickler, 

Much scruples to taste, hut I'm not so 
partic'lar.— 

your coffee comes next, by prescrip¬ 
tion ; and then, Dick, is 

The coffee's ne’er-failing and glorious 
appendix— 

Ilf books had but such, my old Gre¬ 
cian, depend ou’t 

I’d swallow even W—tk—n's, for sake 
of the end on't)— 

A neat glass of parfait-amour , which 
one sips 

A list as if bottled velvet tipped over 
one’s lips I 

This repast being ended, and paid for 
—(how odd I 

Till a man’s used to paying there’s 
something so queer in’t)— 

The sun now well out, and the girls all 
abroad, 

And the world enough aired for us 
Nobs, to appear in’t, 

We lounge up the Boulevards, where— 
oh Dick, the plyzzes, , 

The turn-outs, we meet—what a nation 
of quizzes I 


Yes, let Hobe, over young, 

High in heaven Her neiltar hold, 
And to Jove’s immortal throng 
Pour the lido in cups of gold.— 
I’ll not envy heaven’s princes, 
While, with snowy hands, for me, 
Kate the china tea-cup rinses, 

And pours out her best llolica I 


Here toddles along somo old figure ot 
fun, 

With a coat you might date Anno Do¬ 
mini One; 

A laced hat, worsted stockings, and— 
noble old soul !— 

A line ribbon and cross in his host but¬ 
ton-hole ; 

Just such as ourPr—e, who nor reason 
nor fiui dreads, 

Inflicts, without even a court-martial, 
on hundreds, 2 

Hero trips a gmelic, with a fond, 
roguish eye 

(Bather eatable things these ymettes by 
the by); 

ATuI there an old demoiselle , almost as 
fond, 

In a silk that lias stood since the time 
of the Fronde. 

There goes a French dandy-all, Dick I 
unlike some ones 

We’ve seen •about White's—the Monn- 
scers are but rum ones; 

Such hats I—fit for monkeys—I’d hack 
Mrs. Draper 

To cut neater weather-boards out of 
brown paper: 

And coats—how I wish, if it wouldn’t 
distress ’em, 

They’d club for old B—m—l, from Ca¬ 
lais, to dress ’em! 

The collar sticks out from the neek 
such a space, 

That you’d swear ’twas the plan of 
this head-lopping nation, 

To leave there behind them a snug 
little place 

For the head to drop into, on deca¬ 
pitation I 

In short, what with mountebanks, 
Counts, and frisours, 

Some mummers by trade, and the rest 
amateurs— 


1 The favourite wino of Napoleon. 

2 It was said by Wicqnofort, moro tlmn a 
hundred years ago, 'Lo Hoi d’Anglotorra fait 
soul plus do chevaliers quo tons les autres Hois 
do la Clirdtiontd ensemble.’ What would he say 
now ? 
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What with captains in new jockey boots No!—let them stay, who in their coim- 
and silk breeches, try’s pangs , 

Old dustmen with swinging great See nought but food for factions and 
opera hats, harangues; , , 

&nd shoeblacks reclining by statues in Who yearly kneel before their masters 
niches, doors, 

There never was seen such a race of And hawk their wrongs as beggars do 
Jack Sprats, their sores; 

Still let your 3 

From the Boulevards—but jearken!~ 

yes—as I’m a sinner, gyp ] 10 pe and suffer, all who can !— 

The clock is just striking the half-hour font I, 

for dinner: _ Who durst not hope, and cannot bear, 

So no more at present—slioft time for mU st fly. 
adorning— 

My day must be finished some other But whither ’-everywhere the scourge 
fine morning. * pursues— 

.Now, hey for old Beauvuliws ltiitier, wliero lie will, the wretched 
my boy! wanderer views, 

And, once there, if the goddess of beauty i n the bright, broken hopes of all his 
and joy t racs 

Were to write 1 Come and lass me, dear qn U utles 3 reflections of the oppressor's 
Bob! ’ I’d not budge-r . . * face j 
Not a step, Dick, as sure as my name is Everywhere gallant hearts, and spirits 

true, 

Are served up victims to the vile and 

LETTER IV. While E--, everywhere-thegenera) 

FROM PHELIM CONKOE TO-. f oe 

‘Retukn !’— no, never, while the wi- Of truth and freedom, wheresoe’er they 
tlierincr band glow 

Of bigot power is on that hapless laud; Is first, wheu tyrants strike, to aid the 
While for the faith my fathers held to blow ! 

God, 

Even in the fields where free those 0 E——! could such poor revenge 
fathers trode atone 

[am proscribed, and—like the spot left For wrongs that well might claim the 
hare deadliest one; 

In Israel’s halls, to tell the proud and Were it a vengeance., sweet euougli to 
fair sate 

Amidst their mirth that slavery had The wretch who flies from thy in- 
been there a — toltrant hate,, 

On all I love,—home, pareuts, friends, To hear Iris curses, on such barbarous 
—I trace sway, 

The mournful mark of bondage and dis- Echoed where’er he bends bis cheerless 
grace! way ;— 


1 A celebrated restaurateur. ' 3 1 hare thought it prudent to omit some 

a‘They used to leave a yard square of the parts of Mr, Phclim Connor’s letter. Ho Is 
Mil of the house unplastered, on which they evidently an intemperate young man, and lias 
write, in large letters, either the fore-meiitioneu associated yith his cousins, the Fudges, to very 


salem,” etc,), or the words, "The memory of the 
dosolutiou,”’“Iee of Mbieira, > 
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Could this content him, every lip 1m Thy strength to waste, and rot thee, 
meets _ soul and limb— 

Teems for his vengeance with such Her worst infections all condensed in 
poisonous sweets; him! 

Were this his luxury, never is thy name . , . . , 

Pronounced, but he doth banquet on thy 

shame; When will the world shako off such 

Hears maledictions ring from every side yokes! oh, when 
Upon that grasping power, that selfish Will that redeeming day shine out on 
pride, men, r 

Which vaunts its own, and scorns all That shall behold them rise, erect and 
rights beside; free 

That low and desperate envy which, to As Heaven and Nature meant mankind 
blast should he! 

A neighbour's blessings, risks the few When reason shall no longer blindly 
thou hast;— r ,. bow 

That monster, self, too gross to be I'o the vile pagod things, that o’er her 
concealed, brow, 

Which ever lurks behind thy proffered Like him of Jaghernaut, drive tramp 
shield; ling now; 

That faithless craft, which, in thy hour Nor Conquest dare to desolate God’s 
of need, , ■ . earth; 

Can court the slave, can swear 1m shall Nor drunken Victory, with a Nero’s 
he freed, mirth, 

Vet basely spurns him, when thy point Strike her lewd harp amidst a people’s 
is gained, groans;— 

Back to his masters, ready gagged and But, built on love, the world’s exalted 
chained! thrones 

Worthy associate of that band of kings, Shall to the virtuous and the wise be 
That royal, ravening flock, whose vam- given— 

pire wings Those bright, those sole legitimate,3 o'c 

O’er sleepiug Europe treacherously Heaven! 

brood, 

And fan her into dreams of promised When will this he ?—or, oh! is it ill 
good, truth, 

Of hope, of freedom—hut to drain her Butoneofthosesweetday-break dream,’! 

blood! of youth, 

If thus to hear thee branded he a bliss In which the Soul, as round her morn,.. 
That vengeance loves, there’s yet more ing springs, 

sweet than this— ’Twixt sleep and waldng, sees such 

That 'twas an Irish head, an Irish heart, dazzling things ! 

Made thee the fallen and iarnished And must the hope, as vain as it io 
thing thon art; bright, 

That, as the Centaur gave the infected Be all given up ?—and are they only 

vest, right, 

In which he died, to rack his con- Who say this world of thinking souls 
queror’s breast, was made 

We sent thee C-gli;-as heaps oT To he by kings partitioned, trucked, 

dead and weighed 

Have slain their slayers by the pest In scales that, ever since the world 
they spread, * begun, 

Bo hath our land breathed out—thy Have counted millions but as dust to 
fame to dim- one ? 

Q 


31 





468 THE FtfLGE FAMILY IN PARIS. 


Are they the only wise, who laugh to 
scorn 

The rights, the freedom to which man 
was horn; 

Who, . . . 

Who, proud to kiss each separate rod 
of power, 

Bless, while he reigns, the minion of 
the hour; * 

Worship each would-be God, that o’er 
them moves, 

And take the thundering of # his brass 
for Jove’s! 

If this be wisdom, then farewell, my 
books, 9 

Farewell, ye shrines of old, ye classic 
brooks, 

Which fed my soul with currents, pure 
and fair, 

Of living truth, that now must stagnate 
there !— 

Instead of themes that touth the lyre 
with light, 

Instead of Greece, and her immortal 
light 

For Liberty, whicli once awaked my 
strings, 

Welcome the Grand Conspiracy of 
Kings, 

The High Legitimates, the Holy 
Band, 

Who, bolder even than lie of Sparta’s 
land, 

Against whole millions, panting to he 
free, 

Would guard the pass of right-line 
tyranny! 

Instead of him, the Athenian bard, 
whose blade 

Had stood the onset which his pen 
portrayed, 

Welcome .... 


1 The late Lord C., of Ireland, lmd a curious 
theory about names; lie hold that every man 
with three names was a Jacobin. His instances 
in Ireland were numerous: viz. Archibald Ha¬ 
milton Rowan, Theobald Wolfe Tone, James 
Napier Tandy, John Philpot Curran, etc. etc.; 
ami, in England, he produced ns examples 
Charles James Fox, Richard Brinsley Sheridan, 
.John Homo Tooke, Francis Burdctt Jones, etc. 
3 £ 0 * 


And, ’stead of Aristides—woe the day 

Such names should mingle!—welcome 
C—gh! 

Here break we off, at this unhallowed 
name, 1 

Like priests of old, when words ill- 
omened came. 

My next shall tell thee, bitterly shall 
tell, 

Thoughts that 

Thoughts that—could patience hold— 
’twere wiser far 

To leave still hid and burning where 
, thoy are! 


LETTER V. 

.FROM MISS BIDDY FUDGE TO MISS 
DOROTHY- 

Wiiat a time since I wrote!— I'm a sad 
naughty girl— 

Though, like a tee-totum, I’m all in a 
twirl, 

Yet even (as you wittily say) a tee¬ 
totum 

Between all its twirls gives a letter to 
note ’em. 

But, Lord, such a place! and then, 
Dolly, my dresses, 

My gowns, so divine!—• there’s no 
language expresses, 

Except just the two words ‘superbe,’ 
‘magnifiqne,’ 

The trimmings of that which I had 
home last week! 

It is called—I forgot—A Id—something 
whigh sounded. 

Like alicampan c—but, in truth, I’m 
confounded 

l’ho Homans called a thief 1 homo trium life- 

rarumi’ 

« Tun’ trium literamm homo 
Mevituperas! Pur* 

— Plautm, Auklnr. Act 11. Scene i, 


* DimMms supposes this word to lie a glut- 
semi that is, ho thinks 'Fur’ has made his 
iwpe from the margin Into the tat. 


THE FUDGE FAMILY IN PARIS. 469 

And bothered, my dear, ’twixt that If, when of age, every man in the 
troublesome boy's realm 

(Bob s) cookery language, aud Madame Had a voice like old La'is, 1 and chose 
r?*'® : to make use of it! 

What with fillets of roses, and fillets of No—never was known in this riotous 
. Vea T , . _ sphere 

llungs yarn with laee, aud things j Such a breach of the peace as their 
with eel, i singing, my dear. 

One s hair and one’s cutlets both en j So bad, too, you’d swear that the god 
papillate, _ of hot!: arts, 

And a thousand more things I shall i Of Music and Physic, had taken a 
no er have by rote. I frolic 

I can scarce tell the difference, at least For setting a loud fit of asthma in 
as to phrase, ^ parts, 1 

Between beef d la Psyche and curls d la And composing a fine rumbling bass 
braise,— to a colic! 

But, in short, dear, I’m tricked out r ' 

Witl?my bonnet— so*beautiful!—high ^Ammg-ahparkz mi, Dolly, 

Like" tliings^tliaif' are put to keep There, hideed, is a treat that charms all 

chimneys from smoking. c ^ a P a ' , , , . 

0 * buch beauty-such grace—oh ye sylphs 

Where shall I begin with the endless _,°f ™ man ®® ! . , , , , 

delights Fly, iiy to litama, and ask her if she 

Of this Eden of milliners, monkeys, and „ ! ias , , , . , 

sights— One light-footed nymph in her train, 

This dear busy place, where there's thut oan f ^ ance 

nothing transacting, Tike divine Bigottiniand sweet Fanny 

But dressing and dinnering, dancing _ TBias I 

and acting ? Fanny Bias in Flora—dear creature !— 

you’d swear, 

Imprimis, the Opera—mercy, my ears! When her delicate feet in the dance 
Brother Bobby’s remark t’other night twinkle round, 
to s a true one; That her steps are of light, that her 

‘This must be the music,’ said he, ‘ of home is the air, 

the spears, And she only par complaisance touches 

For I’m curst if each note of it doesn’t the ground, 

run through one!’ And when Bigottini in Psyche dishevels 

Pa Bays (and you know, love, his book’s Her black flowing hair, and by 
to make out demons is driven, 

'Twas the Jacobins brought every mis- Oil! who does not enyy those rude 
chief about) «. ■ * little devils, 

That this passion for roaring has come That hold her aud hug her, and keep 
in of late, her from heaven 'i 

Since the rabble all tried for a voice in Then, the music—so softly its cadences 
the State. . die, 

What a frightful idea, one’s mind to. So divinely—oh, Dolly! between you 
o’erwhelm! and I, 

Wlmt a chorus, dear Dolly, would It’s as well for my peace that there’s 
soon be let loose of it !■ ( nobody nigh 


Tlu) oldest, most celebvutotJ.flmi most noisy of the Binders at tko Frsnuh Opera* 
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To make love to me then—youtoeftsoul, 
and can judge 

What a crisis ’twould be for your friend 
Biddy Fudge! 


The next plane (which Bobby has near 
lost his heart in), 

They call it the Playhouse—I think— 
of Saint Martin ; l 

Quite charming-and very religious— 
what folly , 

To say that the French are not pious, 
dear Dolly, ® , . 

When here one beholds, so correctly and 

The Testament turned into melodramas 


nightly f . 

And, doubtless, so fond they re of scrip¬ 
tural facts, , 

They will soon get the Pentateuch up 
in five acts. , . .. 

Here Daniel, in pantomime, 11 bids bold 
defiance 

To Nebuchadnezzar and all his stuffed 


While pretty young Israelites dance 
round the Prophet, 

In very thin clothing, and M little ot 
it;— 

Here Begrand, 4 who shines m this 
scriptural path, 

As the lovely Susanna, without even 
a relic , ... 

Of drapery round her, comes out of the 
bath 

In a manner that, Bob says, is quite 
Em-rntjeliel 


But, in short, dear, ’twould take me a 
month to recite 

All the exquisite places we’re at, clay 
and night; 

And, besides, ere I finish, I think you 11 
be glad 

Just to hear one delightful adventure 
I’ve had. 

Last night, at the Beaujon, 5 a place 
where—I doubt 

If I well can describe-there are cars, 
that set out 

From a lighted pavilion, high up m the 
air, 

And rattle you down, Doll-yon hardly 
know where. 

These vehicles, mind me, in winch you 
go through 

This delightfully dangerous journey, 
hold two, 

Soma cavalier asks, with humility) 
whether . 

You'll venture down with him—you 
smile—’tis a match; 

In an instant you’re seated, and down 
both together 

Go thundering,' as if you went pout 
to old Scratch 1 e 

Well, it was but last night, as I stood 
and remarked 

Oil the looks and odd ways of the girls 
who embarked, 

The impatience of some for the perilous 
flight, 

The forced giggle of others, ’twixt plea¬ 
sure and fright, 


1 The Theatre de la Porte St. Mnttln, which 
was built when the Opera House in the Palais 
Royal was burned down, In 1781, A few days 
after this dreadful fire, which lasted more than a 
week, and in which several persona perished, 
the Parisian elegantes displayed iinmo-coloiircd 
dresses, ‘coulcur feu do TOp 
Curiums de Paris- " , , 

s'The Old Testament,’ says the theatrical 
critic in the Gazette de Prance, ‘is amine of 
gold for the managers of our small playhouses.' 
A multitude crowd round the Thdatvo de la Guild 
every evening to see the Passage or the Rod Sea, 1 
In the playbill of one of these sacred melo- 
drames at Vienna, we And 1 The Voice of G-d, by 
Mr,Schwartz.' , , ,, 

a A piece very popular last year, called Daniel, 
tin la Fosse aux Lion*/ The following scene 


will give an idea of the daring sublimity of 
these scriptural pantomimes. ‘ Scene 20.—I,e 
fouvnaiso devient on berowm do images azurds, 
an fond tfhqucl cst unr groirne de images plus 
luminous, et an milieu “Jehovah” an centra 
d’un.eerelede rayons lirilto, qui aimonco la 
prdaonce de V Eternal/ 

* Madame Bdgraiid, a flnoty-formcd woman, 
who acts in Susanna anil the Elders, L'Amour ot 
la Folic, etc. etc. 

1 The Promenades Adriennes, nr French Mourn 
tains.—Sec a description of thin singular and 
fantastic place of amusement, in a pamphlet, 
truly worthy of ir, by P, F. Cotterel, Mddcdn, 
Docteur do la Facultd dc Paris, etc, etc. 

• According to Dr. Cotterd, the cars go at the 
rate of forty-eight miles an hour. 


! 
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That there came up—imagine, dear 
^ Doll, if you can— 

A fine sallow, sublime, sort of Werter- 
faeecl man, 

With mustachios that gave (what we 
read of so oft) 

The dear Corsair expression, half sa¬ 
vage, half soft, 

As hyaenas in love may he fancied to 
look, or 

A something between Abelard and old 
Blucher! 

Up he came, Doll, to me, and uncover¬ 
ing his head, 

(Bather bald, but so warlike!) in bad 
English said, 

‘Ah! my dear—if Ma’mselle vil be so 
very good— 

Just for von little course’—though I 
scarce understood 

What lie wished me to do, I said, thank 
> him, I would, 

Off we set—and, though ’faith, dear, I 
hardly knew whether 
My head or my heels were the up¬ 
permost then, 

For ’twas like heaven and earth, Dolly, 
coming together,— 

Yet, spite of the danger, we dared it 
again, 

And oh 1 as I gazed on the features and 
air 

Of the man, who for me all this peril 
defied, 

I could fancy almost he and I were a pair 
Of unhappy young lovers, who thus, 
side by side, 

Were taking, instead of rope, pistol, or 
dagger, a 

Desperate dash down thefalls of Niagara! 

This achieved, through the gardens 1 
we sauntered about, 

Saw tho fireworks, exclaimed 1 Mag- 
nifique!’ at each cracker, 

And when ’twas all o’er, the dear man 
saw us out [toour/acj'% 

With the air, I will say, of a prince, 


' In tho Cafii attached to these gardens there 
are to be (os Dr. dotterel informs us) ‘douza 
nilgres, trCs-alortos, qui contraetoront, par l'^beno 
do lour poau avee la teint de lis et de roses de 
nos belles, Les glaees et les sorbets seryispar 


Now, hear me—this stranger—it may 
be mere folly— 

But who do you think we all think it is, 
Dolly? 

Why, bless you, no less than the great 
King of Prussia, 

Who’s here now incog. 2 —lie, who made 
such a fuss, you 

Iiemembei;. in London, with Blucher 
and Platoff, 

When Sal was near kissing old Blit- 
cher’s cravat off! 

Pa says ha’s come here to look after his 
jnoney 

(Not taking things now as he used 

% under Boney), 

Which suits with our frieud, for Boh 
saw him, he swore, 

Looking sharp to the silver received at 
tlie door. 

Besides, too, they say that his grief for 
his Quqen 

(Which was plain in this sweet fellow’s 
face to be seen) 

Enquires such a stimulant dose as this 
car is, 

Used three times a day with young la¬ 
dies in Paris. 

Some Doctor, indeed, has declared that 
such grief 

Should—unless ’twould to utter de¬ 
spairing its folly push— 

Fly to tho Beaujon, and there seek relief 
By rattling, as Boh says, ‘ like shot 
through a holly-bush,’ 

I must now bid adieu—only think, 
Dolly, think 

If this should he the King—I have 
scarce slept a wink 

With imagining how it will sound in 
the papers, 

And how all the Misses my good luck 
will grudge, 

When they read that Count Ruppin, to 
drive away vapours, 

Has jgone down the Beaujon with Miss 
Biddy Fudge. 


une main bien noire, fora davantago rossortlr 
1’aMtro lies bras arrondis do cellea-ci.’—P. 22. 

2 His Majesty, who was at Paris under tho 
travelling name of Count Ituppin, is known to 
have gone down tho Beaqjon very frequently. 


THE FUDGE FAMILY IN PABIS. 


iVoifcx i?cne.—Papa's almost certain T tis 
he— 

For he knows the Legitimate cut, and 
could see, 

In the way he went poising, and ma¬ 
naged to tower 

So erect in the car, the true Balance of 
Power. 


LETTER VI. 

FROM PHIL. FUDGE, ESQ., TO HIS BRO¬ 
THER TIM FUDGE, ESQ,, IJARRISTER- 
AT-LAW, 

Yours of the 12fch received just now?r 
Thanks for the hint, my trusty bro¬ 
ther ! 

’Tis truly pleasing to see how 
We Fudges stand by one another. 

But never fear—I know my chap, 

And he knows me, too -verbum sap. 

My Lord and I are kindred*spirits, 

Like in our ways as two young ferrets; 
Both fashioned, as that supple race is, 
To twist into all sorts of places ;— 
Creatures lengthy, lean, aud hungering, 
Fond of blood and kirar-mongering, 

As to my book in 91, 

Called 1 Down with Kings, or, Who'd 
have thought it?’ 

Bless you, the Book’s long dead and 
g°ne,~ 

Not even th’Attorney-General bought 
it, 

And, though some few seditious tricks 
I played in 95 and 6, 

As you remind me in your letter, 

His Lordship likes me all the better; 
We, proselytes, that come with news 
full, 

Are, as he says, so vastly useful! 

1 lord C.’s tribute to the character of his 
friend, Mr. Reynolds, will long be remembered 
with equal credit to both. 

3 This interpretation of the fable of Midas’ ears 
seems the most probable of any, and is thus 1 
stated in Hoffman; ‘Hie allegoric signiflcatum, 
Midam, utpote tyrammm, Bubausoultatoros di- 
mittero solitum, per quos, quroennquo per omnom 
reglonom vel ficrent, vol dieerontur, cognosceret, , 
nimirnm illis utens aurlum vice,’ 

3 Brosaette, in a note on this line of Boilean, j 

1 Midas, lo roi Midas a dcs oreillea d’anc,’ i 


3 Reynolds and I—(you know Tom Boy* 
nolds— 

l Drinks liis claret, keeps Ids chaise— 
Lucky the dog that tirst unkennels 
Traitors and Luddites now-a-days; 
Or who can help to bag a few, 
f When S—d—th wants a death or two); 
Reynolds and I, and some few more, 
All men like us of information, 
Friends, whom his Lordship keeps in 
store, 

As widcr-saviours of the nation*— 
Have formed a Club this season, where 
His Lordship sometimes takes the chair, 
And gives us many, a bright oration 
In praise of oar sublime vocation; 
Tracing it up to great King Midas, 
Who, though in fable typified as 
A royal a3S, by grace divine 
Aud right of ears, most asinine, 

Was yet no more, in fact historical, 
•Than an exceeding well-bred tyrant, 
And these, Ids ears, but allegorical, 
MeaningInformers,keptat high rout)' 
Gemmen, who touched the Treasury 
glisteners, 

Like us, for being trusty listeners; 

Aud picking up each talo aud fragment 
For Royal Midas’s green bag meant. 

1 And wherefore, 1 said this bust of Peers, 
‘Should not the It—g—t too have ears, 3 
To reach as far, as long and wide as 
Those of Ids model, good King Midas f 
This speech was thought extremely good, 
And (rare for him) was understood- 
Instant we drank ‘The R—g—t's Ears,’ 
With threetimeathrooilhistrious cheers, 
That made the room resound like 
thunder— 

‘ The R—g—t’s Ears, and may he ne’er 
From foolish shame, like Midas, wear 
Old pfltry wigs to keep them under I 1,1 

tolls ns tlmt ‘ M, Perrault le Mcrtodn vonlut fain) 
a notre auteur uo crime d’etat do ce vers, aommo 
<1 one maliqno allusion uu Roi,' I trust, however, 
that no ono will suspect the lino in the text of 
any such indocorous allusion; 

4 It was not under wigs, hut tiaras, tlmt King 
Midas endeavoured to conceal these appendages; 

TSmporn pnrpnreis tentat veiaro tlaris.-OoM. 

The noble giver of the toast, however, lmd 
evidently, with his usual clearness, confounded 
King Midas, Mr. Liston, and tha l’-e It—g—t 
together. 
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This touch at our old friends, the 
Whigs, 

Made us as merry all as grigs. 

In short (l.’ll thank you not to mention 
These things again) we get on gaily; 
Aud, thanks to pension and Suspension, 
Our little Club increases daily, 
Castles, aud Oliver, and such, ' 

Who don’t as yet full salary touch, 

Nor keep their chaise and pair, nor buy 
Houses and lauds, like Toni and I, 

Of course don’t rank with its, salvutors, 1 
But merely serve the Club as waiters. 
Like Knights, too, we've our collar 
days 

|For«»,_ I own, an awkward phrase), 
When, in our new costume adorned,— 
The II—g-ts hull-and-blue coats 
turned— 

Wo have the honour to give dinners 
To the chief Rats in upper s tations ;' J 
Your W.ys, V-ns, half-fledged sin¬ 
ners, * 

Who shame us by their imitations; 
Who turn, ’tis true—but what of that! 
Give mo the useful peaching Rat; 

Nut things as mute as Punch, when 
bought, 

Whoso wooden heads are all they've 
brought; 

Who, false enough to shirk their friends, 
But too faint-hearted to betray, 

Are, after all their twists and bends, 
But souls in Limbo, damned half, 
way. 

No, no,—wo nobler vermin aro 
A genus useful as we’re rare; 

’Midst all the tilings miraculous 
Df which your natural histories brag, 

1 Mr. Fudge mid Ids friends should go by this 
niimo -ns (ho man who, Homo years since, saved 
the inti! Right llmi, George Rose frmfc drowning, 
was ever after culled Sulmlw Hum. 

3 This intimacy between tho Rats and In. 
formers is just ns it should bo--urn duke 
iMUium. 

3 His Lordship, during ono of tho busiest 
periods of his Ministerial cnroiir, took lossoiw 
three titnoH a week from a celebrated music- 
iimHter In glee-singing, 

4 How (imply these two propensities of tho 

noble Lord would havo been grjittllod mnong 
tlmt ancient people of Etruria, who, as Aristotle 
tells us, used to wldp their slaves once a yuir to 
the sound of ilutesl ( 


The rarest must lie rats like us, 

Who let the cut uni if the Imp. 

Yet still these Tyros in the cause 
Deserve, I own, no small applause; 
And they’re by us received and treated 
With all duo honours—only seated 
la the inverse scale of their reward, 
The merely promised next my Lord; 
Nimlt pensions then, and so on, down, 
Rat affair rat, they graduate 
Through job, redriliboii, and silk gown, 
To Chancellorship and Mari|iiisit|;o. 
This serves to nurse the ratting spirit; 
The less the bribe, the mere the merit, 

Our music’s good, you may bo sura; 

41y Lord, yon know, ’s an amateur 1 . 

Takes every part with perfect case, 
Though to the base by nature suited, 
And, formed for all, us best may please, 
For whips and belts, or chorda and keys, 
Turns from his victims to his glees, 

And has them both well act unto/, 11 
II—t—d, fho, though no rat himself, 
Delights in all such liberal arts, 
Drinks largely to the Mouse of Guelph, 
And superintends the Vom parts. 
While (!—uii-g, 3 who’d tie jint by 
choice, 

Consents to take an under voice; 

And G—s, (l who well tlmt signal 
knows, 

Watches the Volti Sitbitosf 

In short, as I've already hinted, 

Wo take, of late, prodigiously; 

But as our Club is somewhat stinted 
For Orntlmm , like Tom ami mo, 

We’ll tako it kind if you’ll provide 
A few Squimnifl from t'other side 

5 This Right linn, gentleman ought In give 
up Ills preaenl. alliance with Lmd a,, if mam no 
oilier principle Hum that which in iooiilcalwl in 
the following arrangement between two luilian of 
lhsliioiii— 

Bays Clarinila, 'Though tours it muy cunt, 

It In limn wo alimiUl purl, my deaf Hunt 
For piic ohnraetM’s totally kit, 

Ami jfliuvo not imlllcicni. for rim/ ’ 

* The rapidity of this Noble Lorii’a tmnnliir« 
mutton, ut the hiuiio Im-tuni, Into u Lord of iliti 
IW-ohumhor ami an opponent, of tho Mlmlin 
Claims was truly miraculous, 

7 Turn hituntbj-n frequent direction in 
music hooks. 

3 ’i’lio Irish diminutive of Squirt, 
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Some oftnose loyal, cunning elves 
(We often tell the tale with laughter) 
Who used to hide the'pikes themselves, 
Then hang the fools who found them 

t doubt not yon could find us, toe, 

Some Orange Parsons that would do; 
Among the rest, we’ve heard of one, 
The .Reverend— something-—Hamilton, 
Who stuffed a figure of himself 
(Delicious thought!) and had it shot 
at, 

To bring some Papists to the shelf, 

That couldn’t otherwise be*got at— 
If /tell but join the Association, 

We’ll vote him in by acclamation, 

Andnow, my brother, guide, and friend, 
Thissomewhattedious scrawl must end, 
I’ve gone into this long detail, 

Because I saw your nerves were 
shaken 

With anxious fears lest I should fail 
In this new, loyal, course Tve taken. 
But, bless your heart! yon need not 
doubt— 

We Fudges know what we’re about. 
Look round, and say if you can see 
A much more thriving family. 

'There’s Jack, the Doctor—night and 
day 

Hundreds of patients so besiege him, 
You’d swear that all the rich and gay 
Fell sick on purpose to oblige him. 
.And while they think, the precious 
ninnies, 

He’s counting o’er their pulse so 
steady, 

The rogue but counts how many guineas 
He’s fobbed, for that day’s work, 
already. 

i’ll ne’er forget the old maid’s alarm, 
When, feeling thus Miss Sukey Flirt, 
he 

'laid, as lie dropped her shrivelled arm, 
‘Damn’d had this morning—only 
thirty!’ 

Your dowagers, too, every one, 

So generous are, when they call Minin, 
That he might now retire upon 
The rheumatisms of three old women. 
Then, whatsoe’er your ailments are, 

He can so learnedly explain ye ’em— 


Your cold, of course, is a catarrh, 

Your headache is a hemwrunim 
His skill, too, in young ladies’ lungs, 
The grace with which, most mild of 
men, 

He begs them to put out their tongues, 
Then bids them—put them in again! 
In short, there’s nothing now lilm 
Jack ;— 

Take all your doctors, great and small, 
Of present times and ages back, 

Dear Doctor Fudge is worth them all, 

So much for physic—then, in law too, 
Counsellor Tim ! to thee we bow; 
Not one of us gives more eclat to 
The immortal name of Fudge than 
thou. 

Not to expatiate on the art 
With which you played the patriot's 
part, 

Till something good and snug should 
" offer;— 

Like one, who, by the way lie acts 
The enlightening part of caudle-snuffer, 
The manager’s keen eye attracts, 
Aud is promoted thence by him 
To strut in robes, like thee, my Tim! 
Who shall describe thy powers of face, 
Thy well-foe’d zeal in every case, 

Or wrong or right—hut ten times 
warmer 

(As suits thy calling) in tiie former— 
Thy glorious, lawyer-like delight 
In puzzling all that’s clear anil right, 
Which, though conspicuous in thy 
youth, 

Improves so with a wig aud band on, 
That all thy pride’s to waylay Truth, 
Aud leave her not a leg to stand on,— 
Thy patent, prime, morality;— 

Thy cages, cited from the Bible— 
Thy candour, when'it falls to thee 
To help in trouncing for a libel 
1 God knows, I, from my soul, profess 
To hate all bigots and benighters 1 
God knows, I love, to even excess, 

The sacred Freedom of the Press, 

My only aim’s to—crush the writers, 
These are the virtues, Tim, that draw 
The briefs into thy bag so fast; 

Aud these, oh Tim—if Law bo Law- 
Will raise thee to the Bench at last, 
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I blush to see this letter’s length, 

But ’twas my wish to prove to thee 
How full of hope, and wealth, and 
strengtli, 

Are all our precious family. 

And, should affairs go on as pleasant 
As, thank the Fates, they do at pre¬ 
sent— 

Should we but still enjoy the sway 

Of S—dm—h and of 0-gh, 

I hope, ere long, to see the day 
When England’s wisest statesmen, 
judges, 

Lawyers, peers, will all he—Fudges! 

Good-bye—my paper’s out so nearly, 
T’ve only room for 

Yours sincerely. 

LETTER VII. 

FROM l’HELIM CONNOR oTO -. 

Before we sketch the Present—let us 
cast 

A few short rapid glances to the Past. 

When he, who had defied all Europe’s 
strength 

Beneath his own weak rashness sunk 
at length ;— [chain 

When loosed, as if by magic, from a 
That seemed like Fate’s, the world 
was free again, 

And Europe saw, rejoicing in the sight, 
The cause of Kings, for once, the cause 
of Right; [those 

Then was, indeed, an hour of joy to 
Who sighed for justice—liberty—re¬ 
pose, [nest 

And hoped the fall of one great vulture’s 
Would ring its warning round, and 
scare the rest., , 9 

And all was bright with promise 
Kings began 

To own a sympathy with suffering Man, 
And Man was grateful—Patriots of the 
South [peror’s mouth, 

Caught wisdom from a Cossack Enf. 

i Whilst the Congress was reconstructing 
Europo-not according to rights, natural alli¬ 
ances, language, habits, or laws, hut by tables of 
finance, which divided and suhdividedher popula¬ 
tion into souls, tlemUiouls, and even ftmions, 


And heard, like accents thawed in 
Northern air, 

Unwonted words of freedom burst forth 
there! 

Who did not hope in that triumph’ 
ant time, 

When monarchs, after years of spoil 
and crime, 

Met round* the shrine of Peace, and 
Heaven looked on, 

Who did not hope the lust of spoil was 
gone;— 

That that rapacious spirit which had 
played 

The game of Pilnitz o’er so -oft, was 
* laid, - 

And Europe’s Rulers, conscious of the 
past, 

Would blush and deviate into right at 
last ? 

But no—the hearts that nursed a hope 
so fair* 

Had yet to learn what meu on thrones 
can dare; 

Had yet to know, of all earth’s ravening 
tilings, 

The only pifc imtameable are K—gs! 
Scarce had they. met when, to its 
nature true, 

The instinct of their race broke out 
anew; 

Promises, treaties, charters, all were 
vain, 

And ‘ Rapine!—rapine 1’ was the cry 
again, 

■How quick they carved their victims, 
aud how well, 

Lot Saxony, let injured Genoa toll,— 
Letalltho human stock that, day by day, 
Was at the Royal slave-mart trucked 
away,— 

The million souls that, in the face of 
Heaven, , [or given 

Were split to fractions, 1 bartered, sold, 
To swell some despot power, too huge 
before, [Mammoth more! 

And weigh down Europe with one 

according to a scale of the direct duties or taxes, 
which could be levied by the acquiring states, 
etc .—Sketch of the Military and Political Power 
if Xrnik—Th words on the protocol are antes, 
deal-mes, 0t0» 
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How safe the faith of K—gs let F— ee To rush into the lists, unasked, alone, 
decide; And make the stake of all the game of 

Her charter broken, ere its ink had one! 

dried— Then would the world have seen again 

Her Press enthralled—her Reason what power 
.mocked again_ ... A people can put forth in Freedom's 


w a ° ain A people can put forth in Freedom's 

With all the mockery it had spurned hour; 

in vain Then would the lire of F—oe once more 

Her crown disgraced by one, who dared have blazed; 

to own «, For every single sword, reluctant raised 

He thanked not F—ce but E—d for Iutliestalecauseofanoppressivethrone, 


his throne- 


Millions would then have leaped forth 


Her triumphs east into the shade by in her own ; 

^ lose # And never, never had the unholy stain 

Who had grown old among her bitterest Of B-b-n feet disgraced her shores 
foes, again! 

And now returned, beneath her eelfi- D „ , , , , , 

ciuerors’shields. But hate decreed not so—the Im< 


And now returned, beneath her cdfi- D r , , 
querors’ shields, But Fate de 

Unblushing slaves! to claim her heroes’ m , fflf: 

Helds, That, mins neigl 


To tread down every trophy of her TT , un8 * irr ®f 

fame, Had seemed to sleep with head beneath 

And curse that glory which to them ./, , 

was shame!— Yet watched the moment for a daring 

Let these—let all the damning deeds, ,,, „ s P r ? u #, ; 7 , , , 

+,lm* tJimi Well might he watch when deeds were 


That, inliis neighbouring cage, unfeared, 


that then " 1 

Were dared through Europe, cry aloud 


done that made 


to men, 


His own transgressions whiten in theii 
shade; 


With voice like that of crashing ice , TT SUiK , l0 > 

that rings Well might he hope a world, 


Round Alpine huts, the perfidy of ,, Jraropmdoer 

K-gs; By clumsy tyrants, would be his once 

And tell the world, when hawks shall „ , ? uare: 

harmless bear or ® f rom ! f 3 cage that eagle burst to 

The shrinking dovo, when wolves shall „ 

learn to spare from steeple on to steeple winged its 

The helpless victim for whose blood 8, > , 

■ • ■ With calm and rasm 4.1..4. 


they lusted, 


With calm and easy grandeur to that 


Then, and then only, monarchs may be I „, 


trusted! 


urusuuiL ; 

It could not last—these horrors could A 


From which a royal craven just had 


not last— 

F-ce. would herself have risen, in 
might, to cast 


And resting there, as in its aerie 
furled , 

Those wings, whose very rustling shook 


u-uguuj uu uaou _ . M 

The insurers oft-and oh ! that then, tae worId 1 

as now, [brow, What was your fury then, ye crowned 

Chained to some distant islet’s rocky array, y U 

N ~t?, lie ’ er liad come fo force to Whose feast of spoil, whose plundering 
» . [bright;- holiday 55 

Ere halt matured, a cause so proudly Was thus broke up in all its greedy 
To palsy patriot hearts with doubt and mirth,- 15 ^ 

Ar,i ti j , , [name; By one hold chieftain’s stamp on 

And write on Freedom a flag a despot s] G—U—o earth! 1 
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Fierce was the ory and fulminant the 
ban,— 

‘Assassinate, who will—enoliain, who 
oan, 

The vile, the faithless, outlawed, low¬ 
born man!' 

‘ Faithloss!'—and this from you—from 
you, forsooth, 

Ye pious K—gs, pure paragons of truth, 

Whose honesty all knew, for all had 
tried; 

Whose true kSwiss zeal had served on 
every side; 

Whose fame for breaking faith so long 
was known, 

Well might yo claim the craft as all 
your own, 

And lash your lordly tails, and fume to 
see 

Suoh low-born apes of royal perfidy ! 

Yes—yes—to you alone did it belong 
Tosin forever, and yet ne’er do wrong— 

The frauds, the lies of lords legitimate 
Are but fine policy, deep strokes of 
state; 

But let some upstart dare to soar so high litsf 

Ink—gly craft, and ‘outlaw’ is theory! Such were the saints who doomed ; 
What, though long years of mutual N—ol-n’s life, \ 

treachery In virtuous frenzy, to the assassin’s ? 

HaclpeopledfuU yourdiplomaticshelves knife ? 

With ghosts of treaties, murdered Disgusting crew l—who would not 
’mong yourselves; gladly fly 

Though each by turns was knave and To open, downright, bold-faced tyranny, 
dupe—what then ? To honest guilt, that dares do all but 

A Holy League would set all straight lie, 

T ., a S ain , ; , , From the false, juggling craft of men 

Like Juno s virtue, winch n dip or two like these, 

In some blest fountain made as good as Their canting crimes and varnished 
bow! _ _ villanies;— 

Most faithful Russia—faithful to who- ThcsoHuly Leaguers, who then loudest 
o’er boast 

Could plunder [jest, and .give him Of faith and honour, when they’ve 
amplest share; . stained them most; 

Who, even when vanquished, sure to Fromwhoso affection men should shrink 
gain his ends, as loth 

For want of foes to rob, made free with As from their hate, for they’li he 
friends, 1 ' _ fleeced by both; 

And, deepening still by amiable gradfc- Who, even while plundering, forge 
tions, [relations! 3 Religion’s name [or shame, 

When foes are stnpt of all, then fleeced To frank their spoil, and 'without fear 

1 At the peace of Tilsit, whore he abandoned his ally, Prussia, to Franco, and received a 
portion ot her territory. »The seizure uf iinland from his relative of Sweden. 


Most mild and saintly Prussia—steeped 
to the ears 

In persecuted Poland's blood aurl tears, 

And now, with all her harpy, wings 
outspread 

O’er severed Saxony’s devoted head! 

Pure Austria too,—whose history 
nought repeats 

But broken leagues and subsidized 
defeats; 

Whose faith, as Prince, extinguished 
Venice shows, 

Whose Jaitli, as man, a widowed 
daughter knows! 

And thou, oh England 1—■who, though 
once as shy 

As cloistered maids, of shameovperfidy. 

Art now broke in, and, tlmnks to 
C—gh. 

In all that's worst and falsest lead’st 
the way! 

Suoh was Jihe pure divan, whose pens 
mid wits 

The escape from E—a frightened into 
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Call down the Holy Trinity 1 to bless 

Partition leagues, and deeds of devilisli- 
ness! 

But hold—enough-soon would this 
swell of rage 

O’erilow the boundaries of my scanty 
page,- 

So, herd pause—farewell—another day 

Return we to those Lords of prayer 
and prey • 

Whose loathsome cant, whose frauds 
by right divine 

Deserve a lash—oh! weightier far than 
mine! 


LETTER VIII, 

®OM ME. BOB PUDGE TO RICHARD 
-, ESQ. 

Dear Dick, while old Donaldson’s 2 
mending my stays,— 

Which I hew would go smash with me 
one of these days, 

And, at yesterday’s dinner, when full 
to the throttle, 

We lads had begun our dessert with a 
bottle 

Of neat old Constantin, on my leaning 
back 

J'ust to order another, by Jove I went 
crack! 

Or, as honest Tom said, in his nautical 
phrase, 

‘D—u my eyes, Rob, in doubling the 
Cape you’ve missed stays, ’ ;l 
So, of course, as no gentleman’s seen 
out without them, 

They’re now at the Schneider’s ; 4 and, 
while lie’s about them, 

1 The usual preamble of these flagitious com¬ 
pacts. In the same spirit, Catherine, after the 
dreadful massacro of Warsaw, ordered a solemn 
‘ thanksgiving to God, in all the churches, for the 
blessings conferred, upon the Poles;' and com¬ 
manded that each ofthem should ‘swear fidelity 
and loyalty to her, and to shed in her defence the 
last drop of their blood, as they should answer 
for it to God, and his terrible judgment, kissing 
the holy word and cross of their Saviour 1 ’ 

2 An English tailor at Paris, 

2 A ship is said to miss stays when Bhe does 
tot obey the helm in tacking. 


Here goes for a letter, post-haste, neck 
and crop- 

Let us see—in my last I was—where 
did I atop ? 

Oli, I know—at the Boulevards, as 
motley a road as 

Man ever would wish a day’s lounging 
upon; 

With its cafes and gardens, hotels and 
pagodas, 

Its founts, and old Counts sipping 
beer in the sun : 

Witli its houses of all architectures you 
please, 

Prom the Grecian and Gothic, Dick, 
down by degrees 

To the pure Hottentot, or the Brighton 
Chinese; 

Where in temples antique you may 
breakfast or dinner it, 

Lunch at a mosque, and see Punch 
f from a minaret. 

Then, Dick, the mixture of bonnets and 
bowers, 

Of foliage and frippery, fiacres and 
flowers, 

Greengrocers, green gardens — one 
hardly knows whether 
’Tis country or town, they’re so messed 
up together! 

Aud there, if one loves the romantic, 
one sees 

Jew clothes-men, like shepherds, re¬ 
clined under trees; 

Or Quidnuncs, on Sunday, just fresh 
from the barber’s, 

Enjoying their news and groseillif' in 
those arbours, 

While gaily their wigs, like the tendrils, 
are curling, 

And founts of rod currant-juice 0 round 
them <ire purling 

4 The dandy term for a tailor. 

51 Lemonade nml cau-de-gmdtte are measured 
out at every corner of every street, from fantiwtic 
vessels, jingling with bells, to thirsty tradesmen 
or wearied messengers. Seo Lady Morgan's 
lifely description of the streets of Paris, in her 
very amusing work upon Prance, hook vl. 

0 These gay portablo fountains, from wliioh 
the grosoillo-wntor is administered, are among 
the most characteristic ornaments of the streets 
of Paris, 
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Here, Dick, arm in arm, as we chatter¬ 
ing stray, 

And receive a few civil ‘ God-dems ’ by 
the way,-- 

For ’tis odd, these Mounseors,—though 
we’ve wasted our wealth 
And our strength, till we’ve thrown 
ourselves into a.phthisic, 

To cram down their throats an old K~g 
for their health, 

As we whip little children to make 
them take physio ;— 

Yet, spite of our good-natured money 
and slaughter, 

They hate us, as Beelzebub hates holy 
water 1 

But who the deuce cares, Dick, as long 
as they nourish us 

Neatly as now, and good cookery 
flourishes— 

Long as, by bayonets protected, we 
Nattics 

May have our full fling at their sakiis 
and pel ties'! 

And, truly, I always declared ’twould 
be pity 

To burn to the ground such a choice- 
feeding city: 

Had Dad but his way, he’d have long 
ago blown 

The whole batch to Old Nick—and the 
people, I own, 

If for no other cause than their curst 
monkey looks, 

Well deserve a blow-up—but then, 
damn it, their cooks! 

As to Marshals, and Statesmen, and 
all their whole lineage, 

For aught that / cure, you may knock 
them to spillage; 

But think, Dick, their cooks—what a 
“loss to niankjud! « 

What a void in the world would then- 
art leave behind! 

Their chronometer spits—their intense 
salamanders— [old ganders, 
Their ovens—their pots, that can soften 

____ •_ 

i La thon marind, one of the most favourite 
arid indigestible fomVamvm. This fish is 
taken chiefly in the Goli'o do Lyon. [ La t6to et 
L deBsous dn ventre sent les parties le plus 
reehorchdes das aonrmets. , ~-Cw«'« Qaitmo • 
wgt«,p. 262 i 


All vanished for ever—their miracles 
o’er 

And the Marmite Pcrpituelle bubbling 
no more! 

Forbid it, forbid it, ye Holy Allies, 
Take whatever ye fancy—take statu es ; 
take money— 

But leave them, oh leave thorn their 
Pdrigueux pies, 

Their glorious goose-livers, and high- 
pickled tunny ? 1 

Though many, I own, are the evils 
theylve brought us, 

Though R—al—y’s here on her very 
last legs, 

«Jfet, who can help loving the land that 
has taught us 

Six hundred and eighty-five ways to 
dress eggs ? 3 

You see, Dick, in spite of their cries ol 
‘ God-damn,’ 

1 Coquin Anglais,' et caitera, how gene¬ 
rous I am .1 

And now (to return, once again, to :tnj 
‘Day,’ 

Which will take us all night to get 
through in this way) 

From the Boulevards wesauiiter through 
many a street, 

Crack jokes on the natives—mine, all 
very neat— 

Leave the Signs of the Times to political 
fops, 

And find twice as much fun in the SignE 
of the Shops;— 

Here, aL—s D-xh-t ~-thm, a Martin* 
mas goose 

(Much in vogue since your eagles art 
. gone out of use)— 

Henri Quatres in shoals, and of Gods a 
great many, 

But Saints arc the, most on hard duty 
of any 

St. Tony, who used all temptations to 
spurn, [in his turn; 

Here hangs o’er a beershop, and tempts 


2 The exact number mentioned by M. do la 
Ticyniore—‘On oonnoit on Franco (586 mnnieros 
(IlfliSrantos d’nocommodor los uiufs; sans compter 
cellos quo nos savaiis imagined ohnquo jour, 1 
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Whih there St, Venecia 1 sits hemming Not theworse for the exquisite comment", 
and frilling her that follows, 

Holy mouckoir o’er the door of some Divine mamnuino, which—Lord, how 
milliner;— ■ one swallows! 

St, Austin’s the ‘outward and visible 

sign Once more, then, we saunter forth after 

Of an inward ’ cheap dinner and pint of our snack, or 

small wine; ; Subscribe a few francs for the price of 

While St, Denis hangs out o’er some a fiacre, 

hatter of ton, o And drive far away to the old Mon- 

And possessing, good bishop, no head tagnes busses, 

of his own, 2 _ Where we find a few twirls in the car 

Takes an interest in Dandies, who’ve of much use 
^ got—next to pone. To regenerate the hunger and thirst of 

Then we stare into shops—read the us sinners, 

evening’s« fohes— Who’ve lapsed into snacks—the per- 

Or, if some, wlio're Lotharios in feeling; dition of dinners, 

should wish And here, Dick—in answer to one of 

Just to flirt with a luncheon (a devilish your queries, 

had trick, About which we Gourmands have 

As it takes off the bloom of one’s had much discussion— 

appetite, Dick), I’ve tried all these mountains, Swiss, 

To the Passage As—what d’ye call’t— ' French, and ftuggieri’s, 

des Panoramas , :! And think, for digestion there’s none 

We quicken our pace, and there heartily like the Russian; 

cram as So equal the motion—so gentle, though 

Seducing youngpto, as ever could cozen fleet— 

One out of ones appetite, down by the It, in short, such a light and sain- 
f l° zeu ' : brious scamper is, 

We vary, of course— petit! pdt$s do one That take whom you please—take old 
- day, L-—s D—t 

The next we’ve our lunch with the And stuff him—ay, up to the nook- 

Gauffrier Hollandais, 4 with stewed lampreys, 9 

That popular artist, who brings out, So wholesome these Mounts, such a 
So—tt, solvent I've found them, 

His delightful productions so quick, hot That, 1st me hut rattlo the Monarch 
and hot; well down them, 


, ' Veronica, the Saint of the Holy Handkerchief, 
is also, under the name of Venisse or Venecia, 
the tutelary saint of milliners. 

2 St. Denis walked three miles after his head 
was cut off, The ml of a woman of wit upon 
this legend is well known: Me loerois Men; cu 
pared can, il n’y a ijue lo premier pas qui eouto.’ 

3 Off the Douicvards Itaiiens, 

4 In the Palais Royal j successor, I believe, to 
the Flamnnd, so long; celebrated for the meUmtx 
of his GatiliVos. 

s Doctor Cotterel recommends, for this purpose, 
tlie Bcaujnn, or French mountains, and calls 
them 1 uno mtSdcclne aiirionne, cotilour de rose j ’ 
hut I own I prefer the authority of Mr. Bob, who 
seems, from the following note found in his own 
todwritjnjt.to have studied allthpe tpQUptaina 


Memoranda,—^ he Swiss little notice deservoK, 
While the fall at Kuggiorl’a is death to weak 
nerves i 

And (whate’er Doctor Cotterel may write on tlio 
question^ , 

The turn at the Boaujon’s too sharp for digestion, 
I doubt whether Mr, Boh is quite correct in 
accenting 1 the second syllable of Ituggleii 
® A dish so indigestible, that a lute imveliat, 
at the end of his hook, could imagine no more 
summary mode of getting rid of all his heroes 
a:*! heroines than by a hearty supper of stewed 
lamproys, 

Lampreys, indeed, seem to have been always 
a favourite dish with Kings-whethcr from 
some congeniality between them and that Unit, I 
know not; hut Dio Cassius tells us that Pollio 
fattened his lampreys with human blood, fit, 
Louis of Iraqca was particularly land af thorn, 
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'Hie fiend, Indigestion, would fly far 
away, 

And the regicide lampreys 1 be foiled of 
their prey! 

Such, Dick, are the classical sports 
that content us, 

Till live o’clock brings on that hour so 
momentous, 2 

That epoch-hut won! my lad—here 
comes the Schneider, 

And, curse him, he’s made the stays 
three inches wider— 

Too wide by an inch and a half—'what 
a Guy! 

But, no matter—’twill all he set right 
by and by— 

Aa we’ve Massinot’s 3 eloquent carte to 
oat still up, 

An inch and a half’s but a trifleto fill up. 

So—not to lose time, Dick—here goes 
for the task; ‘ • 

Au revoir, my old boy—of the Gods I 
hut ask. 

That my life, like ‘the Leap of the 
German,may be, 

‘ Du lit a la table, do la table au lit!’ 

ILF. 

LETTER IX. 

FROM PHIL. FUDCIi, JSHQ. , TO THE 
LORD VISCOUNT C-ST-G1I. 

My Lord, the Instructions, brought to¬ 
day, 

1 1 shall in all my best obey,’ 

Vour Lordship talks and writes so 
sensibly 1 

And—whatsoe’er some wags may say— 

Oh! not at all incomprehensibly. 


I feel the inquiries in your letter 
About my health and French most 
flattering; 

Thank ye, my French, though some¬ 
what better, 

Is, on the whole, but weak and 
smattering: 

Nothing, of course, that can compare 
With his who made the Congress stare 
(A certain Lord we need not mime), 
Who, even in French, would have 
his trope, 

And talk of 1 hdtir un systeme 
Sur I'HquUibrc de l’Europe! ’ 

Sweet metaphor!—and then the epistle 
Which bid the Saxon King go whistle, 
Tnat tender letter to ‘Mon Prince,’ 0 
Which showed alike thy French and 
sense 

Oh, no, my Lord, there’s none can do 
Or say un-English tilings like you j 
And if the schemes that fill thy 
breast • 

Could but a vent congenial seek, 
Anduse the tonguethatauits them best, 
What charming Turkish would’st 
thou speak! 

But as for me, a Frcnchless grub, 

At Congress never born to stammer, 
Nor learn, like thee, my Lord, to snub 
Fallen monarehs, out of Chambaud’s 
grammar— 

Bless you, you do not, cannot know 
How far a little French will go; 

For all one’s stock, one need hut dniU 
On some half-dozen words like these - 
Gomme fa-par-la-lalm—uh I ahj 
They’ll take you all through Franco 
with ease, 

Your Lordship’s praises of the sorapa 
I sont you from my journal lately, 


Hue the anecdote of Thomas Aquinas eating up and lias left Ilotllu, Rendgius, Agrippa, and Ids 
lji» majesty's lampreys, In a note upon Sabelaii, little dog Fillolus, for Apleiua, Nonius, and that 
by, 3, chan. Z. most learned and savoury Jesuit, Ruliingorus, 

1 1 buy killed Henry I. of England—‘a food 3 A faniouB restaurateur, 

Gays Hume, gravely) which always agreed better 4 An old Prone!) saying; ‘Fairo lo saut dr 
with his palate than his emmtltutinn,’ PAlletnsnd, du lit A la table, et do la tablet mi lit 

* Had Mr. lifib J H IHnnor Eptatlebeen inserted H , fl Thoeeleimiti'dletter to Prince Hurdiniberg 
I was prepared with an abundance of learned (written, however, I believe, originally in ling 
matter to illustrate it, for whioh, as indeed for lish), in which Ida Lordship, professing to see 
nil my menlia piyiuee, I am indebted to a friend 1 no moral or political objection ’ to the dlmnetn- 
in the Dublin University, whose reading formerly bermeut of Saxony, dtmuuneed the unfortunate 
lay in the i»tw'<-lhiOj butiueoiisenuciieoof the king as 'not only the most devoted, hut the 
t’rovoat s enlightened alarm at such studies, he most favoured, of JJuonnparto’e vassals,' 
lias taken to the authors de re cibariu instcijd; 
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(Enveloping a few laced caps 
For Lady 0.) delight me greatly. 

Her flattering speech- 4 what pretty 
tilings 

One finds in Mr. Fudge’s pages! ’ 

Is praise which (as some poet sings) 
Would pay one for the toils of ages. 

Thus flattered, I presume to send 
A few more extracts by a friend; 

And I should hope they’ll be no less 
Approved of than my last MS,— 

The former ones, I fear, were creased, 
As Biddy round the caps maid pin 
them; 

But these will come to hand,, at least 
Unrumpled, for—there’s nothing fa 
them._ 

Extracts from Mr, Fudge's Journal, 
addressed to Lord C. 

Ang, 10. 

Went to the Mad-house—saw the man 1 
Who thinks, poor wretch, that, while 
thn Fiend 

Of Discord here full riot ran, 
lie like the rest was guillotined 
But that when, under Bouev's reign 
(A more discreet, though quite as 
strong one), 

The heads were all restored again, 

■ He in the scramble got a wrong one, 
Accordingly, he still cries out 
This strange head fits him most un¬ 
pleasantly ; 

And always runs, poor devil, about, 
Inquiring for his own incessantly I 

While to his case a tear I dropped, 

And sauntered homo, thought I—ye 
gods! 

Howmanyheadsmigiittlmslieswopped, 
And, after all, not make much odds! 
For instance, there’s V-s—tt—t’s 
head— 

(* Tam rnrmti ’ it may well be said) 

If by some curious chance it came 
To settle on Bill SoamesV shoulders, 


The cfFoctwonldturn outmuehtho same 
On all respectable cash-holders; 
Except that'while in its new socket, 
Thcheadwasplanning schemes to \m 
A zigzag way into one’s pocket, 

The hands would plunge directly in. 

Good Viscount S—dm—h, too, instep 
Of his own grave respected Head, 

Might wear (for aught I sue that bars]! 

Old Lady Wilhclinina Frump's— 

So, while the hand signed Circulars, 
The head might lisp out 1 What h 
trumps '! ’— 

The K—g—t’s brains could wutransk 
To some robust man-milliner, 

The shop, the shears, the hum, am 1 : 
ribbon, 

Would go, I doubt not, quite as glib on. j; 
And, vice versa, take the pains 
To giro the P-ee the shopman's brains. 
Ono only chance from thence won la 
flow-- 

lliblms would not he wasted so! 

'Twos thus f pondered on, my Lord ; 

And, even at night, when laid in bed, 

I found myself, before I snored, 

Tims ehoppiug, swopping head ibf 
head. 

At length 1 thmigiit, fantnstie elf! 

How such a change would suit, myself, 
’Twixt sleep and waking, one by one, 
With various perieniniuuis saddled. 
At last 1 tried your Lordship’s on, 

Ami then I grew completely addled - 
Forgot all other heads, ml rot '"in! 

And slept, and dreamt that I was - 
Bottom. 

Aug. til. 

Walked out with daughter Bid wa;j 
slum'll , 

Tim House of Ci minions and the Throne, 
Whoso velvet eusliion’s just the name* 
N— pol—n sat on—wliat a shame! 

Oil, can we wonder, best of speeclicRii 
When L-- ; - s seated thus we see, 


1 Thin exlrnurdlnnry niiiiliiiim is, I believo, in 11 Theonly elmti^e, if I roeolleet riuhf, is tltf 
the Iiicta, He liiiiigiiit M, exactly ns Air. Fudge aukalltutlon of lilies lor been. This war ii|ma 
states it, that, when the heads of those who liml the hoes in, of course, universal: 1 Kxilium 
ton guillotined wore restored, ho by mistuko miscro apibiiH,' like ilin angry nymphs In Virgin 
gut seme other person's instead of iris own, —but may nut m< warm arise out of tlie 
. a A celebratedpicknooket* •. victmi of KRitimaeT J«tf 
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That, Franco’s ‘ fundamental features ’ 
Are much the same they used to be ? 
However, Goil preserve the throne, 

( And mtsliim too, and keep them free 
From accidents which have been known 
To happen even to lloyalty i 1 

Allg. 23. 

Bead, at a stall (for oft ono pops 
()n something at these stalls and shops, 
That does to quote, and gives one’s book 
A classical and knowing look.— 

Indeed I’ve found, in Latin, lately, 

A. course of stalls improves me greatly). 
Twas thus I. read, that, in the East,' 

A momieli’u fat ’s a Horions matter; 
And oneo in every year, at least, 
lie's weighed—tosuoif lie getsfattcrj 2 
Then, if a pound, or two lie bo 
Increased, there’s.quite a jubilee ! !l 

Suppose, my Lord,—and far from mo 
To treat such things with levity- 0 

But just suppose the B.g—t’s weight 

Were made thus an affair of state; 
And, every session, at the close,— 
’■Stead of a speech ,wliioli, all can see, is 
Heavy and dull enough, God knows— 
Wo worn to try how heavy he is. 
Much would it glad all hearts to hear 
That, while the Nation’s .Revenue 
Loses so many pounds a year, 

The ]*——(■, God bless him I gains a 
few. 

With bales of muslins, eliinty.es, spices, 

I Kcetlui Easterns weightlmir kings;-- 
But, for tlm 11—-g--t, my advice is, 

We should throw in much heavier 
things: 

' I mn afraid tint SJr. Fudgealhxleu hero tea 
very uwkwunl uecliJion:, which in well known to 
have happened to Ilnur I.—s in!)--«—d. Homo 
yciirs iiiiii'i 1 , nt mm of the It—K—t’s fClcii, lie 
wiih hit tins: next onr ffriieiniiK tjiiccu nt tlm time. 

* ‘Tlie thlril iluy ill' tlm faint tlm Kimr 
vmiii'ili himself tu Ini weighed wllli great euro.' 
Hernia'* T'awgti hi Surat, etc. , 

31 1 reinoiiiliinv nays Uiirnitir, ‘ that all tno 
Omriiim exprcNKcrt great joy that tlm King 
wryImil two iiiiiiiiils innrti now tlinii the year 
pri!i!i!ilinj,'.‘—Another author tells uu that ‘ Fnt- 
tiemi, as well iih it very largo Iliad, la considered 
tlirmarlumt India n« inns of tlm moat precious 
Ifllts ut’ Heave* au «itormou» skull is abao-. 


For instance —’s quarto volumes, 
Which, though not spices, serve to 
wrap them; 

Dominie St—dd—t’s daily columns, 

‘ Prodigious!’—in, of course, we’d 
clap them— 

Letters, that C—rtw—t’s pen indites, 
In which, with logical confusion. 

The Major like a Minor writes, 

And never conics to a conclusion 
Lord S—m—rs’ pamphlet—or his head— 
(All, that were worth its weight in lead!) 
Along with which wu in may whip, sly, 
The Speeches of Sir Jolm 0—x 
II—pp—sly; 

That Baronet of many words, 

’’Who loves so, in the House of Lords, 
To whisper Bishops-and so nigh 
Unto their wigs in whispering goes. 
That you may always know him by 
A patch of powder on his nose I— 

If this won’t do,'we in must cram 
The ‘ llcaspns’ of Lord B—ck—gh—m* 
(A hook his Lordship moans to write, 
Entitled Reasons for my Hatting:) 

Or, should these prove too small and 
light, 

His —'s a host—wo’ll bundles that in! 
And, still should all these masses fail 
To stir the It—g—t’i ponderous scale, 
Why thou, my Lord u Heaven’s name, 
Pitch in, without reservo or stint, 

The whole of It—gl.y’s beauteous 

Dame— 

If that won't raise him, devil's in’tl 
Aug. 31, 

Consulted Murphy’s Tacitus 
About those famous spies at Romo, 41 
Whom certain Whigs-to make a fuss-' 
Describe as much resembling us, c 


lutoly revered, nnd tlm happy owner is looked up 
to iih a Miporlor being'. To u 1‘rtme a joiiltor- 
boat! is invaluable.’-OnW4 Field Sport*. 

* Tlm natnn of the first worthy who nut up tho 
trade of Informer nt Homo (to whom our Olivers 
uml CnntloHOH ought to erect a statue) wim Ho- 
manna .IIIspo: ' pul forinam vitro inlit, minm 
poutoa ealobrom tnlsoriio tempnnira at imdociw 
lionilnum fuccnint.'— Tacit. Annal.i, 71. 

s They eertainly poMHMirt the same art of in¬ 
stigating their victims which tlm report of tlio 
Secret OotwnHtoo attributes to Lord Siihmiutli's 
ngontfl: 1 Soclns (says Tacitus of ono of them) 
liliiilinum et nceoamtatum, quo phritm indmis 
x llifluvtiti 

32 
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Infor min g gentlemen, at home. 

But, bless the fools, they can't beserious, 
To say Lord S-dm—til’s like Tiberius! 
What! Ac, the Peer, that injures no naan, 
Like that severe bloodthirsty Homan!— 
*Tis true, the Tyrant lent an ear to 
All sorts of spies- so doth thePeer, too. 
’Tis true, my Lord’s Elect tell libs, 

And deal in perjury— ditto lib’s. 

‘Tis true the Tyrant soreeuec^and hid 
His rogues from justice 1 —Sid. 

'Tis true, the Peer is grave and glib 
At moral speeches—Tib. 2 
’Tie true, the feats the Tyranff did 
Were in his dotage— ditto Sid, 

So far, I own, the parallel * 

'Twixt. Tib. and Sid. goes vastly well; 
But there are points in Tib. that strike 
My humble mind as much more like 
Yomdf, my dearest Lord, or him 
Of the India Board—that soul of whim! 
Like him, Tiberius loved hist joke, 

On matters, too, where few can bear 
one; 

Eg. a man, cut up, or broke 
(Jpon the wheel—a devilish fair 
one! 

Your common fractures, wounds, and 
fits, 

Are nothing to such wholesale wits ; 
But, let the sufferer gasp for life, 

The joke is then worth any money; 
And, if he writhe beneath a knife,— 

Oil dear, that’s something quite too 
funny. 

In this respect, my Lord, you see 
The Homan wag and ours agree: 

Now, as to your resemblance—mum— 
This parallel we need not follow; 3 
Though ’tis, in Ireland, said by some 
Your Lordship heats Tiberius lmllow; 
Whips, chains,—but those are things 
too serious 

For me to mention or discuss; 

1 ‘Keipie tnnum id Hcreiin iioxm (bit, quern 
odium publicum Ulimm fmkhub, Nnni nt quin 
distrietior aueusntor viiiit mmunclmmt,'— 
Annul, lib, 4. 3(i, Or, iib it in translated hy Mr. 
Fudge's friend,Murphy: ‘Tide daring nconeer 
bed the mm of the people, and the protection 
if the Emperor, hfurmn, In proportion hb 
limy rose in guilt, became mimt eharadert,' 

* Murphy even confers upon one of his 


Whene’er your Lordship acts Tiberius, 
Phil. Pudge’s part is Tacitus 1 

Kept, if. 

Was thinking, had Lord 8—dm- tli got 
Up any decent kind of plot 
Against the winter-time—if not, 

Alas, alas, our ruin’s fatal; 

All (lone up, and apijlkakdt 
Ministers and all their vassals, 

Down from 0—tl—gh to Castles,— 
Unless we can kick up a riot, 

Ne’er can hope for peace or quiet. 

What’s to bo done?—Spa-Fields was 
clever; 

But even that brought gibes and 
mookings 

Upon our heads—so, mm—immt never 
Keep ammunition in old stockings; 
Per fear some wag should in his must 
head 

Take it to say our force was worsted 
Mm, too—when Hid, an army raises, 

It must not be 'incog. 1 like hutch; 
Nor roust the General he a hobbling 
Professor of the art of Gobbling; 

Lest men, who perpetrate such puns, 
Should say, with Jncobitic grin, 

He felt, from sailing Wediiiiilmis,* 

A Wellington's great soul within! 

Nor must an old apothecary 
Go take the Tower, for lack of pence, 
With (what these wags would call, so 
merry) 

Physical force and phkl-mv ! 

No—no—our Plot, my Lord, must ho 
Next time contrived more skilfully. 
John Bull, I grieve to say, in growing 
Ho trouhlesomely sharp and knowing, 
Ho wise-in short, so Jacobin - 
’Tis monstrous hard to take him in. 

* * Ki’jit. If, 

Heard of the fate of onr ambassador 
In China, ami was sorely nettled; 

Speeches Ilia opltiiiit 'cmwtltntiomil,' Mr 
l'uilp might Iuivij willed in ids parallel, Hint 
1’iboriuH vviw a good private fhaniuicn * fyjjv* 
(Siam vita furniu|iie qumipmitae' 

3 Tlioro 1 h imo point of resmiililnmst Imtiymi 
Tiberius arid Lortl (!. wltloli Mr, Fudge night 
liave nuintluned^ iwjiMr d uliittntw 
verbal 

»Short boots, ho eallccL 
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**£&% m ■ l “ ld “* 1*-“— 

Till all this matter’s fairly settled ■ i!i n"' 11sorae wia(lom Wfe 

iSS&ar-W frCiX 
•* “ - *— 2S5£fi!£Wr* 

Tl'cv would kiss hands, or-anything) -nuJlMVI'j’ 1 ® son. 

fan he persuaded to go tlmnroh “ 1 0 ‘ W do to P mim on. 8 

i-forcc-liketrickoftheAi'-ma; 

Mandarins won’t bond, - - 

vv Jtlmiit some mumming exhibition 
S "i:i’!’-. Mjy Lord, you were to send LH » X. 

uUIIMWi to tlioin Oil /}. lliiM^iim • 

a- ti » “ "Z™ * - 

SSSSfc,, “* * * ** ■ 

A title fill' him ’a easily made * liu(i t 11 -' 1 yotl &! now—there’s 

And, liy the hv mii< nmVhrmB ti n I10 ^ m, g to quits in’t - 
IN remember right, he played n)<) ’ ^ ,u 'firajul«ur of niroiul for grinmcfiB of 
Lord Morley in snim: imutmnmwi .a rr l!l .'i 0 ', 
ft l*"'l M-rl.y, th n i S him m t 1 ’° 1 a ,%* M. though, 

If I'otln r Kiri of M ' ,i.. ‘ qi kim, ho isn’t, b 

W'i|l /' !*X ! ’I , . 0I| I <1 , ,H I; the world ho lljlist A iw!, 1 ^ ll,,rt - I 

%», when before £ Mf "in CM8C tllllu t() Vux Miss 

-.. "*W* (EknSKrn « know,,( S1 „, 

Of etiquette would be tint c „ ^uigmi, who’s hero, 

< If Joe in the Gclostiul Pivsii!~ ^ ^ W i t!l mck aira a11 '- 1 a re »l 

lie tints should say,* ‘Duke Hound Son wr ] J,ia * 1 , IUt ; 1 V 

PAtsfeS?*® “r * **** 

A low undl Wcimyou mmiu m. ‘“JSSSf'*" lta * ■****' 

J f 1. consult your Eiiiperor’s likino it, • H “ n ft ,, , 

nf. InfTirtho Kiim ■ ^ H ' 10 ' 1 ^ mt 

As would Smm!feiS‘BSP"* M I , tl ‘ iukfoni B' Bi% mgcnUHcmtl 

And throw Hiieh soniersetN heforo ’ \\n i 

%£!£/ «* °y'p* „ 

Aw, fllnmld I mke Ho l m t try them o’er .(wkt u a Bran- 

. .. great catch, J 

J% i# a Hill.! misntkrn here, ft vmr unvwld Wlin<! liimor (,tll(ir 1,0 Ucn to 

pSSrtl.-AX&MS ^.S^SSiSSSt 
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If the E—g—t, indeed— 1 added lie, I Well, scarcely <a wink did I sleep the 

. . . flirmirrh 


looking sly- 


night through, 


(You™ member that comical squint of And, next day, having scribbled, my 


his eye) 


letter to you, 


But r*d him, ‘U, ft, how m WitiTtartSotlmpotlmowcotM. 


WliiatiieL-g~t loves mono hut old Set out with Pupa, to hoi: I. 


low to meet, 


women, you know P 


Wv Ill Id til YUU 1W»» • •, y 

Which is fact, my dear Dolly-we girls tti men and hoys, 


Make his bow to some half-dozen WO 11 


of eighteen, » 

And so slim—Lord, he’d think us not 
fit to be seen! 


And would like us much better as old- _ oven this is. 


Who*get up a small concert of shrill 
Vive k —: 

And how vastly genteelor, my defftj 


ay, as old 

As that Countess of Desmond, of whom 
I’ve been told 

That she lived to much more than a 1 
hundred and ten, 

And was lulled by a fall from a cherry- 
tree then! 

What a frisky old girl! hut-to come 
to my lover, 

Who, though not a lung, m*a hero 111 
swear,— 

You shall hear all that’s happened just 
briefly run over, 

Since that happy night, when wo 
whisked through the air 1 

(jet me see—’twas on Saturday—yes, 

M Dolly, yes- - - 


Than vulgar Pall-Mall’s oratorio ol 
hisses! 

The gardens seemed full—so, of course,, 

» we walked o’er ’em, 

’Mong orange-trees, clipped into town* 
bred decorum, 

And Daphnes, and vases, and many* 
statue 

There staring, with not even a stitch o n 
them, at you! 

The ponds, too, we viewed-stood awl nifi 
on the brink 

To contemplate the play of tliOtlB 
pretty gold fishes- 

* Urn bullion ,’ says merciless DOW, 
‘which I think 

Would, if coined, with a little suilS 
sauce, ho delicious l’ 2 


from that eveniiw I date the first dawn But what, Dolly, what is the gRjl 

ii iv D Avmvwwi.n'IVTirh 


of my bliss; 


orange-grove, 


.When we both rattled off in that dear Or gold fishes, to her that’s in search 


little carriage, 


of her lovo ? 


Whose journey" Bob says, is so like In vain did I wildly explore every chair 


W juuho juiunuv) wivjwi — - —- - • , * * 

love and marriage, Whore a thing like a man was-nfi 

‘Beginning gay, desperate, dashing lover sat there! 

clown-hilly; In vain my foml eyes did 1 eagerly east! 

And ending as dull as a six-inside At the whiskers, mustacluos, nndwiglil 
Dilly! 11 that went past, 


1 xiie CMS, on tlio return, nro dragged up pious toourTto of Queen Endngundo, tho cc wR- 

alowlv bv n chain, vial Bishop Vennntius, may bo found among hlit 

2 Mr, Bob need not be ashamed of his cookery poome, in some lines against ft «nk who hml 

jokes, when lie is kept in countenance by men robbed Win. Tlio following is slmilnr to Ucoro 3 
men as Cicero, St, Augustine, mid that jovial pun: , , ,, 

bishop, Venantlus I’oi'txmatuu. The pun of the Bm jnaeelln tol mam men jura valet. 
meat oratonmon the ‘jns Vcrriuum/ which lie Sen liis poems, Corfu* Voder. Mm, tom, u 


ingenious: 1 In salom conversahominibus lideli- site, 
bus quoddam prasstitit miimtntuw,i\wmpant sold, 


lly aumino ini 
ii- site,inord( 


iurla)’ and the name celebrated para- 
oring a solo to be placed before liitn, 


aliauid, unde’illud caveatur oxeniplum.'— Be ' Migicuiiiam.hi*ihi sola piaon. 

Civitat. Dei, lib. 16, cap. 30,-Tlio jokes of the The reader may likewise eeo, among a mod deal 
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To obtain, if I could, but a glance at I Indeed, Doll, I know not how ’tis, but 


that curl, 


in grief, 


But a glimpse of those whiskers, as I have always found eating a wondrous 
sacred, my girl, And Bob, who’s in lovo, said he felt 

As tho lock that, Pa says, 1 is to Mus- the same quite— 

suhnen given, * My sighs,’ said lie, 1 ceased with tho 


For the angel to hold by that ‘lugs first glass I drank you; 


them to heaven!’ 


Tlio lamb made me tranquil, tlio puffs 


Alas, there wentby mu full many a quiz, made me light, 

And mnstachios in plenty, hut nothing And new that’s all o’er—why, I’m— 
like his! 1 pretty well, thank you!’ 

Disappointed, I found myself sighing 

out ‘woll-a-day,’ To mil 1 great annoyance, wo sat rather 

Thoughts of the words of T-mM-re’s late; 

Irish melody, For Bobby and Pa had a furious debate 

something about the ‘green spot oi About singing and cookery,—Bobby, of,, 
delight,’ a _ _ course, 

(Which, you know, Captain Maein- Standing up for tlio latter Fine Art in 


tosh sung to us oho day) 


full force ; :l 


All, Dolly 1 my 1 spot ’ was that Satur- Ami Pa saying, ‘God only knows which 
day night, . is worst, 

And its verdure, how fleeting, had The French singers or cooks, hut I 

I —...I,.!. ...,,11 ... 


withered by Sunday 


wish us well over it— 

What with old Lais and Very, I’m curst 


Wo dined at a tavern—La, what do I If my head or my stomach will ever 
say? [dear; recover it I’ 

If Boh woBtoknow 1—alteilanrateuPs, ’Twas dark when we got to tho Emile. 
Where your proticmt ladies go dine vards to stroll, 

1 W A 1 • Ill T 1 1 1 iv 


every day, And in vain did I look ’mong the 

And drink Burgundy out of largo street Macaronis, 
tumblers, like beer. [line) Whou sudden it struck me—last hope 

Fine Bob (for he’s really grown super- of my soul— 

Condescended, for oueo, to make one That some angel might take the dear 


of tho party; 


man to Tortoni’s P 


Of course, though hut three, we had Wo mitered—and scarcely had Bob, 


dinner for nine. 


with an air, 


And, iii spite of my grief, love, I For a ympye it lajurtlmire culled to 


own I ate hearty. 


the waiters, 


of tikhen erudition, tlio learned LIpsiiiR’ jokes Oil ltlint fairy form in ne'er forgot, 
on culling up a capon, in his Saturml, Sermon, Which First Love traced: 
lib, ii, cap, a, ,, . Still It lingering haunts tlio greenest 


Which First Lave traced: 

Silll it lingering haunts tlio greenest spot 
on Mem»ry'K waste I 

3 Cookery bus been dignified by tlio rosearolie 


must have been well acquainted at tlio time mJSJJ, . vl 

when he wrote iiia 1 Down with Kings,' etc. The ® W,, , K 'm A ,,, |?X V I‘ ’ 
note In Vitey is as follows It is by fliifluft "?* ‘ qaL u Si 

of hair (on tlio ewiwn of the head), worn by the Si, /JLA L,K £’ 
majority uf Mussulmans, that tlio Angel of tlio #2 n n’„ ggffn ma 

lSlse' 10 tak<> tb ° C!CCt “ ml m * J ““ 10 f'tlK& LWl®lMi«t?f 

1 " 1 the painter ami of the poefc to 

* The young indy, whoso memory is not very fhirnl limp, 
correct, must allude, I think, to the following * A fashionable tofi glacier on tho Helton 
iloMJ , Boulevards, 
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Wien, oh! Doll, I saw him-my hero Where his last words, as, at parting, he 
was there threw 

(For 1 knew his white small-clothes A soft look o’er his shoulders, wore- 

nnrl Itnmirn liiA'kluil* WlfwillV ^ HOW ll() yOtl (lo ' 


and brown leather gaiters). 


A group of fair statues from Greece , , , ,, , r , ., , 

"smiling o’er him, 1 But lord,-there»I'apa lor the post ™ 

And lots of red currant juice sparkling 1 m 8(1 V(iXtKl , . , 

before him I Montmorency must now, love, he kept 

for my next. 

Oh Dolly, these heroes—wnat creatures Fhat Sunday * “ * waa 
i-i. - -- i charmingly dimsed, 


Inlhe boudoir the same as infields And-» providential- was looking my 
full of sl&u^litsr j r best j ^ 

As cool in the Bmijon’s precipitous car ® uc ^, a awco ^ muslin gown, with a 
As when safe at Tortoni’s, o’er iced flounce—and my frills, 

currant-water! " , n0 ™li-(thongh 

He joined us-imagine, dear creature, iahashy the bills) 

J ...... ° Arul iron (I Rimni hml von soon. wlu-ii 


my ecstasy' 


And you’d smile had you seen, when 


Joined by the man I'd have broken ton WB sat rather near, . 

necks to see! Colonel Cahoot eyeing tlm cambric, 

Boh wished to treat him with punch ( ie ft V. 


a la glace, 


Thou the Uowfirs in my bonnet.but, 


But the sweet fellow swore*"that my n la, it’s in vain■- 

SecrofJ, my grace, So, good-bye, my sweet Doll—1 Nliml 

And my je-ne-mis-quoi (then his soon write again. IS. 1\ 

WfS of all pencil ^f-Ourlovcto all neighbour* 

indevorld,’— v aljout “. .. . , . .. 

How pretty!—though oft (as, of course, Yo “W m I»«tic«lar-liow is hif, 

it must be) & u 

Both his trench and Ills huglish arc p, & —I’ vo j ust open cd m y 1 elti. uTo h; iy , 

Greek, Doll, to mo. J u y 0Ur liex t you must tell me (now (hi, 

But, in short, I felt happy as ever fond J j |r ^ ' 

mS#?'** t»ted. , * fc M - l,A *’ 

TteCa £ nSV dnia bqtetorai' <lf far ’* ' 

weather, [together, ’ __ 

We all would set off in French buggies, 

To see Mmtnomaj —thatplace which, T v , 

you know, JjL L 1 l a . 

Is so famous for cherries and Jean from rheum iunnok to —, 
Jacques itousseau, 

His card then he gave ua—the name, Yes-Twos a cause, as noble and as 
rather creased— great 

But ’twas Calicot — something — a As over hero died to vindicate-- 
colonel, at least I A riiation’s right to speak a nation’* 

After which—sure there never was hero voice, 


FROM RHEUM CONNOR TO ■ 


so civil—he 


Saw us safe homo to our door m Hue 


A rimtion’a right to speak a nation** 
'as hero voice, 

{Hivoli, And own no power but of the nation’* 


1 ' You cat your loo at Tortoni’s,' am Mr, «-ntt,‘ under n Grecian K nmn,' 
* Not an unusual mfataka wits foreigner*. 
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SllCl thTimv gran<1 ’ tl10 glorimul cauao Your veteran war-horso, pawing for tho' 


Hung trmiihhng on N-p-l-n’s single Wlienovory hope was in his speed and 
Bucli the sublime arbitrament, that To waste the hour of action in dm- 

potiiud, j i utii 

A S arm ’ ml hia A,ul ? ol ! y P lm W -Freedom’s hough 

4 glmy then, which never, since the should shoot J 

OfJiiVyi.ung victim, tadUlumodits ""J7 

way! No, swod Liberty! that God, who 

Oh ’twas not then the time for tame , ... ,. 

debatos, - lJ1 y "gift around, like lus own sun- 

Ye men of Gaul, when chains were at T r ,? , A n0WH . 


Ye men of (ianl, when chains were at w , tlllil ‘“', k . nowa , 

your gates; 1 low well I love time, and how deeply 

When lie who tied before your chicfA,,, , , 

tain’s eye, All tyrants, upstart and legitimate— 

As geese from eagles on Mount Taurus yot * 1 \A ia ! J kom 'i were F—-cu my 

liyp , native land, 

Deummeed against tho land that * ^ mV(l T'dlowtul, with quick 
spurned his chain, heart and hand, 

Myriads of swords to’bind it’fast N—p—l—on, Nero—ay, no matter 
again- whom- 

Myriads of iierco invading swords to 0 s, , u , lu y ^ounti'y from that damn* 
track * ' _ nig doom; 

Through your best blond hia nath of ia “ deadliest curse that on the con* 
vengeance liiiek; A ffuored waits— 


vengeance back; * . u uu * w »»> 

Wlitm Kurnpu’s kings, that never yet A C( f UJUor ‘ ,r8 , 
combined 3 her gates! 

But (like those upper stars, that, when 
u . ' :<m i° illl! d, True, ho was 

Nlwti iivni Mini \ i... ...... i 


A conqueror's satrap, Dimmed within 


Blind war and. pestilence) to scourge please-- 


True, ho was falso-duspotie -ai i you 


mankind. 


Gathered around, with hosts from every I liberties- 


Hml,,trampled down man’s holiest 


Hating N--p-l-n much, hut freedom things 
more. mi.,.,, u,", 


Had, by a genius formed for nobler 


And, in that coining strife, appalled to kings, 


riuin lio within tho grasp of vulgar 


The world yet left one ehanco for lly 


But raised the hopes of men—as eaglets 


i. With tortoises aloft into the sky— 

N(, Mas not then the time*to weave a To dash them down again more shatter- 

iiifly ] 

Of bondage round your chief; to curl) All tins f own, but still 8 

and tret * ‘ 


' ill ‘ r '’ wl»o tel!« u» tltnt open but ono flnmr at n thnoi and I Umiit 

ntum-rt In tlielr lillta, to prevent any wnlncky fipoiom leiturs, Thu riimaiisler of ihi/lftli 

h "iffr? (f'eiitowHc, I believe) ima ,-o.|, Jublf pre8 “ nt Bt 1,mt ' bo withkl ‘ 1 ltm thl! 
that H ho \mi hia imuil full of t.vuthu, iui wuuiq 
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LETTER XII. On the grass an odd dew-drop wa$ 

glittering yet. 

ittOM Miss biddy fudge to miss p^e m y aun tf s diamond piu on her 
DOROTHY . green tabbinet! 

At last Dolly,— thanks to a potent And the birds seem to warble as bleat, 

emetic on the 

Which Bobby and Pa, with grimace As if each a plumed Calicot had for her 

sympathetic, spouse, 

Have swallowed this morning to balance And the grapes were all ■ blushing and 


the bliss 


kissing in rows, 


Of an eel matelote and a bisque .Mere- And-in short, need I tell you, wher- 
msses— ever one goes 

IVe a morning at home to mjjself, and With the creature ono loves, tis all 


sit down 


couleur do rose; 


To describe you our heavenly tripout And ah, I shall ne’er, lived I ever so 

of town. ? loll & see 

How agog you must be for this letter, A day such as that at divine Mont* 
my dear! morency! 

Lady Jane, in the novel, less languished There was but on drawback-at first 
to hear when we started, 

If that elegant cornet she met at Lord The Colonel and 1 were inhumanly 


Neville's 


t parted 1 


Was actually dying with loife or—blue How cruel-young hearts of sud* 
devils. moments to rob! 

But love, Dolly, love is the theme I He went in Pa’s buggy, and I went 
pursue; with Bob; _ , 

With blue devils, thank heaven, I’ve And, I own, I felt spitefully happy to 
nothing to do— know 

Except, indeed, dear Colonel Calicot That Papa and his comrade agreed but 
spies S( H°- 

Any imps of that colour in certain blue For the Colonel, it seems, is a stickler 
eyes, ofBoney's— 

Which lie stares at till I, Doll, at his Served with him, of course-nay, I’m 


do the same; 


sure they were cronies- 


Then he simpers—I blush—and would So martial his features 1 dear Doll, you 


often exclaim, 


can trace 


If I knew but the French for it, 1 Lord, Ulm, Austerlitz, Lodi, as plaininhis face 


Sir, for shame! ’ 


As you do ou that pillar of glory and 
brass 1 


Well, the morning was lovely—the Which the poor Due de B—fi must 


trees in full dress 


hate so to pass! 


For the happy occasion—the sunshine It appeals, too, lip made—as most 


express— foreigners do— 

Had we ordered it, dear, of the best About English affairs an odd blunder 
poet going, or two, 

It scarce could bo furnished more golden For example—misled by the names, I 


end glowing. 


daresay- 


[C-g]i; 


Though late when we started, the scent He confounded Jack Castles with Lord 


of the ail 1 


Was like Gattie's rose-water—and ever on- 


And—such a mistake as no mortal hit 


bright, here and there, 


[dmr one! 


I Fancied the present Lord C~md—ntlu 


1 The column in the Place Vendotno, 
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But politics ne'er were the sweet ’Twas here he received from the fair 
fellow’s trade; D’Epinay, 

'Twas for war and the ladies my (Who called him so sweetly hr Bear, 
Colonel was made. everyday), 

And, oh, had you heard, as together That dear flannel petticoat, pulled off 
wo walked _ to form 

Through that beautiful forest, how A waistcoat to keep the enthusiast 
sweetly he talked; warm! 

And how perfectly well he appeared, Q , T . „ ' , .. 

Doll, to know ouch, Doll 0 were the sweet recollections 

All the life and adventures of Jean , Peered, 

JuccjuGS IvQussGciu !•— ^11 of roiiitiiicc, through thftt Ytillcy 

"Twas there,’ said he—not that his we wandered, 

words I can state- Allfl lla ™ 01 . ( 01ie 13 tram of ideas, how 

’Twas a gibberish that Cupid alone T odditis!) 

could translate ■— Ten ns to talk about other commodities, 

But ‘there,’ said lie (pointing where, ® am k ric > and silk, and I ne’er shall 
small and remote, „ /orget, 

The dear Hermitage rose), ‘there his For the sun was then hastening in pomp 

Julio he wroto,— to its set, 

Upon paper gilt-edged, without blot or And 111110U , tIie Colonel’s dark whiskers ■ 
erasure • • shone down, 

Then sanded it over with silver and Whenheaflked me, with eagerness,- 
azure who made my gown ? 

And—oh, what will genius and fancy ^ lle T ues tion confused me; for, Doll, 
not do?- . you must know, [long ago, 

Tied the leaves up together with mn- 1 o«///t< to have told my best friend 
parcilk blue V 11 That, by Pas strict command, 1 no 

What atrait of Rousseau I what a crowd rr ,, loll S G1 ’ employ 4 [le Roi, 

of emotions That enelmntmg coutnnm, Madame 

From sand and blue ribbons are con- ® uli ai ? ^ orc , et1 ' ll o a [’> Viotorine, 
jured up here! [notions T , who—deuce take her!— 

Alas, that a man ef such exquisite 3 “ seera ® 18 > ®t present, the Ring s 
Should send his poor brats to the T niantua-maker— 

Foundling, my dear! 1 mean of »« though much 

‘’Twas here, too, perhaps,’ Colonel T thosmartest, 

Calicot said- , [Ied _ Lo Iioi is condemned as a rank 

As down tho small garden lie pensively ■ L-n-pa-t-st. 

(Though once I could sec bis sublime Think, Doll, how confounded I looked 
, forehead wrinklo —so well knowing 

With rage not to find there the loved The Colonel’s opinions—my cheeks 
periwinkle 3 ) . » were quite glowing; 


1 ‘ Employant pour cola lo plus beau papier 
(lore, sechunt l’oerlturo aveo do la poudro d’azur 
ot d’argont, et emiBant inos cahicrs avee do la 
nomparoille lileuo.’— Lm Confmim, Part 2. 

2 This word ’exquisite ’ 1# evidently a favou¬ 
rite of Miss Pudge’s; and I understand she was 
not a Httlo angry when her brother Hob com¬ 
mitted a pun on tho last two syllables of it in 
tho following couplet: 

‘I’d fain praise your poem-but tell mo, how is it, 
When 1 cry out ‘ Exquisite,’ Ech tries, “ Quiz 

ur" 


3 The flower which Honsscnu brought into 
such fashion among the Parisians, by exclaim¬ 
ing, one day,' Ah, voilit do lupevvcnohel’ 

* Miss Hlddy's notions of French pronuncia¬ 
tion may he perceived in the rhymes which she 
always selects for ’ U Hoi. 1 

8 Lo Hoi,who was the QoiUwttn of tho Em¬ 
press Maria Louisa, is at present, of course, out 
of fashion, and is sncccododin liar station by the 
Royalist mantua-maker, Victorina. 
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I stammered out something—nay, even |Is just setting off for Montmartre-- 
half named ' ‘ tnv ’ 


for there is,' 


UtVAJ. **«<»"*"-* ~ —- "'“V. u iuj 

The kgitiniak sempstress, when,loudhe Said he, looking solemn, ‘the 
exclaimed the VAr-va! i 


the Verys! 1 


1 Yes, yes, by the stitching ’tia plain to Long, long have I wished, as a votary 
bo seen true, 

ft was made by that B—rb—n—t O'er the grave of such talents to utter 


b—h Victorine! 


my moans; 


What a word for a hero 1 but heroes And to-day, as my stomach in not in 
will err, r good cue 

And I thought, dear, I’d tell yon things For the flesh of the Vdrys, fir visit 


just as they were. 


their bones ! ’ 


Besides, though the word on good He insists upon my going with him— 


i entrench 


how teasing! 


I assure yon 'tis not half so shocking This letter, however, dear Dolly, 
in French, shall lie 

Unsealed in my drawer, that, if any- 

But this cloud, though embarrassing, n pleasing 

mnpmdm Ocm,,Ue I’m ouU«y «l»o» 

.Hid tlm blias altogotuer, tlio dreams of to d ye. B. 1. 


that day, 


Pour o'clock, 


The thoughts that arise .when such 4 Dolly, dear Dolly, I'm ruined for 

dear fellow", woo us,™ ever __ *" 

L’he nothings that then, love, are every • j ne ’ er gjjatL be happy again, Dolly, 
thing to us— never j 

That quick correspondence of glances To think of the wre t c h-what a victim 
and sighs, was j, 

And what Bob calls the 'Twopenny ’ T is too much to endure-1 shall die. 


Post of the Eyes 


I shall die- 


Ah Doll ! though I know you ve a heart, jjy bra i u i a j n a fever—my pulses beat 
His m vain J uick _ J1 

To a heart so unpractised these things j ^ cli at least be exceedingl y 

Theycanoniy be felt in their fdness 0 h what do you think ? after all my 

% tclS ^ 8t iVe “ iaS ' S My vSs7glory, my sighing, my 

Through a valley like that, with a mi - T ,, .,, 

Colonel like mine! This Colonel-I scarce can commit it to 

paper— 

This Colonel’s no more than a vile linen- 
But here I must finish—for Bob, my draper!! „ 


dear Dolly 


Whom physic, I find, always makes ther Bob so 


’Tis true as I live—I had coaxed bro 


melancholy. 


Is seized with a fancy for churchyard ing, I sob so) 


(You’ll hardly make out what I’m writ- 


reflections j 


I For some little gift on my birthday- 


And full of all yesterday’s rich recol- * September [remember— 

lections, The thirtieth, dear, I'm eighteen, you 

1 It in the brother of the present excellent res- the column at the head of the tomb concludes 
tournteur who lies entombed so nwniflcently in with the following words : * Touts su vie flit 
the Cimetlto Montmartre, Tho inscription on oonsaerie aux urtt utilt*' 
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That Bob to a shop kindly ordered the .1 fell back on Bob~my whole heart 
/Ai! little, t t,L , j, , seemed to witherv- 

A ”ViT ash4 ‘ t 

T ° '“Sir ’ f ” ° f ll '“ 1 ™ m “ ber Oat Bob, >■ l cauglit 

. 1 *« w £a«-«»vc ra . 

<*££$»*+•** a ta of'** p ™ 

c “ r - B n* 001 " rt a <*■* 

Well, With heart full of pleasure, I en- ’ 7 ‘ 

tered the shop, Only think; my dear creature, if this 

But—ye Gods, what a phantom!—I f , should be known 

thought I should drop— To that saucy satirical thing, Miss Ma- 

There lie stood, my dear Dolly—no l° ne ! 

room for a doubt- What a story 'twill be at Shandangon 

There, behind the vile counter, these tor ever I 
eyes am him stand, Wliat laughs and what quizzing she’ll 

With a piece of French cambric before , ave W1 ^h the men I 

him rolled out, . , it will spread through the country- 

And^ that horrid yard measure up- andmevar, oh never 
raised in his hand 1 Can Biddy be seen at Ivilrandy again 1 

Oh—-Papa, all along, knew the secret, r Newell—I shall do something despe- 
tis clear— rate, I fear— 

’Twas a shopman he meant by a ‘ Bran- ^d, ah 1 if my fate ever reaches your 
denburg,’ dear 1 * ear, 

The mail, whom I fondly had fancied a 0lie toar of eompassion my Doll will 
king, ^ not grudge 

And, when that too delightful illu- To ]ier poor, broken-hearted, young 
sion was past, friend, Biddy Fume, 

“ -1- wi b« 

Toturnout but a low linen-draper at That we’re going, 'all three, tosee Brunet 
, ; , to-night, 

’'S.’S,” W ™“ A bin^ipill revive me—and kind Mr. 

Ii “ l J£ r 1 "® “ b ‘ 1 ” U “ lw e" r P” I°" b"™ bi»t) tas jot m to Go. 
utaiVM— vernor’s box 1 






NATIONAL AIRS. 

1819 to 1828. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

It is Cicero, I believe, who says, 1 Natnra ad modus dmrnir and tho abun¬ 
dance of wild indigenous airs whfch almost every country except England 
possesses, sufficiently proves the truth of bis assertion. Thu lovers of this 
simple but interesting kind of music are hero presented with the lirat number 
of a collection, which I trust their contributions will enable us to continue. _ A 
pretty air without words resembles one of those half creatures of Plato, which 
are described as wandering, in search of the remainder of themselves, through 
the world. To supply this other half,»by uniting with congenial words tins 
many fugitive melodies which have hitherto had none, or only Much aa nro 
unintelligible to the generality of their hearers, in tho object and ambition oi 
the present work. Neither is it our intention to coniine ourselves to wluit ant 
strictly called National Melodies; but wherever wo meet with any wandering 
and beautiful air, to which poetry lias not yet assigned a worthy homo, wo 
shall veuture to claim it as an cstmj/ swan, and enrich our humble Hippuercnc 
with its song. 

«»•••••«# * 

T. M. 


A TEMPLE TO PBIRNDHHIP. 

Spanish Air, 

A temple to Friendship,' said Laura, ‘Oh! never,’she cried, ‘could I think 
, enchanted, of enshrining 

‘I’ll build in this garden-the An imago whoso looks arc ho jealous 
thought is divine 1’ and dim I 

Her temple was built, and alio now But yifti litfclo god upon roses reclining, 
only wanted We’ll make, if you please, Sir, a 

An image of Friendship to place on _ Friendship of him.' 
the shrine. So the bargain was struck; with tho 

She Hew to a sculptor, who set down little god laden 

before her , She joyfully flow to her shrine in tho 

A friendship, the fairest his art grove: 
could invent, 'Farewell,'said the sculptor, ‘you’re 

But so cold and so dull, that the youth- not the first maiden 

ful adorer > Who came hut for Friendship, and 

Saw plainly this was not the idol she took away Lovo,' 

.’Heart. 
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m 


FLOW OH, THOU SHINING 
RIVER. 

PoHUt/lWSI! .(1 if, 

Flow on, thou uliimng river; 

But ere thou reach tho sen, 

Sock Ella’s bower, ami give her 
The wreaths I iliug ,-,'er thee. 

And toll her thus, if she'll he mine, 
The current of otir lives shall be, 
With joys along their course to shine, 
Like those sweet (lowers on thoo. 

But if, in wandering thither, 

Thau liml’st she mocks my prayer, 
Then leave those wreaths to wither 
Upon the cold bank there. 

And tell bor-'-tliUN, when youth is o'er, 
Her lone and loveless charms shall he 
'Thrown by upon life’s weedy shore, 
Like those sweet Hewers from thee. 

- 4 - * 

ALL THAT’S MIGHT MUST 
FADE 
Intlimi A ir, 

Am, that's bright must fade,— 

The brightest still the fleetest 
All that’s sweet was made 
Hut to be lust when sweetest', 

Stars that shine and fall 
Tho (lower that drops in springing 
These, alas! are types of all 
To which our hearts are dinging. 

All that's bright must fade,. 

The brightest still the fleetest; 

All that's sweet was made 
But to ho lust when sweetest! 

Who would seek or prise 
I Mights that end in aching; 

Who would trust til th's 
That every hour m breaking '! 
Better far to he 
In utter darkness lying, 

T’h an be blest with light and see 
That light for ever Hying, 

All that’s bright must fade,.. 

The brightest still the lleutcst; 

All that's sweet was made 
But to ho lost when sweetest I 


80 WARMLY WE MET. 

| Hungarian Air . 

So warmly wo met mid so fondly m 
parted, 

That which was the sweeter even 1 
could not toll— 

That lirat look of welcome her sunny 
eyes darted, 

Or that tfctv of passion which blessed 
our farewell, 

To meet was a heaven, and to part thus 
mwthqr,— 

Our joy and our sorrow seemed rivals 
in bliss; 

Qh 1 Cupid's two eyes are 'not liber 
each other 

In smiles and in tears, than that mo¬ 
ment to this. 

The first was like day-break—now, 
midden, delicious, 

The ilawnwf a pleasure scarce kindled 
up yet— 

The last was that farewell of daylight, 
more precious, 

More glowing and deep, as ’tin nearer 
its set, 

Our meeting, though happy, was tinged 
by a sorrow 

To think that such happiness could 
not remain; 

While our parting, though sail, gave a 
hope that to-morrow 

Would bring bank tho blest klir of! 
meeting again. 


THOSE EVENING BELLS. 

A in—TAe Bdh of St, Pdmlmryh, 

Those evening bells! those evening 
bells! 

How many a tale their music tells, 

Of youth, and homo, ami that sweet 
time, 

When last I heard their soothing chime} 

Those joyous hours are past away! 

And many a heart that then was gay, 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells, 
And hears no more those evening bells I 
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&<£££&jaapt * *•* -» 

Whileother bards shall walk theao dells, Turned for a moment to Reason's dull 
A.nd sing your praise, sweet evening para, 

W1S! . Till Polly said. 

4 ‘ Look hero, sweet maid!'— 

SHOULD THOSE FOND HOPES. ““SSf "* *"* 

Portuguese Air. While lieason read 

» i iiis leaves of lead, 

Should those fond hopes e’er forsake With no one to mind him, poor sensible 
thee, 1 elf! 

Which now so sweetly $iy heart 

01 n n $ oy; ,, ,, Then Reason grew jealous of Polly’a 

oliould the cold world come to wake thee gay cap; 

Promall thy visions of youth and jojs; Had ho that on, ho her heart might 
biiould the gay friends, for whom thou entrap— 

wouldst banish ' ‘There it is,’ 

Him who once thought thy young Quoth Polly, ‘ old rtuis;!’ 

I 1 ® 1 *' bjs Q wn, But Reason the head-dress so awk* 

All like spring birds, falsely vanish, wardly wore, 

And leave thy winter unheeded and TJiat Beauty now liked him still loss 
lone;- , than before; 

Oh! ’tis then lie thou hast slighted K 

Would come to cheer thee, when all a ml til £ W S' t i 
seemed o'er; SiUavx lstut tin, ka\ i.s in a cap of such 

Then the truant, lost and blighted, ,,.,, . 

Wrii , 0 1,» lorn, ta taken oaee Sf 

Like that dear bird wo both can re- Sho t* 1 hi, f 8ti11 hdtiifin ^tthau 
member, 111S own 1 

Who left us while summer sliono 

But when chilled by bleak December, FARE 5S' TIIOlr 
Upon our threshold a welcome still LOVELY ONE! 

, ” mi __ U,* 


fcnni -- ,, W „ A 

REASON, FOLLY, AND BEAM?, 

Italian Air, Once his soul of truth is gone. ’ 

£r:iSy“? ££ X mm 

Aromd7ha\nAil T , Omiltl seareo have thus deceived- 

Tli ° b tS ap ?r rilyout! !' ISSf w<fli 

To his sermon-hook-— 1 ^ loVely ,)tH!! 

___A.__________ i Loves sweet life is o’er. 


The metre of the wprda Is hero neewflr swrilteed to the dr, 
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Yet those eyes look constant still, 
Tmo as stars they keep their light ■ 
“till those cheeks their pledgo fulfil ' 
Of blushing always bright. 

Tis only on thy changeful heart 
The blame of falsehood lies; 

Love lives in every other part, 

But there, alas! ho dies. 

Then fare tlieo well, thou lovely one! 

Lovely still, but dear no moro; 
Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Love’s sweet life is o'er. 


host thou remember? 


Portuguese Air. 


OH 1 COME TO ME WHEN DAY 
LIGHT SETS. 

Venetian Air, 

Oh! come to me when daylight sets j, 

owoet I then oomo to mo, 

When smoothly go our goudolets 
0 or the moonlight soa, 
j When Mirth’s awake, and Love begins, 
Beneath that glancing ray, 

Witli sound of lutes and mandolins, 

To steal young hearts away. 

Oh 1 oomoifco me when daylight sots: 

hweet! then come t'o me, 

Whon smoothly go our goudolets 
**0 or the moonlight sea. 


Host thou remombor that place so Ebon’s tho hour for those who lov£, 

lonely, kvoot \ ^ t0 *bee and me; 

A place for lovers and lovers only, When all's so calm below, above, 
Where first I told tlieo all my secret boavon and o'er the sea. 
sighs ? When maid«ns sing sweet barcarolles, 

When, as theinoonheam that trembled 0 Aml Ji °bo sings again 

o’er thee, ho sweet, that nil with ears and souls 

Illumed thy blushes, I knelt before o Should love and listen then, 
tlieo, no, oomo to mo when daylight sets; 

And read my hope’s sweet triumph ■.„i ! ’ woe<i! tl1011 <!omo to mo) 
in those eyes! When smoothly go our goudolets 

Then, then, while closely heart was °’® r tli0 Moonlight sea. 
drawn to heart, 

IjOvo hound us—nover, never more to —-♦*— 

part! 

OPT, IN THE STILLY NIGHT, 

And when I called tlieo by names the ,. 

dearest 1 " mtchAir. 

That love could fancy, the fondest, I On in tho stilly night, 

..S 1 '- , ... ., „ I Ere Slumber’s chain has hound mo, 

My life, my only life! among tho j bond Memory brings the light 
Tn tu ’ 1. , 1 Of other days around me; 

111 thOHO HWGflfc amwmtw tniif. of.1 /Hi. f mb, .m. .... j.v. i * 


In those sweet accents that still on- The smiles, tho tears) 
thral me Of boyhood's years, 

llmu satdst. Ah I wherefore thy life Tho words of love then spoken; 
tirasadhao? The eyes that shone, ‘ 

11 y smd, thy soul s tho name that I Now dimmed and gone, 

w i«,w 

TkliTOilwlichnra, mm lartafrom S»J Mm; Wl 

thcoi .. Of other days around me, 


The thought In this vorso la borrowed tom the original worn 
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When I remember all 
The friends, so linked together, 

I’ve seen around me fall, 

Like leaves in wintry weather; 

I .feel like one 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deserted, 
Whose lights are fled. 

Whose garlands dead, 

And all but he departed! 

Thus in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me,* 

HAM I THE VESPER HYMN** 
IS STEALING. 

Russian Air. 

Haiik ! the vesper hymn is stealing 
O’er the waters, soft aud clear; 
Nearer yet and nearer pealing, 

Soft it breaks upon the ear. 
Jubilate, Amen, 

Farther now, now farther stealing, 
Soft it fades upon the ear, 

Jubilate, Amen. 


She lingered there till evening’s beam 
Along the waters lay, 

And o’er the sands, in thoughtful 
dream, 

Oft traced his name, which still the 
stream 

As often washed away. 

At length a sail appears in sight, 

And toward the maiden moves! 

*Tis Wealth that comes, and gay and 
bright, 

His golden hark reflects the light, 

But ah 1 it is not Love’s, 

Another sail—’twas Friendship showed 
Her night-lamp o’er the sea; 

And calm the light that lamp be* 
stowed: 

ButLbve had lights thatwarmerglowed, 
And where, alas 1 was he? 

Now fast around the sea and shore 
r Night threw her darkling chain, 

The sunny sails were seen no more,. . 
Hope’s morning dreams of bliss were 
o’er— 

Love never came again! 


Now like moonlight waves retreating 
To the shore, it dies along; 

Now, like angry surges meeting, 
Breaks the mingled tide of song. 
Jubilate, Amen, 

Hush! again, like waves, retreating 
To the shore, it dies along, 
Jubilate, Amen, 


LOVE AND HOPE. 

Swiss Air. 

At morn, beside yon summer sea, 
Young Hope and Love reclined; 

But scarce had noontide come, when he 
tnto his bark leaped smilingly, 

And left poor Hope behind, . 

‘I go,’ said Love, ‘to sail a while 
Across this sunny main;’ 

And then so sweet, his parting smile, 
That Hope, whomever dreamed of guile, j 
Believed he'd come again. . 


THERE COMES A TIME. 
German Air. 

There comes a time, a dreary time, 

To him whose heart hath flown 
O’er all the fields of youth’s sweef 
prime, 

And made each flower its own. 

’Tis when his soul must first renounce 
Those dreams so bright, so fond; 

Oh I then’s the time to die at once, 

For life has nought beyond. 

There comes a’bime, etc. 

When sets the sun on Afric’s shore, 
That instant all is night; 

And so should life at once be o’er, 

, When Love withdraws his light— 
Nor, like our northern day, gleam on 
Through twilight’s dim delay, 

The cold remains of lustre gone, 

Of lire long passed away. 

Oh I there comes a time, eto, 
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MY HARP HAS ONE UNCHANG¬ 
ING T HEME , 

Swedish Air. 

My. harp has one unchanging theme, 
One strain that still comes o'er 
Its languid chord, as ’twere a dream 
Of joy that’s now no more. 

In vain I try, with livelier air, 

To wake the breathing string; 

Ihat voice of other times is there, 

And saddens all I sing, 

Breathe on, breathe on, thou languid 


And all that thou wishest, and all that 
thou lovest, 

Come smiling around thy sunny way! 

If sorrow e’er this calm should break, 
May even thy tears pass off so lightly; 

Like spring-showers, they’ll only make 
The smiles that follow shine more 
brightly 1 

May Time, who sheds his blight o’er all, 
And daily dooms some joy to death, 

O’er thee let years so gently fall, 

They shall uot crush one flower 
beneath ! 


strain, ' ™° 

Henceforth be all my own; 

Though thou art oft so full of pain, 
hew hearts cau bear thy tone. 

Yet oft thou’rt sweet, as if the sigh, 
The breath that Pleasure’s wings 
Gave oat, when last they wantoned by, 
Were still upon thy strings. 


As half in shade and half in sun, 
r, Tins world along its path advances, 
May that side the sun's upon 
Be all that e’er shall meet thy glances J 


COMMON SENSE AND GENIUS. 


OH! NO—NOT E’EN WHEN' FIRST 
WE LOVED, 

Cashmemn Air, 

Oh ! no—not e’en when first we loved, 
Wert thou as dear as now thou art; 
I by beauty then my senses moved, 

But now thy virtues bind my heart. 
What was but Passion's sigh before, 
Has since been turned to Reason’s vow; 
And though I then might love thee more, 
"rust me, I lovo thee better now I 

heart in earlier youth 
Might kindle with more wild desire, 
Relieve me, it has gained in truth 
Much more than it has lost in fire, 
The flame now warms my inyiost core, 
That then but sparkled o’er my brow; 
And though 1 seemed to lovo thee more, 
Yet, oil! I love thee better now. 

PEACE BE AROUND THEE, " 

Scotch Air. 

Peace be around thee, wherever thou 
revest; 

May life he forthee one summer’s day, 

R 


French Air. 

While 1 touch the string, 

Wreathe my brows with laurel, 
For the tale I sing 
Has, for once, a moral. 

Common sense, one night, 

Though not used to gambols, 
Went out by moonlight, 

With Genius ou his rambles. 
While I touch the string, etc. 

Common Sense went on, 

Many wise things saying, 

While the light that shone 
Soon sent Genius straying. 

One his eye ne’er raised 

From the path before him, 

T other idly gazed 
On each night-cloud o'er him. 
While I touch the string, etc, 

So they came at last 
To a shady river; 

Common Sense soon passed, 

Safe, as he doth ever; 

While the boy, whose look 
Was in heaven that minute, 

Never saw the brook, 

But tumbled headlong in it | 

While I touch the string, 
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Ilow the wise one smiled, 

When safe o'er the torrent, 

At that youth, bo wild, 

Dripping from the current I 
Sense went home to bed; 

Genius, left to shiver 
On the bank, ’tis said, 

Died of that cold river 1 

While I touch the string, etc. 


THEN, FARE THEE WELL. 

Old English Mr, r 

Then, fare thee well! my own dear 
love, r 

This world has now for us, 

No greater grief, no pain above 
The pain of parting thus, dear love 1 the 
pain of parting thus! 

, Had we but known, since first we met, 
Some few short hours of bliss, 

We might, in numbering them, forgot 
The deep, deep pain of this, dear love! 
the deep, deep pain of this 1 

But no, alas 1 we’ve never seen 
One glimpse of pleasure’s ray, 

But still there came some cloud 
between, 

And chased it all away, dear love 1 and 
chased it all away 1 

Yet, e’encould those sad moments last, 
Far dearer to my heart 

Wore hours of grief, together past, 
Than years of mirth apart, dear love! 
than years of mirth apart! 

Farewell! our hope was born in fears. 
.And nursed ’mid vain regrets! 

Like winter suns, it rose in tears, 
likb them in tears it sots, dear love! 
like them in tears it sets! 


Oh! then, how sweet to move 
Through all that maze of mirth, 
Lighted by those eyes we love 
Beyond all eyes on earth! 

Then, the joyous banquet spread 
On the cool and fragrant ground, 
Witlmight’s brighteye-beams overhead 
And still brighter sparkling round. 
Oh! then, how sweet to say 
Into the loved one’s ear, 

Thoughts reseived through many ft day 
To be thus whispcrod here 1 

When the dance and feast are done, 
Arm in arm as homo avo stray, 

'How sweet to see the daAviiing sun 
O’er her cheek's warm blushes playi 
Then, then the farewell kiss, 

And Avords avIioso parting tone 
Lingers still in dreams of bliss, 

That haunt young hearts alone. 


LOVE IS A HUNTEll-BOY, 
LaiiynedomnAir 
Love is a hunter-hoy, 

Who makes young hearts his prey, 
And in his nets of joy 
Ensnares them night and day 
In vain concealed they lie™ 

Love tracks them everywhere; 

In vain aloft they lly— 

Love shoots them Hying there. 

But 'tis his joy most sweet, , 

At early dawn to trace 
The print of Beauty's feet, 

And give the trembler chase. 

And most he loves through snow 
To trace those footsteps fair, 

For then the boy doth know 
None tracked before him there. 


GAILY SOUNDS THE CASTANET, 
Maltese Air, 

G'Ainv sounds the castanct, 

Beating time to bounding feet, 
When, after daylight’s golden set, 


COME. CHASE THAT STARTING 
- TEAR AWAY. 

French Air, 

Come, chase that starting tear away, 
Ere mine to moot it springs; 
To-night, at leant, to-night bn guy, 


« f*.*-*ww*. nvwj t*u Av.tmuf uu.-.iuguv mi 

^airls and youths by moonlight meet, 1 to-morrow oriiiga 
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Like sunset gleams, that linger late 
Wlien all is darkening fast, 

Are hours like these we snatch from 
bate— 

The brightest and the last. 

Then, chase that starting tear, etc, 

To gild our darkening life, if Heaven 
lint one bright hour allow, 
r ^jnkthat one bright hour is given, 
in all its splendour, now! 

Lets live it out—then sink in night, 

. Like waves that from the shore 
One minute swell-are touched with 
light— 

Then lost for evermore. 

Then, chase that starting tear, etc" 


HEAR ME BUT ONCE. 

French Air, 

Hear mo but once, while o'er the grave. 

In which our love lies cold and dead, 
l count each flattering hope lie gave, 

Of joys now lost and charms now fled, 
who could have thought the Bmilo he 
wore, 

When first we met, would fade away ? 
Ur that a chill would e’er come o’er 
™ eyes so bright through many a 

JOYS OF YOUTH, HOW ! 
FLEETING! I 

Purtugum Air, 

Whisperings, heard by wakeful maids, 
To AA’liom the night-stars guide us- 
Stohvn walks through moonlight shades, 
Vv ith those we love beside' us. 

Hearts heating, at meeting,— 

Tears starting, at parting; 

Oh ! sweet youth, how soon it fades' 
bweet joys of youth, how fleeting! 


WHEN LOVE WAS A CHILI) 
Swedish Air, 

When Lovo was a child, and wont 
idling round, 

’Mong flowers the whole summer’s 
day. 


One morn in the valley a bower he found, 

So sweet, it allured him to stay. 

O’erhead, from the trees, hung a garland 
fair, 

A fountain ran darkly beneath— 

’Twas Pleasure that hung the bright 
floAvers up there; 

Love knew it, and jumped at the 
wreath. 

But Love didn’t know—and at his weak 
years 

What urchin was likely to know ?— 
Unit sorrow had made of her oavii salt 
tears 

That fountain which murmwe <1 below. " 

He caught at the wreath—but with too 
much haste, • 

As boys when impatient will do¬ 
lt fell in those waters of briny taste, 

1 -And tte flowers were all wettlirough, 


Yet this is the wreath he wears night 
midday; " 

^Andtboughita 11 sunny appears 
With!Ieasnro’s own lustre, each leaf, 
they say, 

Still tastes of the Fountain of Tears. 


SA.Y, WHAT SHALL BE OUR 
SPORT TO-DAY? 


Sicilian Air. 

' ® A mJ Wia * ; "Ml be our sport to-day ? 
There’s nothing on earth, in soaorair, 
mo bright, too bold, too high, too gay, 
I' or spirits like mine to dare J 
lisliko the returning bloom 
Of those days, alas'! gone by, 

When I loved each hour—I scarce knew 
whom,— 

And was blest—I scarce knew why. 

Ay, those wore days when iifo had 
wings, 

And ilew-oh, flow so wild a height, 
Ihat, like the lark which sunward 
springs, 

’Twas giddy with too much light < 
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And though of some plumes bereft, 
With that aim, too, nearly set, 

I’ve enough of light and wing still left 
For a few gay soarings yet. 


GO, THEN-’TIS VAIN. 

Sicilian Air. 

Go, then—’tis vain to hover 
Thus round a hope that’s dead— 

At length my dream is over, 

• ’Twas sweet—’twas false—’tis flea! 
Farewell; since nought it moves thee, 
Such truth as mine to see,— 

Some one, who far less loves thee, 
Perhaps more blest will be. 

Farewell, sweet eyes, whose brightness 
Now life around mo shed! t 
Farewell, false heart, whose lightness 
Now leaves me death instead! 

Go, now, those charms surrender 
To some new lover’s sigh, 

One who, though far less tender, 

May be more blest than I. 


THE CRYSTAL HUNTERS. 

j Swiss Air. 

O’er mountains bright with snow and 
light, 

We Crystal Hunters speed along, 
While grots and eaves, and icy waves, 
Each instant echo to our song ; 

And when we meet with stores of gems, 
We grudge not kings their diadems. 
O’er mountains bright with snow and 
light, 

We Crystal Hunters speed along, 
While grots and caves, and iey waves, 
Each instant echo to our song. 

' No lover half so fondly dreams 
Of sparkles from his lady’s eyes, 

As we of those refreshing gleams 
That tell where deep the crystal lies; 
Though, next to crystal, we too grant 
That ladies’ eyes may most enchant. 
O’er mountains, etc. 

Sometimes, when o’er the Alpine rose 
The golden sunset leaves its ray, 

So like a gem the iloweret glows, 

We thither bend our headlong way; 
And though wo find no treasure there, 
We bless the rose that shines so fair. 
O’er mountains, etc. 


BRIGHT BE THY DREAMS! 
Welsh Air, 

Bright be thy dreams—may all thy 
weeping 

Turn into smiles while thouart sleeping: 
Those by death or seas removed, 
Friends, who in thy spring-time knew 
thee, 

All thon'at ever prized or loved, 

In dreams come smiling to thee! 

There may the child, whose love lay 
deepest, 

Dearest of all, come while thou sleopest: 
Still the same—no charm forgot— 
Nothing lost that life had given; 

Or, if changed, but changed to 
what 

Thou'lt find her yet in Heaven 1 


ROW GENTLY HERE. 

Venetian Air. 

Row gently here, my gondolier; so 
softly wake the tido, 

That not an ear on earth may hear, hut 
hers to whom we glide. 

Had Heaven but tongues to speak, as 
well al starry eyes to see, 

Oh! think what tales ’twould have to 
tell of wandering youths like me 1 

Now rest thee here, my gondolier; 

hush, hush, for up I go, 

To climb yon light balcony's height, 
while thou keep’si watch below. 
Ah! did we take for heaven above hut 
half such pains ns we 
Take clay and night for woman’s love 
what angels we should be 1 
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OH! DAYS OF YOUTH. 

French Air. 


Oil! days of youth and joy, long 


Fading as fast as rainbows or day, 
flowers, 

Or aught that’s known for grace aud 


clouded, 


Short as the Persian’s prayer, his 
prayor at close of day, 


Why thus for ever haunt my view ? , c ose ( 1. J a Y>, 

When in the grave your light lay M f ^eaelrvovvot Love s repeating; 
shrouded ° 1 ° 3 Qiuok let him worship Beauty s precious 

Why did not Memory die there too ? i ■> , , , ,, , 

Vainly doth Hope her strain now sing fleeting^ '° S ' ^ ra,y 18 

Whispering of joys that yet remain— "" 

No, no, never more can this lifo bring pEACjfe TO THE SLUMBEEERS1 
me 

One joy that equals youth’s sweet Catalonian Air. 

pain. *’ 

Peace to the slumberers! 

Dim lies the way to death before me, They lie on the battle plain, 

Cold winds of Time blow round my With no shroud to cover them; 
bvow; The dew and the summer rain 

Sunshi.no of youth that onco foil o’er me, Are all that weep over them. 

Where is your warmth, your ^glory 
how ! _ Vain was their bravery! 

Tis not that then no pain could sting The fallen oak lies where it lay, 
me— Across the wintrv river: 


me— Across the wintry river; 

’Tis not that now no joys remain; But brave hearts, once swept away, 
Oil! it is that life no more can bring me Aro gone, alas! for over. 

One joy so sweet as that worst pain, 

Woo to the conqueror! 

» Our limbs shall lie as cold as theirs 

Of whom his sword bereft us, 

WHEN FIRST THAT SMILE. Ero ™ tlu ? <le(l lJ 

Of vengeance they have left us! 

Venetian- Air. 


Wlt Me£dmfsiTfc l0,lik ° S ™ Sllin<i ' WHEN THOU SHALT WANDER, 

Oh! what a vision then came o’er me 1 SiciMm A tr 

Long years of love, of calm and pure ■ ° 

delight, When thou shalt wander by that sweet 


Seemed in that smil eto pass before me, light 

Ne’er did the •peasant dream, ne’er We used to gaze on so many an eve, 
dream of summer skies, When love was new and hope was 

Ofgoldonfruitandliarvests springing. bright. 

With fonder hope than I of those sweet Ere I could doubt or thou deceive— 

eyes, Oh ! then remembering how swift went 

And of the joy their light yvas by 

i™;,,,,;,,,, J J b ' mi,,,,,,/ 1 ,.. *-- 1 „„„„ 


bringing. 

Where now aro all those fondly 
promised hours ? 

Oh! woman’s faith is like her bright¬ 
ness, 


Those hours of transport, even tliou 
may's! sigh, 

Yes, proud oue! even thy heart may 
own 

That love like ours was far too sweet 
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To be, like summer garments thrown Love, who saw the whole proceeding, 
Aside when past the summer’s heat; Would have laughed, but for good* 


And wish in vain to know again 


breeding; 

»1_ 11 TT . 


Such days, such nights as bless’d thee While old Hymen, who was used to 


WHO’LL BUY MY LOVE-KNOTS? 
Portuguese Air. , 


Cries like that these dames gave loose 
to— 

‘Take back our love-knots! 

Take back our love-knots! 

Coolly said, ‘ There’s no returning 
Wares on Hymen's hands—Good morn* 
ing 1 ’ 


Hymen late, his love-knots selling, ° _,_ 

Called at many a maiden’s dwelling: 

None could doubt who saw or knew SEE, THE DAWN FROM HEAVEN. 


them, 

Hymen’s call was welcome to them. 

‘ Who'll buy my love-knots ? 
Who’ll buy my lovo-kuots ?' 

Soon as that sweet cry resounded, 
HowTiis baskets were surrounded! 

p 

Maids who now first dreamed of trying 
These gay knots of Hymen's tying; 
Dames, who long had sat to watch him 
Passingby, but ne’er could catch him;— 
‘ Who'll buy my love-knots ? 
Who’ll buy my love-knots ? 

All at that sweet cry assembled; 

Borne laughed, some blushed, and some 
trembled. 

‘ Here are knots,’ said Hymen, taking 
Some loose flowers, ‘of Love's own 
making; 

Here are gold ones—you may trust 
’em’— 

(These, of course, found ready custom), 

‘ Come, buy my love-lmots! 

Come, buy my love-knots I 
Some arelabelled “ Knotsto tie men’’— 
“Love the maker” — “Bought of 
Hymen.’” 

Scarce their bargains were completed, 
When the nymphs all cried, ‘We’re 
cheated! 

See these flowers---they’re drooping 
sadly; 

This gold-knot, too, ties but badly— 
Wlio'd buy such love-knots ? 
Wko’d buy such love-knots? 

Even this tie, with Love’s, name round 
it— 

All a sham—he never bound it.' 


Sung at Rome on Christmas Eve. 

&se, the dawn from heaven is breaking 
o'er our sight. 

And earth, from sin awaking, hails the 
light 1 

See, those groups of Angels, winging 
from the realms above, 

On their sunnybrows from Eden bring, 
ing wreaths of Hope and Love. 

Hark—their hymns of glory pealing 
through the air, 

To mortal ears revealing who lies there} 

In that dwelling, dark and lowly, 
sleeps the heavenly Son, 

He, whose home is in the skies—the 
Holy One! 


NETS AND CAGES. 

Swedish Air. 

Come, listen to my story, while 
Your needle’s task you ply; 

At what I sing Borne maids will smile 
While some perhaps may sigh. 
Though Love’s the theme, aud Wisdom 
blames« „ 

Such florid songs as ours, 

Yet Truth sometime, like Eastern 
dames, 

Can speak her thoughts by flowers. 
Then listen, maids, come listen, while 
Your needle’s task you ply; 

At what I sing there's somo may smilej 
While some perhaps will sigh. 

Young Cloe, bent on catching Loveg 
Such neta had learned to frame. 
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That none, in all our vales and groves, 
E’er caught so much small game: 
While gentle Sue, less given to roam, 
When doe’s nets were taking 
These flights of birds, sat still at home, 
One small, neat Love-cage making. 
Come, listen, maids, &c. 

Much Cloe laughed at Susan’s task; 

But mark how things went on: 
These light-caught Loves, ere you could 
ask 

Their name and age, were gone! 


Now, now, while there hover 
Those clouds o’er the moon, 
’Twill waft thee safe over 
Yon silent Lagoon,’ 


GO, NOW, AND DREAM, 

9 Sicilian Air. 

Go, now, and dream o'er that joy in 
thy slumber— 


So weak poor Cloe’s nets were wove, Moments* so sweet again ne’er shalt 
That, though she charmed into them thou number, 

New game each hour, the youngest Love Of Pain’s bitter draught the flavour 
Was able to break through them. * never flies, 


Come, listen, maids, &c. 


While Pleasure's scarce touches the lip 
ere it dies! 


Meanwhile, young Sue, whose cage was 

wrought That m(l011| ^ch hung o’er your part- 

Of bars too strong to sever, „ ing, so splendid, 

One Love with golden pinions caught, Often ‘will 1 shine again, bright as she 
And caged him there for ever; Hien did— 

Instructing thereby, all coquettes, But, ah! never more will the beam she 
Wkate er their looks or ages, saw burn 

That though'tis pleasant weaving Nets, In those happy eyes at your meeting 
’Tis wiser to make Gages, return. 

Tims, maidens, thus do I beguile 
The task your fingers ply,— * 

May all who hear, like Busan Bmile, 

Ah I not like Cloe sigh I TAKE HENCE THE BOWL. 


WHEN THROUGH THE 
PIAZZETTA. 

Venetian Air. 

When through the pimetta 
Night breathes her cool air, 
Tlieu, dearest Niuetta, • 

I’ll come to thee there. 
Beneath thy mask shrouded, 

I’ll know thee afar, 

As Love knows, though clouded, 
His own Evening Star. 

In garb, then, resembling 
Some gay gondolier, 

I’ll whisper thee, trembling, 

‘ Our bark, love, is near ■ 


Neapolitan Air , 

Take hence th e bowl; though beaming 
Brightly as bowl e’er shone, 

Oh I it but sets me dreamiug 
Of days, of nights now gone. 

There, in its clear reflection, 

As in a wizard’s glass, 

Lost hopes and dead affection, 

Like shades, before mo pass, 

Each cup I drain brings hither 
Some friend who mice sat hy— 
Bright lips, too bright to wither, 

Warm hearts, too warm to die! 

Till, as the dream comes o’er me 
Of those long vanished years, ' 
Then, then the cup before me 
Seems turning all to tears. 




FAREWELL, THERESA I 

Venetian Air , 

Farewell, Theresa! that cloud which 
over 

Yon moon this moment gathering 
we see, 

Shall scarce from her pare orb have 
passed, ore thy lover 
Swift o’er the widowavo shall wander 
from thee. 

Long, like that dim cloud, Pve hung 
around thoe, 

j arkoning thy prospects, saddening 
thy brow; _ ■*' 

With gay heart, Theresa, and bright 
check I found thee; 

Oli! think how changed, love, how 
changed art thou now! 

But hero I frootheo: like one awaking 
.From fearful slumber, this dream 
thou’lt tell j 

Thebrightmoon her spell tooisbreakhig, 
Past are the dark clouds; Theresa, 
farewell 1 


HOW OFT, WHEN WATCHING 
STARS, 

Savoyard A ir, 

Howoft, when watching stars grow pale, 
And round mo sleeps the moonlight 
scene, 

To hear a flute through yonder vale 
I, from my casement lean, 

‘ Oli! come, my love 1 ’ eacii note it 
utters seems to say! 

'Oh! come, my love 1 the night wears 
fast away!' 

No, ne’er to mortal ear 
Can words, though warm they lie, 
Speak Passion’s language half so clear 
As do those notes to mo ‘I 

Then quick my own light lute I seek, 
And strike the chords with loudest 
swell; 

And though they noughttoothers speak, 
Ho knows their language wdh 


* I come, my love!’ each sound they 

utter seems to say; 

1 1 come, my love! thine, thine till 
break of day.' 

Oh! weak the power of words, 

Thu lines of painting dim, 
Compared tovhafc those simpleehords 
Then say and paint to him. 


WHEN THE FIRST SUMMER BEK. 
(itr mu A h\ 

When the first .summer bee 
O’er the young rose ahull hover, 
Then, like that gay rover, 

I’ll come to time. 

Ho to flowers, I to lips, full of invents 
to the brim— 

What a meeting, what a meeting lot 
mu and him! 

Then, to otery bright tree 
In the garden lie’ll wander, 

While I, oh I much fonder, 

Will stay with thee, 

In search of new sweetness through 
thousand. 1 ! lie'll run, 

While Kind tlmsweetness of thousand* 
iu one. 

THOUGH'TIN A LL RUT A DREAM, 

Fetmk A ir, 

Though ’tisall but a dream at ‘.behest, 
And still when Imppieri, soonest o'er, 
Yet, even i;i a dmun to bis blessed, 

Is so sweet, that! ash for no more, 
The hesomthat opes withearlicHt ImjH'K, 
Tim soonest finds those hopes untrue, 
As flowers tliatlirstiiiHpring timehmst, 
The earliest wither too! 

Ay nis all hut'll dream, ku. 

By friendship we oft are deceived, 

Ami find the Jove we ehim.' to past) 
Yet friendship will still he believed, 
And love trusted on to the last. 

The well iu the leaves the spider weaves 
lfllikotheelmrmlio[Hf Imimsii’i-rmeiij 
Though often she sees it broke by the 
_ breeze, 

She spins the bright tissue again. 
Ay—’tie all hut a dream, So, 
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TLS "WHEN ,1 HE CUP IS SMILING. Was it for this that her shout 

,, ,. ,. Thrilled to the world’s very core ? 

Hahan Air. Thus to live cowards and slaves, 

Tin when the cup is mailing before us, n * ^ * 

And we pledge round to hearts that Do J ol l , unt > c m ! 1,1 . 
are true, hoy, trim, shudder, as o or you we tread ? 

That the sky of this life opens o’er ns, .. 4 

And Heaven gives a glimpse of its 
blue. NE’ER TALK OF WISDOM’S 


Talk of Adam in Eden reclining, 
Wo are better, far butter ulf 


boy, thus; 


NE’E^ TALK OF WISDOM’S 
GLOOMY SCHOOLS. 

Malmtta Air. 


For him but lino bright eyes were shin- , , , . . 

iug_ Nii KRtalkof Wisdom s gloomy schools; 

S.-ewhatniimliersaresparkliiigforus! G i vo m .°. tl10 who’s able 

1 ° 4 o draw Ins moral thoughts and rules 

im .. , ., . , , From the Hunsliiuu of the table 

Y. . W* * Win, Iimm. how liglilily, fatly,» 

A l (.■''i.i 11 , , This world and all that’s in it, 

And Uolherabiuocyobeams,boy, From thu h that but crowns his 
"earns, [, lSH 

Krit! ^S^' WXli th ° Wi "° MUl Ami is’gone again next minute. 

In distm l» even a saint from his The diamond sleeps within tho mine, 
mt ,.... . The pearl beneath tho water; 

1 hough Hus life like a river is flowing, While Truth, more precious, dwells in 
I care not lmw fast it goes on, hoy, W me, 

„ ,' m > . The grape’s own rosy daughter I 

While the grape on its hank still is And none can prize her eliarnislikoliim, 


gi'owmg, 


Oil! none like him obtain her, 


And mtoli eyes light the waves as Who thus can, like Leamlcr, swim 


they rim. 


Through sparkling Hoods to gain her I 


WHERE SHALL WE BURY OUR. nEIlE SLEE j. s THE BARD! 
SiiAMl ' : ’ Ilk,hind Air, 


Hnnn sleeps tho Bard who know so well 
Wit MB shall we bury our shame '! A11 tho sweet windings of Apollo’s shell, 

Where, in what desolate place, Whether its music rolled like torrents 
Hide the last wreck of a name near, 

Broken and stained by disgrace? Or died, like distant streamlets, on tho 
Death may dissever the chain, ear! 

Oppression will cease when we’re Sleep, mute Bard! unheeded now, 
gmm ; The storm and zephyr sweep thy life* 

Hut the dishonour, the stain, less brow 

I lie as we may, will live on. , That storm, whoso rush is like thy mar 


Was it for this we sent out 
Liberty's cry from our shore J 


tial lay; 

That breeze which, like thy love-song, 
dies away i 
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BO NOT SAT THAT LOT IS 
WANING. 

Do not say that life 1 b waning, 

Or that Hope’s sweet day is set; 

While I’ve thee and love remaining, 
Life is in th’ horizou yet, 

Do not think those charms are flying, 
Though thy roses fade and r fall; 

Beauty hath a grace undying, 

Which in thee survives them all. 

r 

Not for charms, the newest,, brightest, 
That on other cheeks may shine, 

Would 1 change the least, the slightest/* 
That is ling’ring now o’er thine, 


THE GAZELLE. 

ft 

Dost thou not hoar the silver bell 
Through yonder lime-trees ringing ? 
'Tis my lady's light gazelle, 

To me her love thoughts bringing,— 
All the while that silver hell 
Around his dark neck ringing. 


NO-LEAVE MY HEART TO REST. 

No—leave my heart to rest, if rest it 
may, 

When youth, and love, and hope, have 
passed away. 

Couldst thou, when summer hours are 
lied, 

To some poor leaf that's fall'n and 
dead, 

Bring back the hue it wore, the scent 
it shed ? 

[ No—leave this heart to rest, if rest it 
may 

When youth, dud love, and hope, have 
passed away. 

Oh, had I meet thee then, when life 
was bright, 

Thy smile might still have fed its tran¬ 
quil light ; 

But now then oom’st like sunny skies, 

Toe late to olieer the seaman’s eyes, 

When wrecked and lost his bark before 
him lies I 

No—leave this heart to rest, if rest it 
may, 

Since youth, and love, and hope, havo 
passed away, 


See, in his mouth lie hears a wreath, 
My love hath kissed in tying; 

Oh, what tender thoughts beneath 
Those silent flowers are lying,— 

Hid within the mystic wreath, 

My love bath kissed in tying! 

Welcome, dear gazelle, to thee, 

And joy to her, the fairest, 

Wiio thus hath breathed her soul to me, 
In every leaf thou bearcat; 

Welcome, dear gazelle, to thee, 

And joy to her, the fairest! 

Hail, ye living, speaking flowers, 

That breathe of her who bound ye • 
Oh, ’twas not in fields or bowers, 

'Twas on her lips, she found ye ;— 
Yes, ye blushing, speaking flowers, 
’Twas on her lips she found ye. 


WHERE ARE THE VISIONS. 

“Where are the visions that round 
me once hovered, 

Forms that shed grace from their 
shadows alone; 

LooIcb fresh as light from a star just 
discovered, 

And voices that Music might tako 
for lufr own ? ” * 

Time, while I spoke, with his wings 
resting o’er me. 

Heard inc say, “Where are those 
» visions, oh where ? ” 

And pointing his wand to the sunset 
before me, 

Said, with a voice like the hollow 
wind, “There, 1 ” 


NATIONAL AIRE , 609 

Fondly I looked, when the wizard had And though as Time gathers his clouds 
spoken, o’or our head, 

And there, 'mid the dim shining ruins A shade somewhat darker o’er life they 
of day, may spread, 

Saw, by their light, like a talisman Transparent, at least, bo the shadow 
broken, they cast, 

The last golden fragments of hope So that Love’s softened light may shine 
melt away. through to the last, 


WIND THY HORN, MY HUNTER 
BOY. 

Wind thy horn, my hunter hoy, 

And leave thy lute’s inglorious sighs; 
Hunting is tho hero’s joy, 

Till war his nobler game supplies. 
Hark! the hound-bells ringing sweet, 
While hunters shout, and tho woods 
repeat, 

Ililli-ho! Ililli-ho! 

Wind again thy cheerful horn, • 
Till echo, faint with answ’ring, dies: 
Burn, bright torches, burn till morn, 
And lead ns where the wild hoar lies, 
Hark! the cry, “He’s found, he’s 
found,” 

While hill and valley our shouts re¬ 
sound, 

Hilli-ho! Ililli-ho! 


SLUMBER, OH SLUMBER. 

“Slumber, oh slumber; if sleeping 
thou mak’st 

My heart heat so wildly, I’m lost if thou 
wak'st." 

•• Thus sung I to a maiden, 

Who slept one summer’s day, 
And, like a flower o’erladon 
With too much sunshine, lay. 
Slumber, oh slumber, &c. 

“ Breatho not, oh breathe not, ye winds, 
o’er hof checks; 

If mute thus she charm me, I’m lost 
when she speaks," 

Thus sing I, while, awaking, . 

Slio murmurs words that Boern 
As if her lips were taking 
Farewell of some sweet dream. 
Breathe not, oh breathe not. 


OH, GUARD OUR AFFECTION. 

On, guard our affection, nor e'er let it 
feel 

Tho blight that this world o’er the 
warmest will steal: 

While the faith of all round us is 
fading or past, 

Lot ours, ever green, keep its bloom to 
the last. 

Far safer for Lovo ’tis to Wake and to 
weep, 

As he used in his prime, than go 
smiling to sleep; 

For death on his slumber, eold death 
follows fast, 

While the love that is wakoful lives on 
to the last. 


BRING THE BRIGHT GARLANDS 
HITHER, 

Bring the bright garlands hither, 

Ere yet a leaf is dying; 

If so soon they must wither, 

Ours ho their last sweet sighing, 

Hark, that low dismal chime I 

'Tis the dreary voice of Time. 

Oli, bring beauty, bring roses, 

Bring all that yet is ours; 

Let life'B day, as it closes, 

Shine to tiie last through flowers, 

llasto, ore the howl’s declining, 

Drink of it now or never; 

Now, while Beauty is shining, 

Love, or she’s lost for ever. 
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Hark! again that dull chime, 

’Tis the dreary voice of Time. 

Oh, if life be a torrent, 

Down to oblivion going, 

Like this cup be its current, 
Bright to the last drop flowing! 


IP IN LOVING, SINGING. 

t- 

If in loving, singing, night and day, 
Wo could trifle merrily life away, 

Like atoms dancing in thcjbenm, 

Like day-flies skimming o’er the stream, 
Or summer blossoms, born to sigli 
Their sweetness out, and die— plP 
How brilliant, thoughtless, side by side, 
Thou and I could make our minutes 
glide 1 

No atoms over glanced so bright, 

No day-flies over danced so light, 

Nor summer blossoms mixed their sigh, 
So close as thou and I! * 


THOU LOV’ST NO MORE. 

Too plain, alas! my doom is spoken, 

Nor const thou veil the sail truth o'er; 

Thy heart is changed, thy vow is 
broken, 

Thou lov'sfc no morc—thou lov’nt no 
more. 

Though kindly still those eyes behold me, 
The smile is gone which once they 
wore; 

Though fondlystillthose arms enfold me, 
’Tis not the eninc—thou lov'st no 
moro. 

Too long my dream of ldiss believing, 
I’ve thought thee all thou wort before • 

But now—alas! there’s no deceiving. 

’Tis all too plain, thou lov’st no more. 

Oh, thou as soon the dead couldst 
waken, • 

As lost affection's life restore, 

Give peace to her that is forsaken, 

Or bring back him who loves no 
moro, 


WHEN ABROAD IN THE WORLD. 

When abroad in the world thou ap- 
pearest, 

And the young and the lovely arc 
there, 

To my heart while of all thou’rt the 
dearest, 

To my eyes thnu’rt of all the most' 
fair. 

They pass, one by one, 

Like waves of ibc sea, 

That, say to the son, 

‘‘See, how fair we can lie." 
But, where’s tlm light like thine, 

In sun or shade to shims ? 

No—no, ’along them all, there is no¬ 
thing like thee, 

Nothing like thee. 

Oft, of old, without farewell or warning, 

Beauty's self used to steal from tlm 

* skies;’ 

Fling a mist round her head some line 
morning, 

Ami post down to carlh in disguise; 
But, no nuttier what shroud 
Around her might lie, 

Men peeped through the cloud, 
And whispered, “ 'Tis she," 

So them, where thousands are, 

Sldn’st forth tho only star,-- 

Ycr, yes, ‘lining them all, there is no. 
thing like thee, 

Nothing like thee. 


KEEP THOSE EYES STILL 
PURELY MINE. 

Kekp those eves still purely mine, 
Though far off l he: 

When en others most they shine, 
Then think they’re turned on me 

Should those lips :ts now respond 
To sweet minstrelsy, 

When their accents seem roost fond, 
Then think they’re breathed forme. 

Make wlmt hearts thou wilt thy own, 
if when all on tlmo 

Fix their charmed thoughts alone, 
Thou tbink’st tho while on me, 
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HOPE COMES AGAIN. 

Horn comes again, to this heart long a 
stranger, 

Once more she sings me her flatter¬ 
ing strain; 

But hush, gentle syren—for, all, there’s 
less danger 

In still suffering on, than in hoping 
again, 

Long, long, in sorrow, too deep for 
repining, 

Gloomy, Imt tranquil, this bosom 
hath lain ; 

And joy coming now, like a sudden 
light shining 

O’er eyelids long darkened, would 
bring me but pain. 

Ply then, ye visions, that Hope would 
shed o’er me; 

Lost to the future, my sole chance <Jf 
rest 

Now lies not in dreaming of bliss that’s 
before me, 

But, ali—in forgetting how once I 
was blest. 


0 SAY, THOU BEST AND 
BRIGHTEST, 

0 Bay, thou best and brightest, 

My first love and my last, 

When !k“,_ whom now tlum slightest, 
From life's dark sceno hath past, 
Will kinder thoughts tlum move thou ? 

Will pity wake one thrill 
For him who lived to love tlieo, ,, 

And dying, loved,thee still ? • 

If when that hour recalling 
From which lie dates his woes, 

Thou foel’st a tear-drop falling, 

Ah, blush not while it flows; 

But, all the past forgiving, 

Bend gently o'er his shrine, 

Ami say, "This heart, when living, 

, With all its fu"its, was miuo,’’ 


WHEN NIGHT BRINGS THE 
. HOUR, 

Wnra night brings the hour 
Of starlight and joy, 

There comes to my buwer 
A fairy-winged boy; 

With eyes so bright, 

So full of wild arts, 

Like riots of light, 

To tangle young hearts; 

With lips, in whose keeping 
Love’s secret may dwell, v 
Like Sapliyr asleep in 
Some rosy sea-shell. 

Guess who he is, 

• Name but his name, 

And his best kiss 
For reward you may claim. 

Where’er o’er the ground 
Ho prints his light feet, 

The flow'rs there are found 
Most shining and sweet: 

His looks, as soft 
As lightning in May, 

Though dangerous oft, 

Ne'er wound lmt in play; 

And oh, when his wings 
_ Have brushed o’er my lyre, 
You'd fancy its strings 
Were turning to lire. 

Guess who lie is, 

Name but his name, 

And his host kiss 
For reward you may claim. 

™—♦— 

LIKE ONE WHO, DOOMED. 

Lntn one who, doomed o’er distant 
sens 

His weary path to measure, 

When home at length, with fav'ring 
breeze, 

He brings the far-sought treasure; 

His ship, in sight of shore, goes down, 
That shore to which lie hasted; 

And all the wealth lie thought his own 
Is o'er tho waters wasted, 
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Like him, this heart, through many a 
track 

Of toil and sorrow straying, 

One hope alone brought fondly back, 
Its toil and grief repaying. 

Like him, alas! I see that ray 
Of hope before me perish, 

And one dark minute sweep away 
What years where given to cherish. 


FEAR HOT THAT, WHILE 
AROUND THEE. 

( 

Peak not that, while around thee 
Life’s varied blessings pour, 

One sigli of hers shall wound thee, 
Whose smile thou seek’st no more. 

Mo, dead and cold for ever 
Let our past love remain; 

Once gone, its spirit never 
Shall haunt thy rest again. 

May the new ties that bind thee 
Far sweeter, happier prove, 

Nor e’er of me remind thee, 

Hut by their truth and love. 

Think how, asleep or waking, 

Thy image haunts me yet; 

But, liow tiiis heart is breaking, 

For thy own peace forget. 


WHEN LOVE IS KIND. 

When Love is kind, 
Cheerful and free, 
Love’s sure to find 
Welcome from me. 

But when Love brings 
Heartache or pang, 
Tears, and such things— 
Love may go hang! 

If Love can sigh 
For one-alone, 

Well pleased am I' 

To be that one. 


But should I see 
Love given to rove 
To two or three, 

Then—good-bye, Love! 

Love must, in short, 

Keep fond and true, 
Through good report, 

And evil too.' 

Else, here I swear, 

Young Love may go, 
For aught I cure— 

To Jericho. 


THE GARLAND I SEND THEE. 

The garland I send thee was culled 
from those bowers 

Where thou and I wandered in long 
vanished hours; 

Not a leaf or a blossom its bloom hero 
displays, 

But hears some remembrance of those 
happy days. 

The roses were gathered by that garden 
gate, 

Where our meetings, though early, 
seemed always too late; 

Where lingering full oft through a 
summer-night’s moon, 

Our partings, though late, appeared al¬ 
ways too soon. 

The rest were all culled from the banks 
of that glade, 

Where, watching the sunset, so often 
we've strayed, 

And mourned, as the time went, that 
Love had no power 

To bind in his chain even one hannv 
hour. . u 


HOW SHALL I WOO? 

He I speak to thee in Friendship's name, 
Thou think’st I speak too coldly; 

If I mention Love’s devoted flame, 

Thou say’at I speak too boldly. 
Between these two unequal fires, 

Why doom me thus to hover! 
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I’m a friend, if such thy heart requires, I Thus may we, as years are flying. 


If more thou seek’st, a lover. 

Which shall it be? How shall I woo ? 
Fair one, choose between the two. 

Though the wings of Love will brightly 
play 

When first he comes to woo thee, 
There’s a chance that he may fly away 
As fast as he flies to thee. 

While Friendship, though on foot she 
come, 

No flights of fancy trying, 

Will, therefore, oft be found at home 
When Love abroad is flying. 

Which shall it be? Howslmll I woo ? 
Dear one, choose between the two. 

H neither feeling suits thy heart, 

Let’s see, to please thee, whether 
We may not learn some precious art 
To mix their charms together; • 

One feeling, still more sweet, to form 
From two so sweet already— 

A friendship that like love is warm 
A love like friendship steady. 

Thus let it be, thus let mo woo, 

Dearest, thus we’ll join the two. 


To their flight our pleasures suit, 

Nor regret the blossoms dying, 

While we still may taste the fruit. 
Oh, while days like this are ours, 
Where’s the lip that dares repine ? 
Spring may take our loves and flowers, 
So Autumn loaves us friends and wine. 


LOVE ALONE. 

Ip thou vnpuldst have thy charms en¬ 
chant our eyes, 

First win our hearts, for there thy em- 

• ( pire lies: 

Beauty in vain would mount a heartless 
throne, 

Her Right Divine is given by love alone. 

What would the rose with all her pride 
be worth 

Were there no sun to call her brightness 
forth ? 

Maidens unloved, like flowers in dark¬ 
ness thrown, 

Wait but that light which comes from 
Love alone. 

Fair as thy charms in yonder glass 
appear, 

Trust not their bloom, they’ll fade from 
year to year: 

Wouldst thou they still should shine as 
first they shone, 

Go, fix thy mirror in Love’s eyes alone. 


C-T>T>T\m l >tt\ , TTrUTTuriT AlUSII “Oil WlCir UIUUU1, IIICV il lllUC U'UJU 

SPRING AND AUTUMN.. year to year: 

Eveuy season hath its pleasures ; Wou ' dst f ?, lou ^ st!11 sll0ul(1 shine as 

Spring may boast her flowery prime, r t iejr . 8 T , . 

Yet the vineyard’s ruby treasures Go ’ flx ^ mirror 111 Love 8 e >’ eH fl,one ' 

Brighton Autumn’s soberer time. -«>— 

So Life’s year begins and closes: 

Days, though shortening, still can MEETING OF THE SHIPS. 

Whatrimugh youth gave love and roses, 2™ °’ er th( j silen . tBei18 a,on0 , , 

Age still leaves u friends anA wine, lor and lu « llt8 mvo cliecrIess 

gOllGy 

pi mi. , , , ,, , . Oh, they who’ve felt it know how sweet* 

is, when she might have caught Some sunny morn a sail to meet. 


All the spring looked coy and shy, 
Yet herself in Autumn sought me, 
When the flowers wore all gone by. 
All! too lateshe found her lover 
Calm and free beneath his vine, 
.Drinking to the Spring-time over 
In his best autumnal wine. 


Sparkling at onee is every eye, 

“Ship ahoy! ship ahoy!” our joyful 

«v; 

While answering back the sounds we 
hear 

“Ship ahoyl ship ahoy! what cheer! 
what cheer?’’ 


514 


JHATIOFAI airs. 


Then sails ate hacked, we nearer come, 
Kind words are said of friends and 
home; 

And soon, too soon, we part with pain, 
To sail o’er silent seas again. 


IIIP, HIP, HURRA! 

Come, fill round a bumpetf fill up to 
the brim, 

He who shrinks from a bumper I pledge 
not to him; « 

"Here’s the girl that each loves, be her 
eye of what line 

Or lustre it may, so her heart is 
true.” 

Charge! (drinks) hip, hip, hurra, 
hurra 1 

Come, charge high again, hoys, nor let 
the full wine 

heavo a space in the brimmer where 
daylight may shine; 

"Here’s the friends of our youth— 
though of some we're bereft, 

May the links that are lost hut endear 
what are left! ” 

Charge! (drinks) hip, hip, hurra, 
hurra! 

Once more fill a bumper— ne’er talk of 
the hour; 

On hearts thus united old Time has no 
power. 

“ May our lives, though, alas! like the 
wine of to-night, 

They must soon have an end, to the last 
flow as bright.” 

Charge! (drinks) hip, hip, hurra, 
hurra! 

Quick, quick, now, I’ll give you, since 
Time’s glass will run 

Even faster than ours doth, three bum¬ 
pers in one; 

Here’s the poet who sings—here’s the 
warrior who fights— 

"Here’s the statesman who speaks, in 
the cause of men’s rights 1 ” 

Charge 1 (drinks) hip, hip, hurra, 
hurra 1 


Come, once more a bumper!—then 
drink as you please, 

Though who could fill half-way to toasts 
such as those 1 

“ Here's our next, joyous meeting—and 
oh, when we meet, 

May our wine he as bright and our 
union as sweet 1 " 

Charge! (drinks) hip, hip, hurra, 
hurra! 


HUSH, HUSII1 

"Hush, hush!”— how well 
That sweet word sounds, 

■Whan Love, the little sentinel, 
Walks his night-rounds; 

Then, if a foot but dare 
One rose-leaf crush, 

Myriads of voices in the air 
Whisper, “Hush, hush!" 

* “ Hark, hark, ’tig he! ” 

The night-elves cry, 

And hush their fairy harmony, 
While he steals by; 

But if his silvery feet 
One dcwdrop brush, 

Voices are heard in chorus sweet, 
Whispering, " Hush, hush! ” 


THE PARTING BEFORE THE 
BATTLE. 

HE. 

I On to the field, our doom is sealed, 
To conquer or ho slaves: 

This sun shall see our nation free, 

Or set upon our graves. 

# SHE. 

Farewell, oh farewell, my love! 

May Heaven thy guardian be, 

And send bright angels from above 
To bring thee back to me. 

» HE, 

On to the field, the battle-field, 

Where Freedom’s standard waves, 
This sun shall see our tyrant yield, 

Or shine upon our graves. 
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THE WATCHMAN. SAY, WIIAT SHALL WE DANCE. 

A trio. 

Say, what shall wo dance ? 

watchman. Shall tvo bound along the moonlight 

Past twelve o'clock—past twelve. plain 

Good night, good night, my dearest— To music of Italy, Greece, or Spain ? 

How fast the moments fly! Say, what shall we dance ? 

’Tis time to part, thou henrest Shall we, like those who rove 
That hateful watchman’s cry. Through bright Grenada's grove, 

To the light Bolero’s measures move ? 
watchman. Or choose the Guaracia’s languishing 

Past one o'clock—past one. Buy, 

Yet stay a moment longer— tliusio its sound die away ? 

Alas! why is it so, 

Tim wish to stay grows stronger, Strike the gay chords, 

J,| Lot us hear each strain from every 
shore . 

That music haunts, or young feet wan¬ 
der o’er. 

Hark! 'tis the light march, to whose 
measured time, 

The Polish lady, by her lover led, 
Delights through gay saloons with step 
imtired to tread, 

Or sweeter still, through moonlight 
walks, 

Whose shadows serve to hide 
The blush that’s raised by him who 
talks 

Of love the while by her side; 

Then comes the smooth waltz, to whoso 
floating sound 

Like dreams wo go gliding around,, 

Say, which shall we dance ? which shall 
we dance i 


H 


more tis time to go l 

WATCHMAN. 

Past two o'clock—past two: 

Now wrap thy cloak about thee— 
The hours must sure go wrong, 

For when they’re passed without tllee 
They’re, oh, ton times us long. 

WATCHMAN. 

Past three o’clock—past three. 

Again that dreadful warning! 

Had ever time such flight? 

And see the sky, 'tis morning 
So now, indeed, good night, 

WATCHMAN, 

Fust three o'clock—past three. 

Good night, good night, 





A MELOLOGUE UPON NATIONAL MUSIC.. 



T he se verses were written for a Benefit at the Dublin The.itro, and were 
spoken by Miss Smith, with a'degree of success, which they owed solely to her 
admirable manner of reciting them. I wrote them in lmste, and it very rarely 
happens that poetry, which lias cost but little labour to the writer, is productive 
of any great pleasure to the reader, Birder this impression, .1 should not have 
' published them, if they had not found their way into some of the newspapers, 
with such an addition of errors to their own original stock, that I thought it 
hut fair to limit their responsibility to those faults .alone which really belong to 
them. . 

With respect to the title which I have invented for this Poem, I feel even 
more than the scruples of the Emperor Tiberius, when lie humbly asked pardon 
of the Homan Senate for using ‘ the outlandish, term Monopoly. ’ But the truth 
is, having written the Poem with tho sole view of serving a .Benefit, I thought 
that an unintelligible word of this kind would not bo without its attraction for 
the multitude; with whom, ‘ If ’tia not sense, at least ’tis Greek.’ To some of 
my readers, however, it may not bo superfluous to say, that by 1 Melologiio’ I 
mean that mixture of recitation and music, which is frequently adopted in the 
performance of Collins's Ode on the Passions, and of which the most striking 
example I can remember, is the prophetic speech of Jowl, la the Atlualio of 
Racine. 

T. M. 


INTRODUCTORY MUSIC--%d«. 


Then breathes the language, known and felt 
Ear as the pure air spreads its living tone* 

Wherever rage can rouse, or pity melt 
That language of the soul is felt <tnd known.* 

Emm those meridian plains, 

(Where oft, of old, on some high tower, 

The soft Peruvian pour’d his midnight strains, 

And call’d his distant love with such sweet power 
That when she heard, the lonely lay, 

Not worlds could keep l'or from his arms away 1 ) 

’A certain Spaniard, one night late, met an passion, and I cannot refuse the summons! for 
Indian woman in the streets oi Oozco, and would love constrains me to go, that I may lie his with 
have taken her to his home, but sho cried "For and lie myhushai!d. , '-(;ureilas 3 o do la Voga. in 
God s sake, sir, let me go; for that pipe which Mir Paul ltycaut’s translation. 
kou hear in sender tower calls me with great! 


MELOLOGUE. 


bleak climes of polar night, 

Where, beneath a sunless sky. 

The Lapland lover bids his reindeer fly, 

And sums along the lengthening waste of sno-w 
As blithe as if the blessed light 
Of vernal Phoebus bum’ll upon his brow. 

0 Music! thy celestial claim 
Is still resistless, still the same j 
And faithful as the mighty sea 

lo the pale star that o’er its realm oreeides. 
Lhe spell-bound tides 
Of human passion rise and fall for thee J 
_ 0 

GREEK AIR. 

wfG ’I is a firm ' an mi » d tort sings, 

While from llissus’ silvery springs 

.J, ‘ e i- a , th . e uuo1 W 1 her graceful urn • 
And by her side, m music s charm dissolving, 
oome patriot youth, the glorious past revolving, 
Dreams of bright flays that never„eau return ; 

wVi . , th ? ua in,raL ' d olive bough 
with hands, by tyrant power unchain’d, 

And braided for the Muse’s brow 
^ ™i e ‘ tyrant touch unstain’d. 

When heroes trod each classic field, 

Whore coward feet now faintly falter • 

When every arm was Freedom’s shield. 

And every heart was Freedom’s altar. 

flourish of trumpet. 

Hark 1 ’tis the sound that charms 
the war-steed's wakening ears •— 

Oh! many a mother folds her arms 
hound her hoy-soldier, when that call she hears, 
And though her fond heart sink with fears 
s pro-id to feel his young.pulse bound 
Wit!, valour’s fervour at the sound! 

« rice 1 froiu his native hills afar, 

Ilie rude Helvetian Hies to war, 

Careless for what, for whom he lights, 

1 .^ 01 * slave or despot, wrongs or rights i 
A conqueror oft—a hero never— 

Yet lavish of Ids life-blood still, 

Ah if ’twora like his mountain lili, 

And gush’d for ever 1 
0.Music 1 here, even here, ■■ 

Amid this thoughtless wild career, 

Tb ;,L! 0n '. f • 4 dl i a T “Wta-ite wondrous power. 
Umrc is an air, which oifc among the rooks 


Mmioimn 


Of bin own loved km I, at; ovi'iiing hour, 
la heard when HhcpiioidM hmnoward t»«|*e their flocks *. 

Oh | every note of it wouhl thrill !ii« mind 
With tunilorKHt thoughts - would around Imi is net! 
i'lio rosy children whom Ito loft hohiii-l, 

Anil fill emit lifctli! suti.'sd 
With speaking loam tliat ask him why 
Bo wander'd front Ida hut for sceiii’* liU« tln-ac ? 

Vain, vain kthun tlm trumpet,'a brazen rmir, 
rjweels notes of liimm of love-mc nil ho hears, 

Ami the stnvn cycn, tlmt. look'd f»r hloo*l Loinm, 

Now molting muuruful hem Uicnmclve; in train! 

* 

SWISS AIU. 

But wake the trmn|iut'aWu!«t again, 

And muse the rucks of warrior men f 
0 War! when Truth thy arm employ.;, 

And Freedom's spirit guidra the lakoirm,; morn, 

’Tis then thy vengeance laki-s n, hallow'd Imiii, 

Ami like imaVtiu'n iiglitning wnawily d> liojs 
Nor Musk ! tfirmipli thy hiviftiiiiie iijdiTii-, 

Lives there a sound more grateful to ih» ear 
lit him who iniule all Imrnmiiy, 

Thau the bloid; nound of fetters l*r« ahm.', 

And the first hymn Hint; man, nwnhim; 

From Slavery'll .‘dumber, hrentima to Likiit) '* 

Sl’ANlSM A lit. 

HARK ! from Sjmiti, indignant Spain, 
liuratH the hold eutinisinat strain, 

Like iminiinp’ii tuniiie on the air, 

And seems in every note to swear, 

By Saragossa's ruin'd streets. 

By bravo Gunman denthiul story, 

Tliat while m Spaniurd'i! lift.*-blood Lents, 

That hlood shall stain the (V>iii|iieiur'!i glory? 
lint ait I if vain the patriot's /.ml. 

If neither valour's form nor wbiomV; light 
Uiui break or melt that bhnol commuted sea’, 

Which shuts ho eloae the Look of Kuiopi; « right 
What wnin,' shall thou in Hadnwn toll 
Of broken pride, of prospoets lilmded ; 

Of buried hopes, remiuiilntrM well. 

Of irnlmir ipioneliVl and limmiti’ faded '! 

What iuiihi! shall moum 4lm hreatldem hntvtt, 

In sweetest dirge at memory's shrine 
What harp shall sinli o'er Frcudum'd grave ? 

0 Jfiriu 1 tiiim! 1 

IRISH AIU. Urumitditi:, 
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PREFACE/ 

Trns Boom, somewhat different in form, ami much more limited in extent, was 
originally designed as an episode fer*iy work about which I. have been, at „ 
intervals, employed during the last two years. Borne months since, however, 
l found, that my friend Lord Byron had, by an accidental coincidence, chosen 
the same subject tor a drama; and as 1, could not but fed the disadvantage of 
comum after jh> formidable a rival, I, thought it best to publish my humble 
sketch immediately, with such alterations and additions as 1 lmd time to make, 
and thus, by an earlier appearance in the literary horizon, give myself the 
chaiteu of what iwtruiioineiu call an Ihiuml rising, before the luminary,in whoso 
light I was to bo lost, should appear. 

As objections may Innuailo, by persons whoso opinions I. respect, to the 
selection of a subject of thin nature from the Scripture, 1 think it right to re¬ 
mark that, in point of fact, tint subject is wd scriptural— the notion upon which 
it is founded (tlmt of tlie love of angels for women) having originated in an 
erroneous translation by tlm LX X, of that vorso in the sixth chapter of Genesis, 
upon which the solo authority for the fable rests, 1 Thu foundation of my story, 
therefore, has as little to do with Holy Writ as have the dreams of the latter 
ITatonists, or the reveries of the Jewish divines; and, in appropriating the 
notion thus to the uses of poetry, 1 have dime no mure than establish it ill that 
region of lietion, to which the opinions of the most rational Fathers, and of all 
other Christian tlieolcginiiH, have long ago consigned it, 

In addition to tlm lituesa of the milijuot for poetry, it struck me also as 

»llicnrrornfthfiseliUcrpriili'fs(ami, it bsaid, uuilovstnuilla uinuu tlm dcmdnnti of Belli, by 

of tim iilil italic vii roll in mho) whs in making it Huoh .it family oikilinrl.y larourcil by Heaven, 

m Ayyttot row «ew, * tlin Augthat (iiwl,' iiisloiiii brcwiMi with them men first: Ihhjiiu to < call upon 

at ilm Ami* -hi tnidtuha wblirh, (i>;>4fod by tin* tlm imimi u f tlm J,ord' wlille, tv ‘ the iliuitrbleiH 

alldjortaig cimifflciits 01 J’lillo, find tlm rliitjmo- nf men * they suiiiiiisu tlial the ciUTitnt mee of 
ilieal fletiimo of Hie Hunk el hiwflli, ww mere i.'iihi isibmigimtmi. The iimliutiiilty, however, is. 
tliau iiuMeiittonihait tliemiitgiMitloimofinieli tlmt tliiMvonls In imeetimi might to liuve been 
ImlHiiaan write m CIchihiih AlcxntuIrlmiN, translated • the wins uf the milib nr mitt mon,* 
lertailiaii, ami Laetwitiiw, who, chielly immim a* we find tlieiii interpreted In tlm Tlirirnm of 
Ilmtathers,Jiiiyeiniliilgudthemselvesinfaueiiiil uukelos(themustiuieieutandluiiinnitooral]tlie 
reviirlcs uihiii the sai'ji-et.; Thegreater number, i.liiild de paraphi'M, and as, it a'pnaro from 
however, have rejected the talon with India- Cyril, tlie version uf Hyminiieliiw also rendered 
mitioii, Ciiryoimtoit, iililHtwi*nty.si‘iiiiti«llIora«y them. This traiislntiim of the naiwo removed 
muml.nicHiH, earnestly exposes liiudenmllty ; mid all dlfileiilty, mid at once relievos tin: Bnered 
K^i , #< W uimtM ¥ «li ? w ")»I*» , nitIon ns eyyvnjuipuf, History of on exMvapm, which, however it 
tHirileringon lolly, Aenirditia to tlm Fatliers may suit thcimuainntiim of the poet, iB ineon. 

(and their opinion IiiuIkioii tollowcdhy all the sletent with all our tiotlmnu boeh. phiioBophlofli 
ihenlotrians. down from tit, 'i'jioinaa to Caryl ara( him! ro|bMi . 

(Llghtfnot), the t ’must ™ 



liSO 
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capable of affording an allegorical medium, through which might ho shadowed 
out (us l have endeavoured to do iu tho following stories) the fall of the soul 
from its original purity-tho loss of light ami happiness which it suffers, in tho 
pursuit of this world’s perishable pleasures—amt tho punishments, both from 
cmiBoience mid divine justice, with which,imparity, pride, and presumptuous 
inquiry into tho awful secrets of God, are sure to be visited. The beautiful 
story of Ouphl and Psycho owes its chief charm to this sort of ‘ veiled meaning, 
and it has been my wish (however I,may have failed in the attempt) to com¬ 
municate the same moral interest to the following pages. 


THE LOVES OF THE ANGELS, 


'Twah when the world was in its prime, 
When the fresh stars had just begun 
Their race of glory, and young Time 
Told his first birthdays by the son; 
When, in tho light of Nature's dawn 
■ Rejoicing, men and angels met 
On tiie high hill and snunyiawn,— 
lire Sorrow came, or Sin had drawn _ 
’Twixt man and Heaven her curtain 
yet! 

When earth lay nearer to tho slues 
Than in these dayB of crime and woe, 
And mortals saw, without surprise, 

In the mid air, angelic eyes 
Gazing upon this world below. 

Alas, that passion should profane, 
Even then, the morning of tho earth! 
That, sadder still, the fatal stain 
Should fall mi hearts of heavenly 
birth— 

And that from woman’s love should fall 
So dark a stain, most sad of all! 

One evening, in that time of bloom, 

On a hill's side, where hung the ray 
Of sunset, sleeping in perfume, 

Three noble youths conversing lay; 
And as they looked, from time to time. 
To the far slcy, where Daylight 
furled 

Ills radiant wing, their brows sublime 
Bespoke them of that distant world— 


Creatures of light, such as still play, 
Like motes iu sunshine, round'the 
Lord, 

And through their infinite array 
Transmit each moment, night and day, 
pie echo of his luminous word! 1 

Of heaven they spoke, and, still mort 
oft, 

Of the bright eyes that charmed them 
thence; 

Till, yielding gradual to the soft 
And balmy evening's influence- 
The silent breathing of tho flowers— 
The melting light that beamed above, 
As on their lirst fond erring hours, 
Each told the story of his love, 

The history of that hour mildest, 
When, like a bird, from its liigb nest 
Won down by fasoinating eyes, 

For woman's smile he lout; the skies. 

Tho first who spoke was one, with look 
The least celestial of the three—' 

A Spirit of light mould, that took 
The prints of earth most yieldingly; 
Who, even in heaven, was not of those 
Nearest the throne, but held a place 
Far off, among those shining rows 
That circle out through endless space 
And o’er whose wings the light from 
Him 

In Heaven’s Centro falls most dim. 


i IViimyrins(f)« 0fflfe*Ai/i«wri7o)l»cife|dnkn to descrilw tliiiHii conmnmirations of tins divine 
Hint, when iwiiuli re|iri»iil» the Hernplilm iw'tluniKhi Hint will, which urn rontlmnlJ/imssiiig 
cry inn <mt' una unto the other,' IMS tali'ton m Grow the liiulwrorfairu ig the imgels to the lower 
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Still fair and glorious, lie but shone 
Among tluise youths the uuhcavenliest 
one— 

A creature to whom light remained 
From Eden still, but altered, stained, 
And o’er whose brow not Love alone 
A blight bad, in his transit, sent, 
But other, eartblier joys had gone, 
And left their footprints as they 
went, 


Sighing, us through tho shadowy Past, 
Like a tomb-searcher, Memory ran, 
Lifting each shroud that time had oast 
O'er buried hopes, lie thus began 


FIRST ANGEL’S STORY. 

’Twak in a land, that far away 
Into tho golden orient lies, 
WluireNaliurc knows not Night's delay, 
Hut springs to meet her bridegroom, 
Day, 

Upon the threshold of the skies. 

One morn, on earthly mission sent. 
And midway choosing whore tolight, 
I. saw from tho blue element— 

Oh beautiful, but fatal sight !— 

One of earth’s fairest womankind, 

Half veiled from view, or rather 
shrined 

In the clear crystal of a brook j 1 
Which, while it hid no single gleam 
Of her young beauties, tniulu them look 
More spirit-like, as they might seem 
Through the dim shadowing of a 
dream. 

Pausing in wonder, I looked on, 

While, playfully around her breaking 
Tho waters, thatriike dianuBids shone, 
Elio moved in light of her own 
making. 

At length, as slowly I descended 
To view more near a sight so splendid, 

w* —■”-- -*.—«———---f“ 

1 This is luvnii upon tho authority, or mthev 
utwiriliiiK to llii! fancy,.of sonic of the Fntliurn, 
who hu[i|kih« Hint, tiii! vviimim of earth wtno 
first men iiy the imiftilii in this munition i ami St. 
Brwil ha# even 'inode it; the nimnim liiuniktion of 
Wilier a ritfimi’W rolo far tho toilet of Ills fair 


Tho tremble of my wings all o’er 
(For through each plume I felt the 
thrill) 

Startled her,'as she reached the shore 
Of that small lake—her mirror still— 
Above whose brink she stood, like snow 
When rosy with a sunset glow. 

Never shall I forgot those eyes !— 

The shame, the innocent surprise 
Of that bright face, when in the air 
Uplooking, she beheld me there. 

It seemed as if each thought, and look, 
And motion were that minute chained 
Fast to the spot, such root she took, 
Anil—like a sunflower by a brook, 
With face upturned—so still re- 
» raaiued! 

In pity to tho wondering maid, 

Though loth from such a vision 
turning, 

Downward I bent, beneath the shade 
Of my "spread wings, to hide tho 
burning 

Of glances which—I well could fed— 
For rue, for her, too warmly shone; 
But ere I could again unseal 
My restless eyes, or even steal 
One side-long look, the maid was 
gone- 

Hid from me in tho forest loaves, 
Sudden as when, in all her charms 
Of full-blown light, some cloud receives 
Thu moon into his dusky arms. 

"Pis not in words to toll tho power, 

The despotism, that, from that hour, 

Passion held o’er me.day and night 

I sought around each, neighbouring 
spot, 

And, in the chose of this sweet light, 
My task, and Heaven, mid all forgot— 
All but the ono, sole haunting dream 
Of her I saw in that bright stream. 

Nor was it long, ore by her side 
I found myself whole happy days, 

(M|ilou | willing, Ikbiw y«p turn iraj myufum). 
/lewi|. kiiAAiu; Kin nimn toeuv. vr/ms 1/Stti»)l' ymj- 
Tiiwria, kiu it? «v(//»urous Sin TicimjiMimifln/ir- 
■ mem, fli'jTous luroSeiAu ,—lie Peru Vbyinikt, 
tom. i. |i. 717. edit, 1’ivrin, 1018. 






the wv.es of the angels, 


Listening to words, whoso nmsio vied Wishing for wings that nlte mitfht go 
With our own Mon’s aumjili lays, Out of this sli:ul<m ; v world liehiw, 
Whim Hi)i'ii])h lays am warmed h.V low, To that Iren ghirmim element I 

But wanting fiat, far, far ahovu!. r( , meilt |, t ,,, j, v 

Amt looking into eyes where, him; liVt ,A 

And beautiful, liko Bkies won through * * *. */.. V * ... » i 

T sin ping awo, fornu! tJHironhoi.il When.t..r.m«;tohe;t t honoheiml 

A „«! L.-w ... 

Oh S; while I could hnaiyiml son ‘ 1 J, ,U ;" ., 

Suc]l w ; r(lN 1111,1 lo( ' kH ' ww ^' av ' m t0 hiSiSlf, i-ivi.iporily,"' h >U ' 
Though gross the air on earth I .trow, Alone,as all nm-h hrightthingimn: 
'Twiwhlusscil, whiloshu breutltcd it too ; My side employ to |.r.i> and Mono, 

Though dark the Howe,,, though dim Jj’^^."‘n.v tim'uol ih^U.'-inu 
Love lcnUhem light, while aim waf- "' Himin II,tl..-Kk-r«a|ii,m|» 
.... So innocent; the maid sw tree 


w 8 h‘ , ,, ,i , So innocent the maid •> lo >• 

Throughout creation I 1 m know ,, Vom 11M , r y tcii.l in »..il and frame, 

l wo separate worlds - the m, that W | |l)m te , lltV „ lV ,|, 

uiniill 


ainnll, , , To Ime, av, inou for, wdSi a liamti 

ildovod anil Iiomuimtteih]lilt which'’ i-.uHiT wihbd li.v , art) 

Where Ijcu twin*.the other, jill , 

The dull wide waste, where she was ^ ^ M 

ttt ‘G Knuii my mud lips the av-nval burst! 

But vain my nuit, my madness vain; Nut angry m» the ovlim? had 
Though gladly, from her eyes to gain No touch of anger, hat need sad 
One earthly look, one stray desire, ft; was a sorrow, calm n- doim, 
i. WolililliavetorntJiii wiiignthat bung ,.\ momnlnlm ss il.ai cmld not wt-ip, 
furled at my hack, ami o'er that hire So (ill,.,! llm loan w:w to tin- la ink, 
Dmiumod in heaven their fragments So fixed ami fiwn tin re f>i think 
Hungs— That angel natures- oven I, 

.'TurnshopelcHsnil-pure and unmoved Whose loro elm clung to, as the lie 
She stood, an lilies in the light Between her spirit ami tin* sky 
Of the hot nnim hut look more ,Should fall thus lo-miloni; j'nmi the 
white height 

And though she loved me, deeply loved, (if ( meh pmu glory into m», 

'Twits not as man, as niortat no, , 

Nothing of earth was in that glow- • That very night my low t had mown 
She loved me Imt us one of race Impatient »l ib; inward ioirtoiif’; 

Angelin, from that radiant plaee The term, too, ol toy -1 iv «:■». Itown, 
Shu saw so oft in dreams Unit heaven, And theUnij;ht \V mu the 

To which her prayers at morn were throne 
sent, Already, if a meteor shmio 

And on whoso light she gassed at oven, Between them and thi« ie tin r /mm, 

1 It is Iho oiiinlim of Kireher, Itleololus etc, ]||)iih luMthiiluid ■/««. f. bwj, M?-wm 
(and wm, J tietieve, to a certain dqfhic, that of See also i'aryl» wrt «n*^-**M* rt«j »* tto 
Ovilton), that tlic still's uni iniivwl iinil illreeiiiii h)' fiauie ti-ist. 

intollljreiwB or angola who preside over them. J ’ I lm watcher*, the (Mprmif m lo-aven,— 
Among other pamajnm IVmn Sorlptun 1 In support JMnj Aw*. in l'iuo«i pMw ouprli. #« 
of this notion, they die those words of I lie Bonk called emtidM#* t And » wm-lirrami an 
nf Job, * When the momma stars sang togetherIndy on# tameihwn frem heaveu. --tv. tit. 
upon which Klrehor remarks, 'Non tie uinterk 
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I bought twas their herald’s wing My heart was maddened—in the flush 
I' 1 '] 1 !ruing ;— Of the wild revel I gave way 

nitylid the potent spell-word, given To all that frantic mirth, that rush 
l o envoys hither front the skies, Of desperate gaiety, which they 
lid 1 !! |niminim:-:d, when hack to heaven Who never felt how pain’s excess 
It; m vheir hour or wish to rise, Can break out thus, think happiness— 

( min' to my 1 ps that fatal day; Sad, mimicry of mirth and life, 

And once, too, was ho nearly spoken, Whoso flashes come but from the strife 
I hut my spread plumage in the ray Of inward passions, like the light 
A ml breeze of heaven began to play— Struck out by clashing swordsiu fight. 
Wlmu my heart failed, the spell was 

hmlimi, ^ ^ _ Then, too, that juice of earth, the bane 1 

I he word iinlinished died away, And blessing of man’s heart and brain— 
Ami my checked plumca, ready to soar, That draught of sorcery, which brings 
Fell alack and lifeless an before. Phantoms of fair, forbidden things— 

^ Whose drops, like those of rainbows, 

I lew O'lllld I leave a world which she, TJnmiti,.. miafa fimf olwk min 

nr k . »,,,,, iiiruli! .It to in',! Lrtl, tlm wiao, 

N ”£.sa;:S:D *»,«»« 

... .,.,,1 Then first tlm fatal wine-cup rained 2 

W HC, rum, death, more nwc.it with her, It(1 ll(1WKof (Wui0ffl through my lips, 

I ban all heavonu pnmdcHt joys (feting whate’or ol light remained 
" 11 " ,lUl 1 To my lost soul into eclipse, 

And filling it with such wild dreariiB, 
Bui. in return that very day Such fantasies and wrong desires, 

A leimt was held, where, full of mirth, As in the absence of heaven's beams, 
l iiiim, crowding thick an Jlmvers that Haunt us for ever, like wild-fires 
play Thiitvvalkthisearth when day retires, 

in miniiimr winds, the young and guy 

Vml beautiful of this bright' earth' Now hear the rest.our banquet done, 

A ml alio wan there, and ’mid the young I sought huriu.the aeeuatomudbowor, 
A lid beautiful idiioil first, alone: Where late wo oft, when day was gone, 

Tinmuh mi Imr gentle brow still hung And the world hushed, had met alone, 

Tlmftlmd.iw 1 that morn had thrown At the same silent moonlight hour, 

The first that ever iiliamu or woo 1 found her-.oh, so licautifnl! ■ 

Had c #4 npi.m its vernal snow. Why, why have liupkissaugolseyes i 3 

i pHf id! that ii'hilrti If llm nature iiml written mi tlm Hiihjoctj Hit' iUh, tilth, mid lltli 
n!ivi!.ur,‘i .if miKi'hi, ihiilinwof thw oreuliim, iilmptWH, sixth lunik, nf tJUMrt «to» d«j fs, 
il,B cspiii ol' |Mr luinwlnlinyaiid tlm pmvi-r whom nlltho nslrannlinnrymvcrifBol the Itsbbina 
b-hii'li Hie}' (Miisiwi, nr min iiMibionully uinmimi, aliimt. angels amt dimunis urn oimnuiralcil, tho 
mi ii'.i'ltot-ii'iiiigmi-h huniiui liuc.'l.iiiiiH us eating, ipwstimiH iiUrilmleil to St, AiIiiuiiihIubi tho 
.|r;(ihiiV.iU‘M'le„ I elmll n*r IlifiHi) wlm am im trail inn of Ihiiinvoiitimi mmn tie Wmi/ii aftk 
jiisiniitvt!iii-.'.olti<iMuitiimi.luiluiliillnwlninvorksi Smiildm; nml Instly, tlm ponilci'ims lolio of 
Tin- tmli» urn tk Ci’fatid /llffimkp, Hmma if« 4 *s*Htb wU«« ttai rante will and all 
vaiin it tiioli ct)i<‘niuiit 1 nf Dinuyaius tin) Areo]m. that him ever lioeu fancied or maouinl, upon a 
aim, in whi li annmir much that Is heavy awl aulyeet which only mli writers euuhl have con- 
tritltiiR, there are sonm liiihlinm mitlons cmicei»i- trivial to render so dull, 
iits* ttir'mrcwv nfilii-m s|iirlm,il orentures i the * Some of the cininmatancca ni this story wore 
umAilintt dr l^mtmu Au>ielmi» nf St, Thoinus, Miggeotcd to mo by tho Eastern legend of tho two 
wJuTtj lit* HJiuHiiiutu inosfi prolixly iu^o tumli uu^rls, niivuiiinilMiirut, mi Itis givou byMuriti, 
Mbit im 1 wilt.!Imr iiiiKiilrt illuminate who saya that tho author of the lanlini founds 
t-wli xtlittV ’whether they s|ii!iik toeueli other,’ upon it the Mahometan prohibition of wine, llw 
,,j» ■ tho l%mm of t'ueeoina, containing Itahimliuiush tells the story differently, 
oiiwfa from almiyit every thtslogiim that 1 ms l» XertnlKan hnaglnea that the wortla of St, 
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Or why are there not flowers to cull, 

Ah fair as woman, in you skies ? 

Still did her brow, as usual, turn 
To her loved star, which seemed to burn 
Purer than ever on that night; 

While she, in looking, grew moro 
bright, 

As though that planet were an urn 
From which her eyes drank liquid 
. light. * 

There was a virtue in that scene, 

A spoil of holiness around, 

Which would havo—had myjirain not 
been 

Thus poisoned, maddened—held me 
bound, t 

Ah though I stood on God’s own 
ground. 

Even as it was, with soul all liiunc, 

And lips that burned in their own 
sighs, _ I 

1 stood to gaze, with awe and shame—, 
The memory of Eden emue * I 

Full o'er mo when I saw those eyes;, 
And though too well each glance of mine 
To the pale shrinking maiden proved 
How far, alas, from aught divine, 

Aught worthy of so pure a shrine, 

Was the wild love with which 1 loved, 
Yet must she, too, have pm-oh yes, 
’Tin soothing but to think she saw— 
The deep, true, soul-felt tenderness 
The homage of an angel's awe 
To her, a mortal, whom pure love 

Then placed above him.far above— 

And all that Struggle to repress 
A sinful spirit’s mad excess, 

Which worked within mo at that hour, 
When—with a voice, where Passion 
shod 

All the deep sadness of lmr power, 

Her melancholy power—1 said, 

Then he it ho —if hack to heaven 
1 must unloved, unpitied fly, 

Paul, ‘ Woman ought to have a veil on her tail, 
iw curnmt :f the anyth; have an evifat rote* 
tenet to the fatal claim which the beauty, of 
wornnn once produced upon Uiemi tinirKniil lu'ingn, 
■iee'thoHtraiiifo piMMipi of thin Father (>fc Virgin. 
Vdmitlu), beginning, ‘ W Mini propter nngelmi,’ 
ote., where his editor Pimmliua eiidmwium to 
biivi: his morality, at tho expenw of his I.utlnily, 
tiy suhulitutinir the word 1 wf$t' lor 1 oxcusat.’, 


Without one blent memorial given 
To soothe me tu that lonely sky— 
One look like those the young and fond 
Give when they’re parting, which 
would lie, 

Even in remembrance, far beyond 
All heaven hath left of bliss for mu 1 

* Oh, but to see that head recline 
A minute on this trembling arm, 

Ami those mild eyes look up to mine 
Without uilreud, a thought of barm! 
To meet but once the thrilling touch 
Of lips that are too limd to fear me. 
Or, if that boon lie all too iniioli, 
liven thus to bring their fragrance 

* near mo! 

Nay, shrink noli so—a look a word— 
Give them Imt kindly and I ,iy; 
Already, see, my plumes have iitiired, 
And tremble for their home on high. 

Tims lie our parting cheek to cheek. 

line minute’s l;tpno will lie forgiven, 
And thou,the next,shalt hear me tqiealf 
The spell that plumes my wing for 
heaven!' 

While finis I s|ioke, the fearful maid, 

Of me and of hornelf afraid, 

Had. shrinking stood, like (lowers be¬ 
neath 

Thu scorching of the umith wind’s 
breath; 

But when 1 named—alas, too well 
I nmv recall, though wildered then,—> 
Instantly, when I named the spell, 

Her brow, her eyes uprose again, 
And, with an eagerness that H|ioke 
Tho sudden light that o'er her broke, 
‘Tim spell, the spell!- oh, speak it now 
And 1 will bless thee!’ slumxeluimed. 
Unknowing what l did, inlhimed, 
And lost already, on lmr brow 
1 stain) n il oi i r. I ui mi) ig k ias, and named 


Snnh Imilinicrii of milci:nmtii, lUiwcvcr, lire hut. 
twifflimnwn thi'imj,'limit UiH-Pailirrn; iiipruiil'iif 
which 1 tii'cil only refer to wimn p#>w,esi in tlw 
mime writer'll trePhin, lie Mum, to ilw Mw'umt 

mill Tllil'll Ul|*‘liH of fill) /Wllilw/Kil Ilf t’lcHU'IIS 
Aki iiitli'iiiiif, mill in tip) iiiduiii'i'S wliiih lot 
Motlie le Viivi'i' linn iuIiIikhI from I'lirysiotimi 111 
bin JliW'Wnnn ItmtiuM. .Jwirin'o seeinidu- 
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The mystic word, till then ne’er told 
To living creature of earth’s mould! 
Scarce was it said, when, quick as 
thought, 

Her lips from mine, like echo, caught 
The holy sound—her hands and eyes 
Were instant lifted to the skies, 

And thrice to heaven she spoke it out, 
With that triumphant look Faith 
wears 

When not a cloud of fear or doubt, 

A vapour from this vale of tears, 
Between her and her God appears! 

That very moment her whole frame 
All bright and glorified became, 

And at her hack I saw unclose 
Two wings magnificent as those 
That sparkle round the eternal throne, 
Whose, plumes, as buoyantly she rose 
Above me, in the moonbeam shone 
With a pure light, which—from its Jjue, 
Unknown upon this earth—I knew 
Was light from Eden, glistening 
through! 

Most holy vision! ne'er before 
Did aught so radiant—since the day 
When Lucifer, in falling, bore 
The third of the bright stars away 1 — 
Rise, in earth’s beauty, to repair 
That loss of light and glory there 1 3 
But did I tamely view her flight ! _ 

Did not 7, too, proclaim out thrice 
The powerful words that were, that 
night,— 

Oh, even forHeaventoomuchdelight I— 
Again to bring us eyes to eyes, 

And soul to soul in Paradise ? 

I did—I spoke it o'er and o’er— 

I prayed, I wept, but r.ll in vain; 

For me the spell had power no more, 

.jp ■ * 

1 1 And Ills tail drew the third part of tho stars 

of tiiiavon, and did oast them to the earth.’ Rev, 
xil, 4,—‘ Docent snnoti (says Slums) supremum 
unguium traxlsso socum tertiam partom stel- 
Iftruin.’—Lib. 7. cap. 7. , , 

2 The idea of the Fathers was, that tho 
vacancies occasioned in the different orders*of 
angels by the full were to be tilled up from tho 
human race. There is,however, another opinion, 
backed by papal authority, that it was only the 
; tenth order of the Celestial Hierarchy that, fell, 
ami that, therefore, the promotions which <wa- 
»ioually take place from earth me intended 
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There seemed around me some dark 
chain, 

Which still, as I essayed to soar, 

Baffled, alas! each wild endeavour: 
Dead lay my wings, as they have lain 
Since that sad hour, and will remain— 

So wills the offended God—for ever! 

It was to yonder star I traced 
Her journey up the illumined waste— 
That isleSn the blue firmament, 

To which so oft her fancy went 
In wishes and in dreams before, 

And whi^li was now—such, Purity, 

Thy blest reward—ordained to be 
Her home of light for evermore! 
,Once—or did I hut fancy bo?— 

Even in her flight to that fair sphere, * 
’Mid all her spirit’s new-felt glow, 

A pitying look she turned below 
On him who stood in darkness here; 
Him whom, perhaps, if vain regret 
Can dwell in heaven, she pities yet; 

And oft, When looking to this dim 
And distant world, remembers him. 

But soon that passing dream was gone i 
Farther and farther off she shone, 

Till lessened to a point as small 
Asarethosespeclisthatyonderbum- 
Tliose vivid drops of light, that fall 
The last from day’s exhausted urn. 

And when at length she merged, afar, 
Into her own immortal star, 

And when at length my straining sight 
Had. caught her wing’s last fading ray, 
That minute from my soul the light 
Of heaven and love both passed away; i 
And I forgot my home, my birth, 
Profaned my spirit, sunk my brow, 
And revelled in gross joys of earth, 

Till I became—vvliat I am now! 

tho completion of that grade alone; or, ns it is 
explained by Snlonins (Dial in Ecol.)— 1 Deeeui ! 
sunt ordines angelorum, sed uiiub eeeldit per ; 
Biiperblam, et idoireo bon! ungolt senipor laborant, \ 
ut do liomlnibus numcrus adimploatur, et pro- ; 
veniat ad perfeetum numcrum, id est, denarium.’ 
According to some theologians, virgins alone nr- ■ 
admitted ‘ad collegium angolormn;’ but tin 
authorof Iho Speculum Pertgrmrm Qwsliwiinj* 
rather quentiouii this exclusive privilege* Hoe 
non vidotur venira, quia multi, non virgines. ut | 

! Petrus et Magdalena, multis ctlanv virginious 
loimiientiores uunt. 1 Decad, 2. cap. 10. 
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The Spirit bowed his head in shame; 

A shame that of itself would tell— 
Were there not even those breaks of 
flame, 

Celestial, through his clouded frame— 
How grand the height from which he 

That holy Shame which ne'er forgets 
The imblenehed renown it used to 
wear; • 

Whose blush remains, when Virtue sets, 
To show her sunshine has been there. 
Onee only, while the tale he told, 

Were his eyes lifted to behold 
That happy stainless star, where she 
Dwelt in, lmr bower of purity! 

One minute did he look, and then— ’ 
As though he felt some deadly pain 
From its sweet light through heart 
and brain— 

Shrunk back, and never looked again. 


Who was the Second Spirit?—ho 
With the proud front and piercing 
glance, 

Who seeinod, when viewing heaven’s 
expanse, 

As though his far-sont eye could see 
On, on into the Immensity 
Behind the veils of that blue sky, 
Where God’s sublimest secrets lie ?— 
His wings, the while, though day was 
gone, 

Flashing, with many a various hue 
Of light they from themselves alone, 

1 ustinet with Eden’s brightness drew ? 
'Twas Hubi 1 —once among the prime 
And flower of those bright creatures, 
named 


1 1 might have chosen, perhaps, somo hotter 
name j but it Is meant (like that uf Zaruph in the 
following story) to define the particular class of 
spirits to which the angel belonged. The author 
of the book of Enoch, who estimates at 2(iU the 
number of angels that descended upon Mount 
Hcrmon, for tho purpose of milking love to tho 
women of earth, lias favoured us with the names 
of their leader and chiefs—Samyana, Uralcabara- 
mcel, Akibeel, Tatniel, etc. etc. 

In that herotioul worship of angels, which 
prevailed to a great degree during the first ages 
of Christianity, to mm thorn seoms to have been 
one of the most imnortant eeromonioa; for nq 


Spirits of Knowledge, 2 who o’er Tim f 
And Space and Thought an empire 
claimed, 

Second alone to Him, whose light 
Was, even to theirs, as day to night— 
’Twixt whom and them was distance 
far 

And wide, as would the journey be 
To reach from any island star 
The vague shores of infinity! 


’Twas Rubi, in whose mournful eye 
Slept the dim light of days gone by; 
Whose voice, though sweet, fell on the 
ear 

+ Like echoes in some silent place, 
When first awaked for many a year; 
And when he smiled—if o’er his face 
Smile ever shone—’twaslikethegrace 
Of moonlight rainbows, fair, but wan, 
The sunny life, the glory gone. 

Even o’er hit pride, though still tho 
same, 

A softening shade from sorrow came ; 
And though at times his spirit knew 
The kindlings of disdain and ire, 
Short was the fitful glare they threw— 
Like the Inst flashes, fierce but few, ■ 
Seen through some noble pile on fire! 


Such was the Angel who now broke 
The silence that had come o’er all, 
When he, the Spirit that last spoke, 
Closed the sad history of his fall; 
And, while a sacred lustre, flown 
For many a day, roluined his cheek, 
Beautiful as in days of old; 

And net those eloquent lips alone, 

But every feature seemed to speak— 
Tints his eventful story told: 


find it expressly forbiddeif in one of the canons 
(35th) of the Council of l.aodiccn, orn/ia tovs 
ayyeAow. Josephus, too, mentions, among the 
religious rites of the Essenes, their ‘swearing to 
preserve the names of the angels/—ownppme 
ra roe ayyeXiw ovaum.—Udl, </i(d, lib. 2, cap. 
1 Seo upon this subject Van Dale, ds Orig.ct 
Froj/ress. Unhid, cap. D. 

a Jbo word cherub signifies knowlcdgo-TC 
wcffriKOe ftcrwc m dmmeof, says Dionysius, 
lienee it is that Ezekiel, to express tho abundance 
of their IspawIcdKe,represents them as ‘fullof 

m‘ 
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SECOND ANGEL’S STORY. 


You both remember well the day 
When unto Eden’s new-made bowers, 
He, whom all living things obey, 
Summoned his chief angelic powers, 1 
To witness the one wonder yet, 

Beyond man, angel, star, or sun, 

He must achieve, ere he could set 
His seal upon the world as done— 
To see that last perfection rise, 

That crowning of creation's birth, 
When, ’mid the worship and surprise 
Of circling angels, Woman’s eyes 
First opened upon heaven and earth; 
And from their lids a thrill was sent, 
That through each living spirit went, 
Like first light through the firmament! 

Can you forget how gradual stole 
The fresh awakened breath of soul 
Throughout her perfect form—wjiioh 
seemed 

To grow transparent, as there beamed 
That dawn of mind within, and caught 
New loveliness from each new thought ? 
Slow as o’er summer seas we trace 
The progress of the noon-tide air, 
Dimpling its bright and silent face 
Each minute into some new grace, 

And varyiug heaven’s reflections 
there— 

Or, like the light of evening stealing 
O’er some fair temple, which all day 
Hath slept in shadow, slow revealing 
Its several beauties, ray by ray, 

Till it shines out, a thing to bless, 

All full of light and loveliness. 

(ban you forget her blush when round 
Through Eden’s lone encliapted ground 
She looked—ancl at the sea, the skies, 
And heard the rush of many a wing, 
By God’s command then vanishing, 
And saw the last few angel eyes, 

Still lingering—mine among the rest,— 
Reluctant leaving scene so blest ? • 
From that miraculous hour, the fate 
Of this new glorious Being dwelt 


For ever, with a spell-like weight, 
Upon my spirit—early, late, 

Whate’er I did, or dreamed, or felt, 
The thought of what might yet befall 
That splendid creature mixed with all.— 
Nor she alone, but her whole race 
Through ages yet to come—whate’er 
Of feminine, and fond, and fair, 
Should spring from that pure mind and 
face* 

All waked my soul’s intensest care: 
Their forms, souls, feeling, still to me 
God’s most disturbing mystery! 

It was my doom—even from the first, 
When summoned with my cherub 
peers, 

To witness the young vernal burst 
Of nature through those blooming 
spheres, 

Those flowers of light, that sprung 
beneath 

Thefirst touch of the Eternal’s breath— 
It was my doom still to be haunted 
By some new wonder, some sublime 
And matchless work, that, for tho 
time, 

Held all my soul enchained, enchanted, 
And left me not a thought, a dream, 

A word, but on that only theme! 

The wish to know—that endless thirst, 
Which even by quenching is awaked,’ 
Ancl which becomes or blessed orcursed, 
As is the fount whereat ’tie slaked— 
Still urged me onward, with desire 
Insatiate, to explore, inquire— 
Whate’erthe wondrous thingsmight be, 
That waked each new idolatry— 

Their cause, aim, source from whence 
they sprung, 

Their inmost powers, as though for me 
Existence on that knowledge hung, 

Oh what a vision were the stars, 

When first I saw them burn on high, 
Rolling along, like living cars 
Of light for gods to journey by ! 

They were my heart's first passion - days 
And nights, unwearied, in their rays 


1 fit. Augustin, upon Genesis, seams rather Mined to admit that tho angels had Borne sham 
iliqmil ir.imterium) in the creation of Adam and Eve. 
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Have I hung floating, till each sense Worlds upon worlds, yet found hismind 
Seemed full of their bright influence. Even in that luminous range confined, 
Innocent joy! alas, how much Now blest the humblest, meanest sod 

Of misery had I shunned below, Of the dark earth where Woman trod 
Could I have still lived blest with such; In vain my former idols glistened 
Nor, proud and restless, burned to From their far thrones; invamtheSH 
know ears 

The knowledge that brings guilt and To the once thrilling music listened, 
i VO e ! That hymned around my favourite 


Often—so much I loved to trade 
The secrets of this starry race— 

Have I at morn and evening run 
Along the lines of radiance spun, 

Like webs, between them and the sun, 
Untwisting all the tangled ties 
Of light into their different dyes— 

. Then fleetly winged 1 off, in quest 
. Of those, the farthest, loneliest, 

That watch, like winking sentinels, 

, The void, beyond which Chaos dwells, 
And there, with noiseless plume, pur¬ 
sued 

Their track through that grandisolitude, 
Asking intently all and each 
What soul within their radiance 
dwelt, 

And wishing their sweet light were 
speech, 

That they might toll me all they felt. 

Nay, oft, so passionate my chase 
Of these resplendent heirs of space, 

Oft did I follow—lest a ray 
Should ’scape me in the farthest 
night— 

Some pilgrim Comet, on his way 
To visit distant shrines of light; 

And well remember how I sung 
Exulting out, when on my sight 
New worklsof stars, all fresh and young, 
As if just bom of darkness, sprung! 

Such was my pure ambition then, 

My sinless transport, night and morn, 
lire this still newer world of men, 

And that most fair of stars was bom, 
Which I, in fatal hour, saw rise 
Among the flowers of Paradise 1 
Thenceforth my nature all was changed, 
My heart, soul, senses turned below; 
And ho, who but so lately ranged 
Yon wonderful expand where glow! 


spheres— 

To earth, to earth each thought was 
given, 

That in this half-lost soul had birth; 
Like some high mount, whose head’s 
in heaven, 

Whileitswholcshadowrests on earth 1 

i* 

Nor was it Love, even yet, that thralled 
My spirit in his burning ties; 

And less, still less could it be called 
That grosser flame, round which Love 
flies 

Nearer and nearer, till he dies— 

No, it was wonder, such as thrilled 
At all God’s works my dazzled sense 
The same rapt wonder, only filled 
With passion, more profound, in 
j tense,— 

A vehement, but wandering Are, 
Which, though nor love, nor yet desire, 
Though through all womankind it took 
Its range, as vague as lightnings run, 
Yet wanted but a touch, a look, 

To fix it burning upon One, 

Then, too, the ever-restless zeal, 

The insatiate curiosity 
To know what shapes, so fair, must 
feel— 

To look, but once, beneath the seal 
Of so much loveliness, and see 
What soulq, belonged to those bright 
eyes- * 

Whether, as sunbeams find their way 
Into the gem that hidden lies, 

Those looks could inward turn theii 
ray, 

Ho make tho soul as bright as they 1 
All this impelled iny anxious clmse, 
And still the more I saw and knew 
Of Woman’s fond, weak, conquering 
race, 

The intenser still my wonder crow. 
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I had beheld their First, their Eve, 1 I had seen this; had seen Man-armed 
-no latsphnnIni amdme, As his soul is with strength and 
W hull God made solely to receive spnse- b 

I ligh \' £ iiei ; w , akill S ey<s- % her first words to ruin charmed s' 

1J ul auim , P u «?rt Wj* lean His vaunted reason’s cold defence 

u worship o'er her from above; Like an iee-barrier in tho rny ' 

A ,. 1,11 . oh > y UH ~ ll! j tl « nv ,y«*g ®en Of melting summer, smiled away 1 

lul mau Possessed of all her love. Nay-stranger yet—spite of all this- 

Th .. l , te- her error, too (And with her—i hat, at least, was bliss) 

in wlnvi t lU V’ l ' , ? pt J6ll0f Hiul 1 uoli fceonl him, ere he crossed ’ 

iwh it the warm heart wishes true; Tho threshold of that earthly heaven 

Iv £ZwS’ 7 ? C1IU { f d ' W J} ich hy ner wildering smile ho lost- 
I V ;TT t f T l aex 1H Jed ~ So quickly was the wrmrn f or ,riven- 

M J, 1 ! ! ,larae - Ji ld I " ot « Win, «BImpressed 

I n t , y own) that wish to know, 'fa frail fond trembler to a breast ' 

Wh ; ; ( 80 T 0f WO0 A Wlliuh M doomed to sin and strife, 

Win i, though Irom Heaven all pure (jail her—think what-kis Life I his 
li, name, pi 

Vet stained, misused, brought sin and Yes-such tlie love-taught namo-tlio 
snamo . fj ra (j 

On her, on me, on all below 1 * That ruined Man to Woman gave, 

1 Whether t ,vii was wonted in Paradise or not view of the matter Pcrorhisrmmi'l™ Unit n i« i„ 
L1..W ‘ ,m lm f meh Adam aKh^adKhb Kata 

I , nioong the theologians. for having eaten of the forbidden tree bocaiisii 

Viillirisiiuit to Adam, Itlsagmslimall Hides that to Adam alone tho order had been oriirii aim >m, 
™ jwated and it Ih accordingly mitigated So fir, into, ' fa 'toiSKi 5 
m ,n! :t! V r ‘‘“'i? f‘" i'i 11 '’ l,J ’ 0110 ? l t ! le e '""- another commentator, Hugh do St. footer carry 
' J fl!V blci ' llim t t,mt 110 loidm upon the worda, ‘ I will mg 

t „U 1 U. ot the two, be created vnttm I Others, enmity between thee and the woman j ns a proof 

'■ 'tril! U “to firn h.’)! 1 ’",* I "’ tilM } " s *!?* fl* wo ?<>* was from that moment enlisted 

a mir trllmti, to tin) supciior lmmity ami purity the service of Ileavon, as tlie ehief fee and 

thi duhm’ ini"nf f!'“\- v,in " ra u l obBtu<!l ? Milch the Spirit of Kvil would have n! 
t ' i ' ' r AU ?\ T , ' IN11(11 wuh in to" hiroads on tills worldSI 

X“-r !Sr lw ? lluk llmt E yf ? a Ohiivali (or, as it is in tho Latin version, 

a nn.’u- 'il t i V u “ l f.'athei'aj nntl, Eva) lias the same signification as tho Greek 

juwnitf Ibi' liumloxiiniH, llupiTtiw, who, to''do Zoo (Life), * 

itViV'lIlf 1 felfn Tm ? W ,ortn, %JipiplmniuB,.among otlioru,is not a littlu suv- 
,mv, ', , /';! i' i. ' H •' 1 to th “ T- P«™« "I, hm application of hucIi a mime to Eve, 

V 10 tlD “"W S, 1 ‘"""M^ly, toe, after that awful denunciation 

w I 7» i M , lt tnnro conslsteut ol death,' Dust thou art; etc. etc. Some of the 
s I S! ti ‘! ,l, i nfl w,ran " mtot « K «>‘»k that it was meant as a 

Ell ml , ail l f ,laBil * mi , 0 h l !1 ‘ Biwni, and spoken by Adam, 4» the lirst hitter- 

> l i f ' “ " ttt ' <v0 m <mttte ' 1 in w«w of 1>1 h lunirt,—in the same spirit of irony 

a l!r' (says Percrlus) as that ot'the flrecke in eallinii 

lhccimiparatlve extent of Eves delinquency, their Furies, Unmeiildes, or Gentle, Hut the 
nml tlie jmiporlimi which It bears to that of lilslwp ofCbiilon r^cels this supposition i-' Ex. 
it,!!, :.,!;* *!! luL,l<, !; l * ,,, nt j W , il(ili has oxerclsoil the plodcndl sane ipii id iwmlnis ah Adamo per 
irtsomo inxeimi y ot the eommentiitorsj and ironiam itnlltum uxmd sum rmtimti aliiiio onod 
limy seem ainendly to ipo (with the exception,, mortis causa unset, aniuro joco vltnm anpellasHO,' 
"“) t . l, “.«l'« »M m# ynt With ft Similar ftielhifrol spleen sRiduHt women, 
j ru.iiml when the ijrolilh Him was issued, and some of these ‘ distillate™ dcs Saintns l.cttros 1 
tlmridorii could not lmyo heard it (a conclusion (as Haylo calls them), in midemiff tho text <1 
moarliiddy con Irmcd by the Innceurato way In will make him a help meet, far km,’ translate 
, »m' , n she reports it to tho serpent), her share in these last words' amdmt or mtrarv to him 1 (n 

!ll i: nll 1, , c f !!' , ien i° ifi ¥# Kieanhiff which, it appears, the original will 

than tli.it ol Adam, in corroboration of this bear), and represent them as pi ophidic of those 
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Even in his outcast hour, when curst, 

By her fond witchery, with that worst 
And earliest boon of love-the grave! 
She, who brought death into the world, 
There stood before him,with the light 
Of their lost Paradise still bright 
Upon those sunny locks, that curled . 
Down her white shoulders to her feet— 
So beautiful in form, so sweet 
In heart and voice, as to redeem 
The loss, the death of all things dear, 
Except herself—and make it seem 
Life, endless life, while she was near! 
Gould I help wondering at a creature, 
Enchanted round with spoils so 
strong— 

One, to whose every thought, worn, 
feature, ( 

In joy and woe, through rignt and 
wrong, 

Such sweet omnipotence Heaven gave, 
To bless or ruin, curse or save ? 

• 

dor did the marvel cease with her- 
New Eves in all her daughters came, 
As strong to charm, as weak to err, 

As sure of man through praise and 
blame, 

Whato'er they brought him, pride or 
shame, 

Their still unreasoning worshipper— 
And, wheresoe’er they smiled, the 
same 

Enchantresses of soul and frame, 

Into whoso hands, from first to last, 1 
This world, with all its destinies, 
Devotedly by Heaven seems cast, 

To save or damn it as they please! 
Oh, ’tis not to be told how long, 

How restlessly I sighed to find 
Some one from out that shining throng, 
Some abstract of the form and mind 
Of the whole matchless sex, from which, 
In my own arms beheld, possessed, 

I might learn all the powers to witch, 
To warm, and (if my fate unblessed 
Would have it) ruin, of the rest! 

contradictions and perplexities which men ex- 
patience from women in this life. 

It is rather Btriuurc that these two instances of 
porverso eommentatorship should linve_ escaped 
the rcstHU'ohos of Iiftytc,ln his curious article upon 
Kve. Ho would have found another atshieet ot 


Into whose inward soul and sense 
I might descend, as cloth the bee 
Into the flower's deep heart, and thence 
Rifle, in all its purity, 

The prime, the quintessence, the whole 
Of wondrous Woman's frame and soul! 

At length, my burning wish, my prayer 
(For such -oh, what will tongues not 
dare, 

When hearts go wrong ’—this lip pre¬ 
ferred)— 

At length my ominous prayer was 
heard— 

But whether heard in heaven or hell. 
Listen—and thou wilt know too well. 

There was a maid, of all who move 
Like visions o’er this orb, most (it 
To tie a bright young angel’s love, 

Herself so bright, so exquisite! 

The pride, too, of her step, as light 
’Alongthe unconscious earth she went. 
Seemed that of one bom witli a right 
To walk some heavenlier element, 

And tread in places where her feet 
A star at every step should meet. 

Twas not alone that loveliness 
By which the wildered sense is 
caught— 

Of lips whose very breath could bless— 
Of play ful blushes, that seemed nought 
But luminous escapes of thought— 

Of eyes that, when by anger stirred, 
Were fire itself, but, at a word 
Of tenderness, all soft became, 
Asthougli they could, likethe sun’s bird, 
Dissolve away in their own flame— 

Of form, as pliant as the shoots 
Of a young tree in vernal flower; , 
Yet round and glowing as the fruits 
That drop from it in summer’s hour— 
’Twas not alone tin's loveliness 
That falls to loveliest woman’s share, 
Though even hero her form could spare 
From its own beauty's rich excess 
Enough to make all others fair— 

discussion, equally to his taste, in Gataker’s 
whimsical dissertation upon Eve’s knowledge of 
the u</itU'TtKT)i and upon the notion 01 
Rpiplmnius, that it was tadght \m in a Rpoml 
revolution from heiivcn.~J&v?Mwi. hb il. cup.iv 
a 200, 
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But ’twas the Mind, sparkling about 
Through her whole frame—the soul 
brought out 

To light each charm, yet independent 
Of what it lighted, as' the sun 
That shines on flowers, would be re¬ 
splendent 

Were there no flowers to sluneupon— 
’Twas this, all this in one combined, 
Tbe nnnumbored looks and arts that 
form 

The glory of young womankind 
Taken in their first fusion, warm, 
Ere time had chilled a single charm, 
And stamped with such a seal of Mind, 
As gave to beauties, that might be 
Too sensual else, too unrefined, 

The impress of divinity! 

’Twas this—a union, which the hand 
Of Nature kept for her alone, 

Of everything most playfpl, bland, 
Voluptuous, spiritual, grand, 

In angel-natures and her own— 

Oil! this it was that drew me nigh 
One who seomed kin to Heaven as I, 
My bright twin sister of tiio sky- 
Ono in whoso love, I felt, were given 
The mixed delights of either sphere, 
Ail that the spirit seeks in heaven, 

And ail the senses burn for hare! 

Had wo—but hold—hear every part 
Of our sad tale, spite of the pain 
Eemembrancegives, when the fixed dart 
Is stirred thus in the wound again— 
Hear every step, so full of bliss, 

And yet, so ruinous, that led 
Down to the last dark precipice, 

Where perished both—the fallen, the 
dead! 

From the first hour she caught my sight, 

I never left her—day and night 
Hovering unseen around her way, 

And’mid her loneliest musingenear, 

I soon could track each thought that lay 
Gleaming within her heart, as dear 
As pebbles within brooks appear; 
And there, among the countless tilings 
That keep young hearts for ever 
glowing, 

Vague wishes, fond imaginings, 
Love-dreams, as yet no object know- 



Light, winged hopes, that come when 
bid, 

Andrainbowjoysthatend in weeping, 
And passions among pure thoughts hid, 
Like serpents under flowerets sleep 
ing— 

’Mong all these feelings, felt where'er 
Young hearts are beating, I saw there 
Proud thoughts, aspirings high—beyond 
Whate’ertyet dwelt in soul so fond— 
Glimpses of glory, far away 
Into the bright vague future given, 
And fancies free ami grand, whose play, 
Like that of eaglets, is near heaven! 
With this, too—what a soul and heart 
gTo fall beneatli the tempter's art !— 

A zeal for knowledge, such as ne’er 
Enshrined itself in form so fair, 

Siuoe that first fatal hour when Eve, 
With every fruit of Eden blessed, 
Save only c:;;, rather than leave 
That one unknown, lost all the rest, 

■i 

It was in dreams that first I stole 
With gentle mastery o'er her mind— 
In that rich twilight of the soul, 

When .Reason's beam, half hid behind 
The clouds of sense, obscurely gilds 
Eacli shadowy shape that Fancy 
builds— 

’Twas then, by that soft light, I brought 
Vague, glimmering visions to her 
view— 

Catches of radiance, lost when caught 
Bright labyrinths that led to nought,' 
And vistas with avoid seen through— 
Dwellings of bliss, that opening shone, 
Then closed, dissolved, and loft no 
trace— 

All that,in short, could tempt Hope on, 
But give her wing no resting-place ; 
Myself the while, with brow as yet 
Pure as the young moon’s coronet, 
Through every dream still in her siglit 
The enchanter of each mocking scene, 
Who gave the hope, than brought the 
blight, 

Who said, ‘Behold yon world of light!' 
Then sudden dropped a veil between. 

At length, when I perceived each 
thought, 

Waking or sleeping, fixed on nought 
But those illusive scenes, and me, 





532 


THE LOVES 01 

The phantom, who thus came and went, 
In half revealmonts, only meant 
To madden curiosity— 

'JVlien by such various arts I found 
Her hmcy to its utmost wound, 

0: .e night—’twas in a holy spot, 

Which she for prayer had chosen—a 
grot 

Of purest marble, built below 
Her garden beds, through which a glow 
From lamps invisible then stole, 
Brightly pervading all the place— 
Like that mysterious light th# soul, 
Itself unseen, ah:.', through the 
face— 

There, at her altar while she knelt, f 
And all that woman ever felt, 

When God and man both claimed, 
her sighs— 

Every warm thought that ever dwelt, 
Like summer clouds, 'twixt earth 
and skies, 

Too pure, to fall, too grossrto rise, 
Spokeinher gestures, tones, and eyes, 
Then as the mystic light’s soft ray 
Grew softer still, as though its ray 
Was breathed from her, I heard her 
say 

> Oil, idol of my dreams ! whate’er 
Thy nature be—human, divine, _ 

Or but half heavenly 1 -still too fair, 
Too heavenly to be ever mine I 

Wonderful Spirit, who dost make 
Slumber so lovely that it seems 
Ho longer life to live awake, 

Since Heaven itself descends in 
dreams. 

1 In an article upon the Fathers, which ap¬ 
peared some years since in the Minbmjh Review 
INo. xlvii.), and of which I have made some little 
use in these notes (having that claim over it—as 
' quiddam Mimpraprimque which Lucretius 
gives to the cow over tin* calf), there is the 
following remark i ' The belief of mi intercourse 
between angels and woman, founded upon a false 
version of a test in Genesis, is one of those ex¬ 
travagant notions of St. Justin awlother Fathers, 
winch show haw little they had yet purified 
th.mselves from the grossness of heathen my¬ 
thology, and in how many respects their heaven 
was Imt Olympus with other names. Yet wo can 
hardly be angry with thorn for this one error, 
When’, we recollect, that possibly to their on-! 
imonred angels we owe the fanciful world of j 


- the angels, 

Why do I ever lose thee ! why- 
Wlien on thy realms and thee I gaze— 
Still drops that veil, which I could die. 
Oh gladly, but one hour to raise 1 

Long ere such miracles as thou 
And thine came o’er my thoughts, a 
thirst 

For light was in this soul, which now 
Thy looks have into passion nursed. 

There’s nothing bright above, below, _ 
In sky—earth—ocean, that this 
breast 

Doth not intensely burn to know, 

And thee, thee, thee, o’er all the rest! 

• 

Then come, oh Spirit, from behind 
The curtains of thy radiant home, 
Whether thou wouldst as God bo 
shrined, 

Or loved and clasped asmortal, come? 

Bring all thy dazzling wonders here. 
That I may waking know and see; 
Or waft me hence to thy own sphere, 
Thy heaven or—ay, even that with 
thee 1 

Demon or God, who hold’s!; the book 
Of knowledge spread beneath thim 
eye, 

Give me, with thee, but one bright look 
Into its leaves, and let me die. 

By those ethereal wings, whose way 
Lies through an element ho fraught 
With Heating Mind, that, as they play. 
Their every movement is a thought ! 

sylphs and gnomes, »nd tlmt nt this moment wu 
might have wanted Pope's most exiiuisitii puom, 
if the version of the i, XX. hud translated the 
Itook of Genesis eorroclly,’ 

The following is ono among many passages 
which may he adduced from the Comte do 
Oabalis, in confirmation of tills remark:—''Cos 
enfans du eiol engendrerent lea gdims 1'nmenx, 
s’dtant fait aimer mu lilies den homines; ot lea 
nyuwais cnbalistes Joseph lit Philo (commit ton' 
les Juils sent ignorans), ot apron mu tous Ins 
auteurs que j'ui noimnos tout it l’hmirc, out dit 
quo c'dtoit ties anges, et n'oni pus su quo c'dtait 
les sylphes et les mitres pouples des filemens.qui, 
sous le iioin d'onfans d'Kloim, eont distinguds des 
eiiiims des hommes.’—Sco Entrot, Second, 
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By that most precious liair, between 
Whose golden clusters tliesweetwind 
Of Paradise so late hath been, 

And left its fragrant soul behind! 

By those impassioned eyes, that melt 
Their light into the inmost heart, 
Like sunset in the waters, felt 
As molten lire through every part.— 

I do implore thee, oh most bright 
Arid worshipped Spirit, shine but o'er 
My waking wondering eyes this night, 
Thin one blest night—I ask no more 1 ’ 

Exhausted, breathless, as she said 
These burning words, her languid head | 
Upon the altar’s steps she oast, 1 
As if that brain-throb were its last— [ 
'J'dl, startled by tlie breathing, nigh, 

01: lips, that echoed back her sigh, 
Sudden her brow again she raised, 

Anri there, just lighted gn I,lie shrine, 
Beheld me-nof ns l hud blazed 

Around her, full of light divino, 

In her kite dreams, but softened down 
Into more mortal grace—my crown 
Of (lowers, too radiant for this world, 
Loft hanging on you starry steep; 

My wings shut up, like bannovs furled, 
When Peace bath put their pomp to 
sleep; 

Or like autumnal clouds, that keep 
Their lightnings sheathed, rather than 
mar 

The dawning hour of some young star_ 

And nothing left but what beseemed 
The accessible, though glorious mato 
Qi mortal woman-—whose eves beamed 
Back upon hers, aspassionate i 
Whose ready heart brought Hume for 
■ flame, 

Whose sin, whosomfidnesHwasthnsame, 
And whose soul host, in that one hour, 
For her and for her lovo-oh mere 
01: heaven's light than even the power 
Of Heaven itself could now restore! 
And yet that hour!—- 

• 0 

The Spirit Imre 

Stopped in his utterance, as if words 
■ Gave way beneath the wild'earner 
. '.Of his then rushing thoughts—like 

chords, 


Midway in some enthusiast's song, 
Breaking beneath a touch too strong— 
While the clenched hand upon the brow 
Told how remembrance throbbed there 
now; 

But soon’twas o’er—that, casual blaze 
From the sunk fire of other days, 

That relic of a flame, whose burning 
i Had been too fieroo to be relumed, 
Soon paired away, and the youth, 
turning 

To his bright listeners, thus re¬ 
sumed 

c 

Days, months elapsed, and, though what 
most 

e ' r On earth I sighed for was mine, all,— 
let—was.[ happy? God, thnuknow'st, 
Howe'er they smile, and feign, and 
beast, 

)r Wliafc happiness is theirs, who fall! 
Twas bitterest anguish—made more 
keen , 

Even by the love, the bliss, between 
Wlio.se throbs if oamo, like gleams of 
bell 

Ip agonizing cross-light given 
Athwart the glimpses they who dwell 
In purgatory oat,oh of heaven 1 
The only fooling that to me 
Boomed joy, or rather my solo rest 
From aching misery, was to see 
My young, proud, blooming Lilia 
blast-' 

She, tin! fair fountain of all ill 
To my lost soul—whom yet its thirst 
Fervently panted after still, 

And found the charm fresh as at 
first 1— 

To see hr happy—to reflect 
Whatever Imams still rain d moplayod 
Of former pride, of glory wrecked, 

On her, my Moon, whose light .1 made, 
And whose soul worshipped even my 
shade— 

This was, I own, enjoyment—this 
My sole, Just lingering glimpse of bliss. 
And proud she was, bright creature !— 
proud, 

Beyond what even most queenly stirs 
In woman’s heart, nor would have 
| bowed 

I That beautiful jroung brow of hers 
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And made to light the conquering way 
Of proud young Beauty with their ray 

Then, too, the pearl from out its shell, 
Unsightly in the sunless sea 
(As ’twere a spirit forced to dwell 
In form unlovely), was set free, 

And round the neck of woman threw 
A light it lent and borrowed too. 

For never did this maid, whate’er 
The ambition of the hour, forget 
Her sex’s pride in being fair, 

Nor tlmt adornment, tasteful, rare, 
Which makes the mighty magnet, set 
In Woman’s form,'" more mighty yet. 

Nor was there aught within the range 

_ r .. D O'my swift wing in sea or uir, 

In the deep earth— beneath the sea— of beautiful, or grand, or strange, 
Through caves of fire—through wilds Tlmt, quickly r.t her wish could change, 
of air— I did not seek with such fond care, 

Wherever sleeping Mystery That when I’ve seen her look above 

Had spread her curtains we were At some bright st;? admiringly, 
there— I’ve said, ‘ Nay, look not there, my love 

Love still beside us, as we went, Alas, I can not give it then ! 13 

At home in each new element, 

And sure of worship everywhere I M ^ ^ ^ vm]m fmm(l 

Then first was Nature taught to lay Through Nature’s reaim-tlm m 
The wealth of all her kingdoms down veiled, material, 

At woman’s worshipped feet, and say, Visible glories that hang round, 
‘Bright creature, this is all thine Like lights, through her enchanted 
own!’ grourni- 

Then first were diamonds caught 1 —like But wlutsoe or unseen, ethereal, 
eyes Dwell'; far away from human sense, 

Shining in darkness—by surprise, Wrapped in its own intelligence— 


1 Tortulllan traces all the chief luxuries of quta monilia variantur, ot olveuhis ex aura 
female attire, the necklaces, armlets, rouge, and rjuibus braehia uretantiir; 0 , nicilieainenta ex 
the black powder for the eye-lashes, to the re- taco, qnlbiiB lame eolorantur, ct ilium ipsum 
searches of these fallen angels into the inmost nigrum jmlverem, quo ocnlqrum exordia pro- 
recesses of nature, and the discoveries they were ducuntnr/-~J>« < lMUu MM, cap. C.-Sechim 
in consequence enabled to make of all that could also, Uc Onm Item, cap. 10. 
embellish tlwooauty of their earthly favourites, * Tbommft.figurc, as applied to luimilo attrue- 
The passage is bo remarkable that I shall give it tions, occurs in a singular passage id ht. IIiikiI, of 
entire 1 — 1 Nam et illi qui ea eonstltnerant, dam- which the fullowlng is tlm emiidiislun 1 Am Ttje 
nati in painam rriortis depntantur: ill! scilicet mmavara- too upfiem airngt^wrocqi' Sww- 
angeli, qui ml filias homlnum do ecolo ruerunt, war, ms oaSq/w, ipqut, mMku payiwt, 
utiiiccquoqucigmiminiaicemimiiiieeedut. Nnm rawo wpos mrw nayyavtvi. *»jW Vent Vir• 
eum et materias quasdani bene occultas et nrtes gmiiut.lm, i, p. Til, it is lint fair, bin,’over, to 
plerasque non bene revelatus, sicculo multo afld, tiiat Hermant, tlip blugnipber of l’nsil,lias 
magis imperito prodidissent (siquidom et metal- pronounced thiB most unsnnctilbat troutiHo to bn 
lorum opera nndaverant, et berbarum ingenia spurious, 

traduxernnt et incantntionum vires prm ..Igavo- 1 am aware that ibis happy saying of Lord, 
rant, et omnem curiositatem usque atbstellarum Alhomarlo’s loses much of its grace mid playful* 
1 nterprctationem dosignavorant) proprie ct quasi ness by being »ut into the With of any but a 

S iliariter fceminin ihutrumentum Mud mulie- human lover 
glorias contnierunti lumina laplllorum 


To aught beneath the First above, , 
So high she deemed her Cherub’s love ! 

Then, too, that passion, hourly growing 
Stronger and stronger—to whiolmven 
Her love, at times, gave way—of know¬ 
ing 

Everything strange in earth and hea¬ 
ven ; 

Not only vliat God loves to show, 

But all that He hath sealed below 
In larkness for man not to know— 

Even this desire, alas, ill-starred 
And fatal as it was, I sought 
To feed each mirnff", and unbarred 
Such realms of wonder ouher thought, j 
As ne’er, till then, had let their light 
tr.Bnnnp mi n.nv mortal's sifdlt! i 


TEE LOVES OF TEE MGELS. 


635 



The mystery of that Fountainhead, 
From which all vital spirit runs, 

411 breath of life where’er ’tis shed, 
Through men or ang< Is, flowers or 

8U11S- 

Thc workings of the Almighty Mind, 
When first o’er Chaos ho designed 
The outlines of tliis world; and through 
Thatsproad of darkness, likethe bow, 
Failed out of rain-clouds, hue by hue— 
Sawthegrand gradual picturegrow!— 
The covenant with human-kind 
Which God has made—the chains of i 
Fate _ 

Horoimd himself andthemluith twined, j 
Till his high task lie consummate— j 
T ill good from evil, love from hate, 
Shall l)u worked out through sin and 
pain, 

And fato shall loose her iron chain, 

And all lie free, be bright again! 

Such were the deep-drawn mysteries, 
And some, perhaps, evert more pro¬ 
found, 

More wilderiiig to the mind than these, 
Which—far as woman’s thought 
could sound, 

Or a fallen outlawed spirit reach— 

•She dared to learn, and I to teach. 
Till—filled with such unearthly lore, 
Anil mingling the pure light it brings 
With much that Fancy had, before, 
Bhed in false tinted glimmerings— 
Tlia enthusiast girl spoke out, as one 
Inspired, among her own dark race, 
Win 1 from their altars, in tlm sun 
Left standing half adorned, would run 
To gaze upon her holier face. 

And, though but wild tlm things she 
spoke, 

Yet, ’mid that play of error’s smoke 
Into fair slui]ifcB by fancy'curled, 
Some gleams of pure religion broke— 
Glimpses that have not yet awoke, 

But startle the still dreaming world! 

’ It Is tbo opinion of some ortho Fathers, tlmt 
the knowledge which llio himtlioiis possessed of 
the providence of Bud, 11 future state, and other 
Hiililiino doctrines of Christianity, was derived 
tom the premature revolutions of thoso fallen 
angels to the women of earth. 

Clemens Aloxandrmiw is one of those who sup¬ 
pose that the knowledge of such sublime doctrines, 


Oh ! many a truth, remote, sublime, 
Which God would from the minds 
of men 

Have kept concealed, till his own time, 
Stole out in these revealments then— 
Revealments dim, that have fore-run, 

By ages, the bright, Saving One l 1 
Like that imperfect dawn, or light 
Escaping from the Zodiac’s signs, 
Which Hakes the doubtful east half 
bright 

Beforo the real morning shines! 

Thus did some moons of bliss go by— 

Of bliss to her, who saw but love 
And knowledge throughout earth and , 
sky; 

To whose enamoured sold and eye 
I seemed, as is the sun on high, 

The light of all below, above, 

The spirit of sea, land, and air, 

Whose influence, felt everywhere, 

Spread from its centre, her own heart, 
Even to the world’s extreraest part— 
While through that world her reinless 
mind 

Had now careered so fast and far, 

That earth itself seemed left behind, 

And her proud fancy, unconllned, 
Already saw heaven’s gates ajar! 

Happy enthusiast! still, oh still, 

Spite of my own heart's mortal chill, 
Spite of that double-fronted sorrow, 
Which looks at once before and back, 
Beholds the yesterday, the morrow, 

And sees both comfortless, both 
black— 

Spite of all this, I could have still 
In her delight forgot all ill; 

Or, if pain would not bo forgot, 

At least have borne and murmured not, 
When thoughts of an offended Heaven, 

Of sinfulness, which I—even I, 

was derived from the disclosure of the angels ,t 
Stromat, fin, v. p, 4H, To tbo simm source Cuwii* 
aims ami others trace nil impious and during 
sciences, sixth ns magic, alchemy, etc. ‘ From 
the fallen angels (says Zosimus) came all tlmt 
miserable knowledge winch is of no use to the 
soul.—llacrii t a rtpvrjpa. m fit/Sw w/ieAoiw rw 
l/raxoi /—dp, Photium, 
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While down its steep most headlong 
driven,— 

Well knew could never he forgiven, 
Came o'er me with an agony 
Beyond all reach of mortal woe,— 

A. torture kept for those who know, 
Know everything, and, worst of all, 
Know and love virtue whir Alley fall !— 
Even then her presence had the power 
To soothe, to warm,—nay, even to 
bless— 

If ever bliss could graft its dower 
On stem so full of bitterness^ 

Even then her glorious smile to me 
Brought warmth and radiance, if not 
balm, 

Like moonlight on a troubled sea, 
Brightening the storm it cannot calm. 

Oft. too, when that disheartening fear, 
Which all who love beneath yon sky 
Feel, when they gaze on what is dear— 
That dreadful thought thift it must 
die! 

That desolating thought, which comes 
Into men’s happiest hours and homes; 
Whose melancholy boding flings 
Death’s shadow o’er the brightest things, 
Sieklies the infant's bloom, and spreads 
The grave beneath young lovers’ heads! 
This fear, so sad to all—to me 
Most full of sadness, from the thought 
That I must still live on, when she 
Would, like the snow that on the sea 
Fell yesterday, in vain be sought— 
That Heaven to me the final seal 
Of all earth’s sorrow would deny, 

And I eternally must feel 
The death-pang, without power to ' 
die! 

Even this, her fond endearments—fond 
As ever twisted the sweet bond 
’Twixt heart and heart—could charm * 
away: 

Before her look no clouds would stay, 1 
Or, if they did, their gloom was 
gone, 1 

Their darkness put a glory on ! 

There seemed a freshness in her breath, ^ 
Beyond the reach, the power of death! ^ 
And then, her voice—oh, who could 
doubt ■ I 

That ’twould for ever thus breathe out 


a A music, like the harmony 
Of the timed orbs, too sweet to die! 
While in her lip’s awakening touch 
There thrilled a life ambrosial—such 
As mantles in the fruit steeped through 
Witli Eden's most delicious dew— 

Till I couldalmosttliiuk, though known 

- And loved as human, they had grown 
By bliss, celestial as my own ! 

i But ’tis not, ’tin not for the wrong, 

The guilty, to bo happy long; 

And she, too, now, had sunk within ■ 
The shadow of a tempter’s sin— 

Too deep for even her soul to shun 

- The desolation it brings down! 

i* 

Listen, anil if a, tear there lie 
Lett in your hearts, weep it for me. 

Twas ou the evening of a day, 

Which we in love had dreamed away; 
In that same garden, where, beneath 
Thesiient earth, stripped of my wreath, 
And furling up those wings, whose light 
For mortal gaze worn else too bright, 

I first had stood before her sight ; 

And found myself-oh, ecstasy, 

Which even in pain 1 ne’er forgot— 
Worshipped as only God should bo, 

And loved as never man was yet! 

In that same garden we were now, 
Thoughtfully side by side reclining, 
Her eyes turned upward, and her brow 
With its own silent fancies aliining. 

It was an evening bright and still 
As ever blushed on wave or bower, 
Smiling from Heaven, as if nought ill 
Could happen in so" sweet an hour, 
Yet, I remember, both grew sad 
In looking at that light—even she, 

Of heart so fresh, and brow so glad, 

Felt the mute hour’s Solemnity, 

And thought she saw, in that repose, 
The death-hour not alone of light, 

But of this whole fair world-.the close 

Of all things beautiful and bright— 
The last grand sunset, in whose ray 
Nature herself died calm away 1 


At length, as if some thought, awaking 
Suddenly, sprung within her hreast-r 
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Liko a young bird, when daylight 
breaking 

Startles him from his dreamy nest— 
Sho turned upon mo hot- dark eyes, 
Dilated into that full shape 
They took in joy, reproach, surprise, 

As if to let intiro soul escape, 

And, playfully as on my head 
Her white hand rested, smiled and 
said- 

‘ I had, last night, a dream of thee, 
Pasom filing those divine ones, given, 
Like preludes to sweet minstrelsy, 
Before thou eam’st, thyself, from 
heaven. 


'Think's!; thou, were .Lilia in thy place, 
( A creature of yon lofty skies, 

She would have hid one single grace, 
One glory from her lover's eyes ? 

‘No, no; then, if thou lov’st like me, 
Shine out, young Spirit, in the blaze 
Of thy most proud divinity, 

Nor think thou’lt wound this mortal 
gaze v 1 

‘Too long have I looked doating on 
Those ardent eyes, intense oven thus-. 
Tooueairiliestars themselves have gone. 
To fear aught grand or luminous. 


‘The same rich wreath was on thy brow* 
Dazzling as if of starlight made; 

And those wings, lying tlarldy now, 
Hike meteors round thee flashed and 
played. 

‘All bright as in those hajipy dreams 
Thou stood’st, a creature to adore 

No less than love, breathing out beams, 
As flowers do fragrance, at each pure! 

‘Sudden I felt thee draw me near 
To thy pure heart, where, fondly 
placed, 

I seemed within the atmosphere 
Of that exhaling light embraced; 

• And, as tliou lield'st me there, theilamo 
Passed from thy heavenly soul to 
mine, 

Till—oh, too blissful-.I became, 

Dikii thee, all spirit, all divine, 

‘Say, why did dream so brighteomc o’er 

1110, 

If, now I wake, ’tis faded, gone? 

Whoa will my Cherub shine before me 
Thus radiant, as in heaven lie shone? 

‘ When shall 1, waking, lie allowed 
To gaze upon those perfect charms, 

And hold thee tints, without a cloud, 

A dull of earth, within my arms ? 

‘Oil what a pride to say, This, this 
Is my own Angel-all divine, 

Aud pure, and dazzling as lie is, 

And fresh from heaven, lie’s mine, 
he’s mine I 


/ Then doubt me not—oil, who can say 
But that this dream may yet come 
true, 

And my blest spirit drink thy ray 
Till it becomes all heavenly too '! 

1 Let me this once hut feel the flamo 
Of thoseispread wings, the very pride 
Will change my nature, ami this frame 
By the mere touch lie deified!’ 

Thus spoke the maid, as one not usoi) 
To be by man or God refused— 

As one, who felt her influence o’er 
All creatures, whatsoe’er they were, 
And, though to heaven she could not 
soar, 

At least would bring down heaven to 
her! 

Little did she, alas, or I— 

Even I, whose soul, but half-way yet 
limnergod in sin’s obscurity, 

Was as the planet where wo lie, 

O’er half whoso disk the minis set- 
Littlo did wo foresee the fate. 

The dreadful-how can it bn told '! 
Oh God! such anguish to relate 
Is o’er again to feel, behold J 
But, charged as ’tis, my heart must 
speak 

Its sorrow out, or it w ill break! 1 

Home dark misgivings hud, I own, 
Passed for a moment through my' 
breast— 1 ; 

Fears of some danger, vague, unknown, 
To one, orlioth—sometliiiiguiiblikseij 
To happen from this proud' request, 
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But soon these boding fancies fled; 

! Nor saw I aught that could forbid 
My full revealment, save the dread 
Of that first dazzle, that unhid 
And bursting glory on a lid 
Untried in heaven—and oven this glare 
She might, by love’s own nursing care, 
Be, like young eagles, taught to bear. 
For well I knew the lustre shed 
From my rich wings when prondliest 
spread, * 

Was, in its nature, lambent, pure, 

And innocent as is the light 
The glow-worm hangs out to allure 
Her mate to her green bowerat night. 
Oft had I, in the mid-air, swept ! 
Through clouds in which the lightning, 
slept, 

As in his lair, ready to spring, 

Met waked him not—though from my 
wing . 

A thousand sparks fell glittering! 

Oft too when round me from above 
The feathered snow (which, for its 
whiteness, 

In my pure days I used to love) 

Fell like the moultings of Heaven’s 
Dove,— 

So harmless, though so full of bright¬ 
ness, 

Was my brow's wreath, that 'it would 
shake 

From off its flowers each downy flake 
As delicate, unmelted, fair, 

And cool as they had fallen there' 

Nay even with Lilis-had I not 
Around her sleep in aplendonrcome— 
Hung o’er each beauty, nor forgot 
To print my radiant lips on some ? 
And yet, at morn, from that repose, 
Had_ she not waked, unscathed and 
bright, 

As doth the pure, uncouseiom. rose, 
Though by the fire-fly kissed all 
night ? 

Even when the rays I scattered stole 
Intensest to her dreaming soul, 

N o thrill disturbed the insen sat e frame- 
bo subtle, so refined that fla me , 

Which, rapidly as lightnings melt 
The blade within the" unharmed 
sheath. 


Can, by .the outward form unfelt, 
Reach and dissolve the soul beneath! 

Thus having (as, alas, deceived 
By my sin’s blindness, I believed) 

No cause for dread, and those black eye 
There fixed upon me, eagerly 
As if the unlocking of the skies 
Then waited but a sign from me¬ 
llow was I to refuse '! how say 
One word that in her heart 'could stir 
A fear, a doubt, but that each ray 
I brought from heaven belonged to 
her'/ 

Slow from her side I rose, while she 
Stood up, too, mutely, tremblingly, 
■But not with fear—all hope, desire, 
She waited for the awful boon, 

Like priestesses, with eyes of fire 
Watching the rise of the full moon, 
Whose beams—they know, yet cannot 
shun- 

Will madden them when looked upon! 

Of all my glories, the bright crown, 
Which, when 1 last from heaven came- 
down, 

I left—see, where those clouds afar 
Sail through the west—there hangs 
. )t yet, 

Shining remote, more like a star 
Than a fallen angel’s coronet— 

Of all my glories, this alone 
Was wanting; but the illumined 
brow, 

The curls, like tendrils that had grown 
Ont of the sun—the eyes, that now 
Had love’s light added to their own, 
And shed a blaze, before unknown 
Even to themselves—the unfolded 
wings, 

From which,as from two radiant springs, 
Sparkles Ml fast around, like spray— 
All I could bring of heaven’s array, 

Of that rich panoply of charms 
A cherub njoves in, on the day 
Of his best pomp, I now put on; 

Ayd, proud that in her eyes I shone 
Thus glorious, glided to her arms, 
Which still (though at a sightso splendid 
( Her dazzled brow bad instantly 
Sunk on her breast) were wide extended 
To clasp the form she durst not see I 
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Great God! how could thy vengeance ’Twere not so dreadful—but, come 
light _ near- 

So bitterly on one so bright ? Too shocking ’tis for earth to hear— 

How could tlie hand, that gave such Just when her eyes, in fading, took 
charms, _ _ Their last, keen, agonized farewell 

Blast them again, in love’s own arms ? Andlookedin minewith—oh,that look! 
i Scarce had 1 touched her shrinking Avenging Power, whate’er the hell 

frame, Thou may’st to human souls assign, 

When—oh most horrible!—I felt The memory of that look is mine !— 

Thnt every spark of that pure flame— In her las| struggle, on iny brow 
Pure, while among the stars I dwelt— Her ashy lips a kiss impressed, 

Was now by my transgression turned So withering!—I feel it now— 

Into gross, earthly fire, which burned, 'Twas fire—but fire, even more im¬ 

ps urned all it touched, as fast as eye blessed 
Could follow the fierce ravening Than was my own, and like that flame, 
flashes, The angels shudder but to name 

Till there—oh God, I still ask why ' Hell’s everlasting element 1 , 

Such doom was hers ?-I saw her lie Deep, deep it pierced into my brain, 
Blackening within my arms to ashes! Maddening and torturing as it went, 

Those cheeks, a glory but to see— And here—see here, the mark, the 
Those lips, whose touch was what stain 
I the first It left upon my front—burnt in 

Fresh cup of immortality By that latf kiss of love and sin— 

Is to a new-made angel's thirst! A brand, which even the wreathed pride 
Those arms, within whoso gentle round, Of these bright curls, still forced aside 
My heart's horizon, the whole bound By its foul contact, cannot hide ! 

Of its hope, prospect, heaven was found! 

4 Which, even in this dread moment, fond 

As when they first wore round me cast. But is it thus, dread Providence- 
Loosed not in death the fatal bond, Ocm it, indeed, be thus, that she, 

But, burning, held me to the last— Who, but for one proud, fond offence, 

That hair, from under whose dark veil, Had honoured Heaven itself, shouldbc 

The snowy neck, like a white sail Now doomed—I cannot speak it—no, 

At moonlight seen 'twixt wave and Merciful God ! it is not so— 
wave, Never could lips divine have said 

Shone out by gleams-that hair, tesave The fiat of a fate so dread. 

But one of whose long glossy wreaths, And yet, that look—that look, sofraught 
I could have died ten thousand deaths!— With more than anguish, with 
All, all, that seemed, one minute since, despair— 

So full of love’s own redolence, That new, fierce fire, resembling nought 

Now, parched and black, before me lay, In heaven or earth—this scorch I 
Withering in agony away; bear!— 

And mine, oli misery I mine the flame, Ob,—for tlie first time that these knees 
From which this desolation came— Have bent before thee since my fall, 
And I the iicud, whoso foul caress Great Power, if ever thy decrees 
Had blasted all that loveliness! 1 Thou could'st for prayer like mine 

’Twas maddening, ’twas—but bear even ; recall, 

worse— • ■ Pardon that spirit, and on me, 

Had death, death only, been the curse On me, who taught her pride to err, 

I brought upon her—had the doom Shed out each drop of agony 
But ended here, when her young bloom j Thy burning phial keeps for her 1 
Lay in the dust, and did the spirit Sec, too, where low beside me kneel 
No part of that fell curse inherit. y Two other outcasts, who, though gone 
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And lost themselves, yet dare to feel 
And pray for that poor mortal one, 
Alas, too well, too well they know 
The pain, the penitence, the woe 
That Passion brings down on the best, 
Thu wisest and the loveliest,— 

Oh, who is to be saved, if such 
Bright erring souls are not forgiven '! 
So loth they wander, and so much 
Their very wanderings le»n towards 
heaven! 

Again I cry, Just God, transfer 
That creature’s sufferings all to me— 
Mine, minetheguilt, the torment be- 
To save one minute’s pain to her. 

Let mine last all eternity 1' 


He paused, and to the earth bent down 
Ilia throbbing head; while they, who 
felt 

That agony as ’twero their own, 

Those angel youths, beside him knelt, 
And, in the night’s still silence there, 
While mournfully eaoh wandering air 
Played in those plumes, that never more 
To their lost home in heaven must soar, 
Breathed inwardly the voiceless prayer, 
Unheard by all but Mercy's ear— 

And which if Mercy did not hear, 

Oh, God would not be what this bright 
Ami glorious universe of his, 

This world of beauty, goodness, light, 
And endless love, proclaims He is I 

Hot long they knelt, when, from a wood 
That crowned that airy solitude, 

They heard a low, uncertain sound, 

As from a lute, that just had found 
Borne happy theme, and murmured 
round 

The new-born fancy—'with fond tone, 
pike that of ringdove o’«r her brood— 
Scarce thinking aught so sweet its own! 
Till soon a voice that matched as well 
That gentle instrument, as suits 
The sea-air to an ocean -shell 
(So kin its spirit to the lute’s), 
Tremblingly followed the soft strain, 
Interpreting its joy, its pain, 

And lending the light wings of words i 


To many a thought that else had lain 
Unhedged and mute among the 
chords. 

All started at tho sound—hut chief 
The third young Angel, in whoso face, 
Though faded like the others, grief 
! Had left a gentler, holier trace; 

As if, even yet, through pain and ill, 
i Hope had not quit him—as if still 
Her precious pearl in sorrow’s cup, 
Unmelted at the bottom lay, 

. To shine again, when, all drunk up, 
The, bitterness should puss away. 
Chiefly did he, though in his eyes 
There shone more pleasure than sun 
1 ’ prise, 

Turn to the wood, from whence that 
sound 

Of solitary sweetness broke, 

Then listening, looked delighted round 
To his bright peers, while thus i| 
spoke 

‘ Come, pray with me, my seraph love. 
My angel-lord, come pray with mo j 
In vain to-night my lip hath strove 
To send ono holy prayer above— 

The knee may bend, tin*, lip may move, 
But pray I cannot without time! 

I’ve fed the altar in my bower 
With droppings from tho ineonsetreo; 
I’ve sheltered it from wind and shower, 
But dim it burns the livelong hour, 

As if, like mo, it had no power 
Of life or lustre, without thee! 

‘ A boat at midnight sent alone 
To drift upon the moonless sea, 

A lute, whoso leading chord is gone, 

A wounded bird, that hath hut ono 
| Imperfect wing to soar upon, 

Are lily; what I am without thee! 

‘Then ne’er, my spirit-love, divide, 

In life or death, thyself from mo; 

But when again, in sunny pride, 
Tlmuwalk’st through Eden, letmoglide, 

A prostrate shadow, by thy side— 

Oh, happier thus than without thee!> 

The song had Ceased, when from tho 
wood— 

Where curving: down that airy height, 
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?.t reached the spot on which they 

1 here suddenly shone out a light 
.Horn a clear lamp, which, as it blazed 
Across the brow of one who raised 
I ho flame aloft (as if to throw 
Its light upon that group below), 
Displayed two eyes, sparkling between 
I he dusky leaves, such as are seen 
By fancy only, in those faces, 
i hat haunt a poet’s walk at even, 
Looking from out their leafy places 
Upon lu,:i dreams of love and heaven. 

I was lnita moment—the blush, brought 
U er all her features at tho thought 
Of being seen thus late, alonof « 
By any hut the eyes she sought, 

1 lad scarcely for an instant shone 
lliruugh tho dark loaves when she 
was gone— 

Gone, like a meteor that o’orlicad 
Suddenly shines, and, erfl we’ve said, 

' Book, look, how beautiful I’-’tis lied. 

Vet, ero she wont, tho words, 1 1 come, 

, come, my Naina,’ reached her ear, 
In that kind voice, familiar, dear, 
Winch tells of conlideuoo, of homo,— 
Of habit, that hath drawn hearts near, 
Bill they grow owe—of faith sincere, 
And all that Love most loves to hear! 
A 'Uiusic, breathing of the past, 

Tlie present, ami the time to be, 

W here J lope and Memory, to the last, 
Lengthen out life's true harmony! 

Nor long did he, whom call so kind 
Summoned away, remain behind; 

Nor did there need much' time to tell 
i What they—alas, more fallen than lie 
From happiness ami heaven-Jcnew well, 
His gentler love’s short history! 

Thus did it run --not as lie told 
Tim tale himself, hut as ’tis graved 
Upon the tablets that, of old, 

By 01 iam were from the deluge saved, 
All written over with sublime 
A ml saddening logbmls of tho unblest 
But glorious spirits of that time, 

, And this young Angel’s ’mong tho 
rest, l 


THIRD ANGEL’S STORY. 

Among the Spirits, of pure flame, 

Ihat round tho Almighty Throne 
abide— 

Circles of light, that from the same 
Eternal centre sweeping wide, 

Carry its beams on every side 
(Like spheres of air that waft around 
The umldafcions of rich sound), 

Till the far-circling radianco he 
OiUusoil into infinity! 

First and immediate near the Throne 
As if peculiarly God’s own, 
r L he Seraphs stand-—this burning sign 
/Traced on their banner, 1 Love Divine!’ 
Their rank, their honours, far above 
Even those to high-browed Cherubs 
given, 

Though knowing all—so much doth 
Lovo 

Transcend all knowledge, even in 
heaven I 

’Mong these was Zaraph once-and none 
E'er felt affection’s holy lire, 

Or yearned towards the Eternal Ono, 
With half such longing, deep desire. 
Love was to ms unpassioued soul 
Not, .is with ov.ii'i's, a mere part 
Of its .existence, but the whole— 

The very life-breath of his heart! 
Often, when from the Almighty brow 
A lustre came too bright to hear, 

And all the seraph ranks would how 
Their heads beneath their wings, nor 
dare 

To look upon tho effulgence there— 
This Spirit's eyes would court the blase 
(Such prido he in adoring took), 

And rather lose, in that one gaze, 

Tho power of looking than not look! 
Then, too, when angel voices sung 
Tim mercy of their God, and strung 
Thoirharps to hail, with welcome sweet, 
The moment, watched for by all eyre, 
When some repentant sinner’s feet 
First touched the threshold of the . 
skies, 

Oh then how clearly did tho voice 
Of Zaraph above all rejoice! 

Lovo was in every buoyant tone, 

_ Nwoh love as only could belong 
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To the blest angeis, and alone 
Could, even from angels, bring such 
song! 

Alas, that it should e’er have been 
The same in heaven as it is here, 
Where nothing fond or bright is seen, 
But it hath pain and peril near— 
Where right and wrong so close re¬ 
semble, 

That what we take for virttie’r thrill 
Is often the first downward tremble 
Of the heart’s balance into ill— 
Where Love hath not a shrinoaso pure, 
So holy, but the serpent. Sin, 

In moments even the most secure, 
Beneath his altar may glide in! 

Bo was it with that Angel—such 
The charm that sloped his fall along 
From good to ill, from loving much, 
Too easy lapse, to loving wrong.— 
Even so that amorous Spirit, bound 
by beauty’s spell, where’er'twas found, 
From the bright things abovethe moon, 
Down to earth’s beaming eyes de¬ 
scended, 

fill love for the Creator soon 
In passion for the creature ended I 

'Twas first at twilight, on the shore 
Of the smooth sea, he hoard the lute 
And voice of her lie loved steal o’er 
The silver waters, that lay mute, 

As loth, by even a breath, to stay 
The pilgrimage of that sweet lay; 
Whose echoes still went on and on, 

Till lost among the light that shone 
Far off beyond the oeeau’s brim— 
There, whero the rich cascade of day 
Had, o'er the horizon’s golden rim, 

Into Elysium rolled away! 

Of God she sung, and of the mild 
Attendant Mercy, that beside 
His awful throne for ever smiled, 
Beady with her white hand, to guide 
.His holts of vengeance to their prey— 
That she might quench them on the way! 
Of Peace—of that Atoning Love, 

Upon whose star, shining above 
This twilight world of hope and fear, 
The weeping eyes of Faith are fixed 
So fond, that with her every tear 
The lightof that lovo-staris mixed !— 


All this she sung, and such a sou! 

Of piety was in that song, ■ 

That tile charmed Angel, as it stole 
Tenderly to his ear, along 
Those lulling waters, whero lie lay 
Watching the day-light’s dying ray, 
Thought ’twas a voice from out tin', 
wave, 

An echo that some spirit gave 
To Eden’s distant harmony, 

Heard faint and sweet beneath the sea! 

Quickly, however, to its source, 
Tracking that music’s melting course. 
He saw upon the golden sand 
Of the sea-shore a maiden stand, 

' Before whoso feet the expiring waves 
Flung their last tribute with a sigh— 
As. in the East, exhausted slaves 
Lay down the far-brought gift, and 
die— 

And, while filer lute hung by her, 
hushed, 

As if unequal to the tide 
Of song, that from her lips still gushed, 
She raised, like one beatified, 

Those eyes, whose light seemed rather 
given 

To bo adored than to adore— 

Such eyes as may have looked from 
heaven, 

But ne’er were raised to it before! 

Oh Love, Religion, Music—all 
That’s left of Eden upon earth— 

The only blessings, since the fall 
Of our weak souls, that still recall 
A trace of their high glorious birth— 
How kindred are the dreams you bring! 
How Love, though unto earth so 
prone, 

Delights to take Religion’s wing, 

When time or grief hath stained his 
own! 

How near to Love’s beguiling brink, 
Too oft, entranced Religion lies! 
While Music, Music is the link 
f They both still bold by to the sites, 
The language of their native sphere, 
Which they had olse forgotten here. 

How then could Zarapk fail to feel 
That moment's witcheries ?—one mi 
( fair 


Breathing out music that might steal 
Heaven from itself, and rapt in prayer 
Thatseraphsmightbe proud to share ! 
Oh, lie did feel it—far too well— 

With warmth that much too dearly 
cost; 

Nor knew he, when at last he fell, 

To which attraction, to which spell, 
Love, Music, or Devotion, most 
His soul in that sweet hour was lost, 

Sweet was the hour, though dearly won, 
And pure, as aught of earth could he, 
For then first did the glorious sun 
Before Religion’s altar see 
Two hearts in wedlock’s golden tie , 
Self-pledged, in love to live and die— 
Then first did woman s virgin brow 
That hymeneal chaplet wear, 

Which, when it dies, no second vow 
Can bid a new one bloom out there— 
Blest union! by that angel wove, 

And worthy from such hands to come; 
Safe, solo asylum, in which Love, 

Whon fallen or exiled from above, 

In this dark world can find a homo. 

And, though the Spirit had trans¬ 
gressed, 

Had, from his station ’mongtlio blessed, 
Won down by woman’s smile, allowed 
Terrestrial passion to breathe o’er 
The mirror of bis heart, and cloud 
God’s image, there so bright before— 
Yet never did that God look down 
On error with a brow so mild; 

Never did justice launch a frown 
That, ere it fell, so nearly smiled. 

For gentle was thou* love, with awe 
And trembling like a treasure kept, 
That was not theirs by holy law, 
Whoso beauty with remorse they saw, 
And o’er whoso preciousness they 
wept. 

Humility, that low, sweet root, 

'From which all heavenly virtues shoot, 
Was in the hearts of both—but most 
In Naina’s heart, by whom alone * 
Those charms, for which a heaven was 
lost, 

Seemed all unvalued and unknown; 
And when her Seraph’s eyes she caught, 
And hid hers glowing on his breast, 
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Even bliss was humbled by the thought, 

‘ What claim have I to be so blessed '! ’ 
Still less could maid someekhave nursed 
Desire of knowledge—that vain thirst 
With which the sexhath all been cursed. 
From luckless Eve to her who near 
The Tabernacle stole, to hear 
The secrets of the Angels—no— 

To love as her own seraph loved, 

With Faith, the same through bliss and 
woe— 

Faith that, were even its light re¬ 
moved, 

Could, like the dial, fixed remain, 

And wait till it shone out again— 
WitkPatience that, though often bowed 
* By the rude storm, can rise anew, 
And Hope that, even from Evil's cloud, 
Secs sunny Good half breaking 
_ through! 

This deep, relying Love, worth more 
In heaven than all a cherub’s lore— 
This Faith, more sure than aught be¬ 
side, 

Was the sole joy, ambition, pride, 

Of her fond heart—the unreasoning 
scope 

Of all its views, above, below 
So true she felt it that to lope, 

To trust, is happier than to Jcmo, 

And thus in humbleness they trod, 
Abashed, but pure before their God, 

Nor o’er did earth behold a sight 
So meekly beautiful as they, 

Whon, with the altar’s holy light 
Full on their brows, they knelt tc 
pray, 

Baud within hand, and side by side, 
Two links of love, awhile untied 
From the great chain above, but fast 
Holding together to tlm last— 

Two fallen Splendors from that tree 
Which buds with such eternally, 
Shaken to earth, yet keeping all 
Their light and freshness in the fall. 

Their only punishment (ns wrong, 
However sweet, must bear its brand), 
Their only doom was thia—that, long 
As the green earth and ocean stand. 
They both shall wander here—the Bame 
Throughout all time in heart and frame— 
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Still looking to> that goal sublime, 
Whose light, remote but sure, they 
see 

Pilgrims of Love, whose way is Time, 
Whose home is in Eternity! 

Subject, the while, to all the strife 
True love encounters in this life— 

The wishes, hopes, he breathes in vain; 
The chill, that turns his warmest sighs 
To earthly vapour, ere they, rise ; 

The doubt he feeds on, and the pain 
That in his very sweetness lies, 

Still worse, the illusions that betray 
His footsteps to their shining brink; 
That tempt him, on his desert way 
Through the bleak world, to bend and 
drink, 

Where nothing meets his lips, alas, 

But he again must sighing pass 
On to that far-off home of peace, 

In which alone lrs thirst will cease, 

All this they bear, but, not t]ie loss, 
Have moments rich in happiness— 
Blest meetings, after many a clay 
Of widowhood past far away, 

When the loved face again is scon 
Close, close, with not a tear between - 
thuddings frank, without control, 
Poured mutually from soul to soul; 

As free from any fear or doubt 
As is that light from chill or stain, 
The sun into the stars sheds out, 

To bo by them shed back again I— 
That happy minglement of hearts, 
Where, changed aschymie compounds 
are, 

Each With its own existence parts, 

To find a new one, happier far! 

Such are their joys—and. crowning all, 
That blessed hope of the bright hour, 
When, happy and no. more to fall, 

Their spirits shall, witli freshened 
power, 1 


Rise up rewarded for their trust 
In Him, from whom all goodliest 
' springs, 

And, shaking off earth’s soiling (lust 
From their emancipated wings, 
Wander for ever through those skies 
Of radiance, where Love never dies! , 

In what lone region of the earth 
These pilgrims now may roam oi 
dwell, 

God and the Angels, who look forth 
To watch their steps, alone can tell, 
But should we, in our wanderings, 
Meet a young pair, whose beauty 
wants 

"But the adornment of bright wings 
To look like heaven’s inhabitants— 
Who shine where’er they tread, and yet 
Are humblo in their earthly lot, 

As is the wayside violet, 

That shmes.imseen, and wore it not 
For its sweet oruutli would, boforgnt- 
Whose hearts in every thought are one, 
Whose voices utter the same wills. 
Answering as Echo doth, some tone' 

Of fairy music 'rating the lulls, 

So like'itaelf, wo seek in vain 
Which is the echo, which the strain— 
Whose piety is love—whose love, 
Though close as 'twere their souls' 
embrace, 

Is not of earth, but from above— 

Like two fair mirrors, face to face, 
Whose light, from one to the other 
thrown, 

Is heaven’s reflection, not their own— 
Should wo o’er meet with aught so pure, 
So perfect hero, wc may bo sure 
There is but me such pair below; 
And, as wo bless them on their way 
Through tty world’s wilderness, may 
say, * 

* There &r»ph and his Nama go. ’ 
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Lord, ever faithfully yours, 

T. B. 


PREFACE. 

TifOimn it was the wish of the Members of the Poco-enranto Society (who have 
lately done me the honour of electing mo their Secretary) that 1 should prefix 
my name to the following Miscellany, it is but fair to them and to myself to 
state that, except in the ‘painful pre-eminence' of being employed to transcribe 
their lucubrations, my claim to such a distinction in the title-page is not greater 
than that of any other gentleman wlui lias contributed his share to the contents 
of the volume, 

1 had originally intended to take this opportunity of giving some account of 
the origin and objects of our Institution, the names and characters of the different 
members, etc. etc.; lmt as I am at present preparing for the press the First 
Volume of the ‘Transactions of the I’ooo-curanto Society,' I shall reserve for 
that occasion.all further details upon the subject; and content myself herewith 
referring, for a general insight into our tenets, to a Song which will he found at 
the end of this work, and which is sung to us on the first day of every month, 
by one of our oldest members, to the tune of (as far as I can recollect, being no 
musician) either 4 Nancy Dawson’ or ‘He stole away the Bacon,’ 

It may lie as well also to state, for the information of those critics who attack 
with the hope of being answered, and of being thereby brought into notice, that 
it is tlm rule of this Society to return rib other answer to such assailants than 
is contained in three words, ‘Non curat Hippoelicjes’ (meaning, in English, 

‘ IlippoelidoH does not care a fig’), which were spoken two thousand years ago 
by the firstfonuder of Poco-curaatisify and have uv»r since been adopted as the 
leading tlicinm of tho sect. 

Thomas Brown. 
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FABLE I. 

THE DISSOLUTION OF TIIE HOLY 
ALLIANCE. 

A Drrnn. 

I’ve had a dream that Bodes no good 
Unto the Holy Brotherhood. 

[ may be wrong, but I confess— 

As far as it is right or lawful 
For one, no conjurer, to guess— 

It seems to me extremely awful. 

Methought, upon the Neva’s flood 
A beautiful lee Palace stood; 

A. dome of frost-work, ou the plan * 
Of that once built by Empress Anne, 1 
Which shone by moonlight—as the tale 
is— 

Like an aurora borealis. 

In this said Palace-furnished all 
And lighted as the best ou land are— 
I dreamed there was a splendid ball, 
Given by the Emperor Alexander, 

To entertain with all due zeal, 

Those holy gentlemen who’ve shown a 
Regard so kind for Europe’s weal, 

At Troppau, Laybach, and Verona. 

The thought was happy, and designed 
To hint how thus the human mind 
May—like the stream imprisoned 
there— 

Be checked and chilled till it can Lear 
The heaviest Kings, that ode or sounet 
E’er yet be-praised, to dance upon it. 

And all were pleased, and cold, and 
stately, 

Shivering in grand illumination— 
Admired the superstructure greatly, 
Nor gave one thought to the founda¬ 
tion. 

Much too the Czar himself exulted, 

To all plebeian fears a stranger, 

As Madame Krudener 3 when consulted, 
Had pledged her word there was no 
danger. 


So, on he capered, fearless quite, 
Thinking himself extremely clever, 
And waltzed away with all his might, 
As if the frost would last for ever. 

Just fancy how a bard like me, 

Who reverence monarchs, must have 
trembled, 

To see that goodly company 
At such a ticklish sport assembled. 

Nor were the fears, thatthus astounded 
My loyal soul, at all unfounded; 

For, lo! ere long, those walls so massy 
Were seized with an ill-omened drip- 

. P^g. 

And o’er the floors, now growing glassy, 
Their Holinesses took to slipping. 

The Czar, half through a Polonaise,_ 
Could scarce get on for downright 
stumbling; 

And Prussia, though to slippery ways 
! So used, was cursedly near tumbling. 

Yet still ’twas who could stamp the 
floor most, 

Piussia and Austria’mong the foremost. 
And now, to an Italian air, 

This precious brace would hand in 
hand go; 

Now—while old_ 3 from his chair, 

Intreated them his toes to spare— 
Called loudly out for a fandango. 

And a fandango, 'faith, they had, 

At which they all set to like mad— 
Never were Kings (though small the ex- 
pense is 

Of wit among their Excellencies) 

Ho out of all their princely senses. 

* , 

But, ah! that dance—that Spanish 
dance— 

Scarce was the luckless strain begun, 
When, glaring red—as ’twero a glance 
Shot from an angry southern sun— 
‘Alight through all the chambers flamed, 
Astonishing old Father Frost, 


i 'It is well known that the Empress Anno built a palace of joe on the Neva in 1740, which 
was fifty-two feet In length, ami when illuminated had a surprising effect, -ft ntortn. 
s A Mfitjp who pretended to propheejo much iaVMUfid by the fear, ■ bo a. 
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Who, bursting into tears, exclaimed, 

‘ A thaw, by Jove!—we’re lost, we’re 
lost! 

Run, F-1 1 a second Waterloo 

Is come to drown you— sauveguipent/' 

Why, why will monarchs caper so 
In palaces without foundations! 
Instantly all was in a flow: 

Crowns, fiddles, sceptres, decora- 
tions; 

Those royal arms, that lookedso nice, 

' Cut out iu the resplendent ice; 

; Those eagles, handsomely provided 
With double heads for double deal¬ 
ings— 

Howfast theglobesandsoeptresglided j 
Out of theirclaws onall the ceilings! 
Proud Prussia’s double bird of prey, 
Tame as a spatch-eock, slunk awdy; 
While—just like France herself, when 
she 

Proclaims how great her naval skill 
is— 

Poor.. , a Avoming jleurs-de-hjs 
Imagined themselves water-lilies, 
And not alonerooms, ceilings, shelves, 
But—still more fatal execution— 
The Great Legitimates themselves 
Seemed in a state of dissolution, j 
The indignant Czar—when just about 
To issue a sublime D lease— 

*’Whereas, alllight must be kept out 
Dissolved to nothing in its blaze, 
Next Prussia took his turn to melt, 
And, while his lips illustrious felt 
The influence of this southern air, 
Some word like ‘Constitution,’ long 
Congealed in frosty silence there, 
Came slowly thawing from his 
tongue. 

While -—, lapsing by degrCe, 

Awl sighing out a faint adieu 
To truffles, salmis, toasted cheese, 

And smoking fondus, quickly grew 
Himself into a fondti too ;— 

Or, like that goodly King they make. 

Of sugar, for a twelfth-night cake, 


When in some urchin’s mouth, alas! 

It melts into a shapeless mass! 

In short, I scarce could count a minute 
Ere the bright dome, and all within it— 
Kings, Fiddlers, Emperors—all were 
gone I 

And nothing now was seen or heard 
But the bright river, rushing on, 
Happy as an enfranchised bird, 

And prouder of that natural ray, 
Shining along its chainless way— 

More pro udly happy thus to glide 
In simple grandeur to the sea, 

Than when in sparkling fetters tied, 
And decked with all that kingly pride 
Could bring to light its slavery! 

Such is my dream—and, I confess, 

I tremble at its awfulness. 

That Spanish dance—that southern 
beainr- 

But I say nothing—there’s my dream- 
And Madame Krudener, the she 
prophet, 

May make just what she pleases of it, 


FABLE II, 

THE LOOKING-GLASSES. 


Where Kings have been by mob- 
elections _ • 

Pvaised to the throne, ’tis strange to see 
Whatdifferent and what odd perfections 
Men have required in royalty. 
Somelikingmonarchs largeand plumpy, 
Have chosen their Sovereigns by the 
weight; 

Some wished them tall j some thought 
your dumpy, 

Dutch-built the true Legitimate. 8 
The Easterns, in a Prince, ’tis said, 
Prefer what’s called a jolter-head f 


1 Franco. 2 Louis’s. 

4 Tho Goths had a law to choose always a short thick man for their king— Munster, Comog. lux, 
ill. p. 104. 

. 1 ‘ la a Prince* a jolter-head is invaluable *—Oriental Meli Sports, 


36 
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The Egyptians weren’t at all particular, 
So that their Kings had not red hair— 
This fault not even the greatest stickler 
For the blood-royal well could bear, 
A, thousand more snck illustrations 
Might be adduced from various nations; 
But, 'inoiig the many tales they tell us, 
Touching the acquired or natural 
right 

Which some men have to pule their 
fellows, 

There’s one which Isliallhererecite:— 
Falk. 

Tiffinl? was a land—to name the place 
Is neither how my wish nor duty— 
Where reigned a pertain royal race, 

By right of their superior beauty, 

What was the cut legitimate 
Of these great persons’ chins and 
noses, 

By right of which they ruledlhe state, 
No history 1 have seen discloses. 

But so it was—a settled case— 

Some Act of Parliament, passed 
snugly, 

Had voted them a beauteous race, 

And all their faithful subjects ugly. 

As rank, indeed, stood high or low, 
Some change it made in visual organs; 
Your Peers woro decent—Knights, so- 
so— 

But all your common people gorgotis! 

Of course, if any knave but hinted 
That the King’s nose was turned awry, 
Or that the Queen (God save us!) 
squinted— 

The judges doomed that knave to die, 

But rarely tilings like this occurred; 
The people to tltoir King were 
duteous, 

And took it, on his royal word, 

That they were frights and . he was 
beauteous. 

file cause whereof, among all classes, 
Was simply thisThese island elves 
Had never yet seen looking-glasses, 
And thereioredid not know tlmudvtis, 


Sometimes, indeed, their neighbours’ 
faces 

Might strike them as more full of 
reason, 

More fresh than those in certain places— 
But, Lord! the very thought was 
treason 1 

Besides, howe’er we loveour neighbour, 
And take his face’s part, ’tis known 
We never half so earnest labour, 

As when the face attacked’s our own, 

So on they went—the crowd believing 
(As crowds well governed always do); 
Their rulers, too, themselves de- 
,« ceiving— 

So old the joke they thought it true. 

But jokes, we know, if they too far go, 
Must have an end; and so, one day, 
Upon that coast there was a cargo 
Of looking-glasses east away. 

’Twas said some Radicals, somowhore, 
Had laid their wicked heads together, 
And forced that ship to founder there— 
Whilesomo believe it was the weather. 

However this might he, the freight 
Was landed without feos or duties; 
And from that hour historians date 
The downfall of the race of beauties. 

The looking-glasses got about, 

And grew so common through theland, 
That scarce a tinker could walk out 
Without a mirror in his hand. 

Comparing facos, morning, noon, 

And night, their constant occupa¬ 
tion— 

By dint of looking-glasses, soon 
They grow a most relucting nation. 

in vain the Court, aware of errors 
In all tbo old established innzards, 
Prohibited the use of mirrors, 
Andtriedtohreakthematallhazardsi 

A 

In vain—their laws might just as well 
Have been waste paperon thcshelvos; 
That fatal freight had broke the spell; 
People had looked—and knew them* 
selves. 
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If chance a Duke, of birth sublime, 
Presumed upon his aucient face 
(Some calf-head, ugly from all time), 
They popped a mirror to his Grace- 

Just hinting, by that gentle sign, 

How little Nature holds it true, 

That what is called an ancient line 
Must be the line of Beauty too. 

From Dukes they passed to regal 
phizzes, 

Compared them proudly with their 
own, 

And cried, 1 How could such monstrous 
quizzes 

In Beauty’s name usurp the throne!’ 

They then wrote essays, pamphlets, 
books, 

Upon cosmetical economy, 

Which made the King try various looks, 
But none improved his physiognomy, 

And satires at the Court they levelled. 
And small lampoons, so full of sly¬ 
nesses, 

That soon, iu short, they quite be¬ 
devilled 

- Their Majesties and Royal High¬ 
nesses. 

At length—but hero I drop the veil, 

To spare some loyal folks' sensations: 
Besides, what follows is the tale 
Of all such late-enlightened nations; 

Of all to whom old Time discloses 
A truth they should have sooner 
known— 

That Kings haveneitherrightsnor noses 
A whit diviner than their own. 


FABLE III. 

Till; TOUCH OP LIllEltTY, 

I saw it all in Fancy’s glass— 

Herself, the fair, the wild magician, 
Who bid this splendid day dream pass, 
And named each gliding apparition. 

’Twas like a torch-race-such as they 
Of Greece performed, in ages gone, 


When the fleet youths, in long array, 
Passed the bright torch triumphant 
on. 

I saw the expectant nations stand, 

To catch the coming flame in turn;- 1 
I saw, from ready hand to hand, 

The clear, though struggling, glory 
irarn. 

And oh, their joy, as it came near, 
Twas in itself a joy to see ;— 

While Fancy whispered in my ear, 

‘ That torch they pass is Liberty!’ 

And each, as she received the flame, 
Lighted her altar with its ray; 

Then, smiling to the next who came, 
Speeded it on its sparkling way. 

From Albion first, whose ancient shrine 
Was furnished with the fire already, 
Columbia caught the boon divine, 

And lit a flame, like Albion’s, steady. 

The splendid gift then Gallia took, 

And, like a wild Bacchante, raising 
The brand aloft, its sparkles shook. 

As she would set the world a-blazing: 

And when she fired her altar high. 

It flashed into the reddening air 
So fierce, that Albion, who stood nigh, 
Shrunk, almost blinded by the glare! 

Next, Spain, so new was light to her. 
Leaped at the torch—but, ere the 
spark ' , 

That fell upon her shrine could stir, , 
'Twas quenched—and all again was 
dark, 

Yet, no —not quenched—a treasure, ; 
worth , " / 

So much to mortals, rarely dies: 
Again her living light looked forth,, 
And shone, a beacon, in all eyes. 

Who next received the flame ? alas,' 
Unworthy Naples—shame of shames, 
That ever through such hands should 
pass 

That brightest of all earthly flames ■ 

.Scarce had herfingerstouched thetoroh, 
When, frighted by the sparks it shed. 
‘Nor waiting even to feel the scorch, 

She dropped it to the earth—and fled, 
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AndfaUen.it might have long remained! Nay, even to see it m a vision, _ _ 
But Greece, who saw her moment Would be what lawyers call misprision, 

Pan will lrn the tirize thoueh prostrate, Sir Bobert Pilmer says and he, 
Caught up the pnze, tnougn piosc , ^ kncwa ii a boutthe matter- 

And waved it round her beauteous ‘Both men and beasts love monarchy;’ 
brow Which proves how rational—the 

r . ' latter, 

And Fancy bade me mark where, o’er Sidney, indeed, we know, had quite 
Her altar, as its iiame ascended, A different notion from the knight, 

Hair, laurelled spirits seemed to soar, Nay, hints a Kins may lose his head 

Who thusinsongtheir voices blended: ajjjwrdjrhw bridle: 


* Shine, shine for ever, glorioift Flame, 
Divinest gift of gods to men! 

From Greece thy earliest splendour 
came, 

To Greece thy ray returns again. 


But thisTs Jacobin, ill-bred, 

Flame, And (now-a-days, when Kings are led 
In patent snaffles) downright idle. 


r rem urcew uuv . . .. £ v r T r- 

eame J »No, no-it isn’t foolish lungs 

To Greece thy ray returns again, (Those fixed, inevitable things— 

J Bores paramount, by right of birth) 

‘Take, Freedom, take thy radiant That move my wrath, but your pre- 
round tenders, 

When dimmed, revive-when lost, Your mushroom rulers, sons of earth, 


return— , 

Till not a shrine through earth be found,, 


Who, not ’ like t’others, ernonei 
offenders 


On which thy glories shall not burn!’ (Regular gratia, Lei blockheads, 

Born with three kingdoms m then 
—pockets), 

Nor leaving, on the scale of mind, 
FABLE IV,, These royal Zeros far behind, 

, Yet, with a brass that nothing stops, 

THE fly AND THE BULLOCK. p ua h. up into the loftiest stations, 

p And, though too dull to manage shops, 

Presume, the dolts, to manage 
f all that, to the sage’s survey, nations! 


Of all that, to the sage’s survey, nations! 

This world presents of topsy-turvey, . . . , 

There's nought so much disturbs his This class it is that moves my gal]. 


patience 
As little minds in lofty stations. 


And stirs up spleen, and bile", and all. 
While other senseless tilings appear 


’Tia like that sort of painful wonder To know the limits of their sphere- 
Whioli slight and pigmy columns under While not a cow on earth romances 
Enormous arches give beholders; So much as to conceit she dances— 


Or those poor Caryatides, 

Condemned to smile and stand at ease, 


While the most jumping Frog wc 
know 8f, • 


With a whole house upon their Would scarce at Astloy’s hope to show 

tit «./!* ‘ 


shoulders, 

If, as in some few royal cases, 


Your —s and —s dare, 

Pigmy as are their minds, to set them 


Small minds are Jmunto such places— Tp any business, any where, 

mi,. ij - ' r 


If they are there by right Divine, 

Or any such sufficient reason, 
Why—Heaven forbid we should re¬ 
pine !— 


At any time that "fools will let them, 
But leave we lierotheseupstarttliings— 
My business is, just now, with Kings; 
To whom, and to their right-line glory. 

Y 1 'll. « _ 1 1 _■!__J_ . 


To" wish it otherwise were treason; 11 dedicate the following story; 
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Fable. 

1'he wise men of Egypt were secret as 
dummies; 

And, even when they most con¬ 
descended to teach, 

They packed up their meaning, as they 
did their mummies, 

In so many wrappers, ’twas out of 
one’s reach, 

They were also, good people, much given 
to Kings— 

Fond of monarchs and crocodiles, 
monkeys and mystery, 

Bats, hieraphants, blue-bottle flies, and 
such things— ■ (■ 

As will partly appear in this very 
short history. 

A Scythian philosopher (nephew, they 
say, 

To that other great traveller, young 
Anaeliarsis) 

Stepped into a temple of Memphis one 
day, 

To have a short peep at their mystical 
farces. 

He saw a brisk blue-bottle Fly on an 
altar, 1 

Made much of, and worshipped as 
something divine; 

While a large handsome Bullock, led 
there in an halter, 

Before it lay stabbed at the foot of 
the shrine. 

Surprised at such doings, he whispered 
his teacher— 

‘If ’tisn’t impertinent, may I ask 
why 

Should a Bullock, that useful and 
powerful emture, *-• 

Be thus offered up to a blue-bottle 

%?’ 

‘No wonder,’ said t’other, ‘you stare 
at the sight, 

But we as a symbol of monarchy view 
it: 


That Fly on the shrine is Legitimate 
Eight, 

And that Bullock the people that’s 
sacrificed to it.’ 


FABLE V. 

CHURCH AND STATE, 


‘The moment any religion becomes national, 
or established, its purity must certainly bo lost, 
because it' is then impossible to keep it uncon¬ 
nected with men's interests; and, if connected, 
it must evidently be perverted by them.’—&a>M 
Jenyns, 

Thus did Soarae Jenyns—though a 
Tory, 

A Lord of Trade and the Planta¬ 
tions— 

Feel how Keligion’s simple glory 
Is stained by State associations. 

When Catherine, after murdering Poles, 
Appealed to the benign Divinity, 
Then cut them up in protocols, 

Made fractions of their very souls 3 — 
All in the name of the blessed Trinity; 
Or when her grandson, Alexander, 
That mighty northern salamander 
Whose iey touch, felt all about, 

Puts every fire of Freedom out— 
When he, too, winds up his Ukases 
With God and the Panagia’s praises— 
When he, of royal saints the type, 

In holy water dips the sponge, 

With which, at one imperial wipe, 

He would all human rights expunge! 
When — 3 (whom, as King and eater, 

Some name-, and some — 

—) 4 

Calls down ‘Saint Louis’ God’ to 
witness 

The right, humanity, and fitness 
Of sending eighty thousand Solons— 
Sages with muskets and laced coats— 
To cram instruction, nolens wlm 
Down the poor struggling Spaniards' 
throats— 


i According to jElinn, it was in the island of 4 An allusion to a play on the Bound of 
Leucadia they practised this coremony-fiuiw words made at tin Umo in Frame, by which 
Bom raw imaic-De Animal, lib, ii. cap, 8, Louis iix-hv.it (18th) was called <k» hultm (ot the 
a Amos demi-Ames, etc, oystora), In ridicule of his taa te for the plcaaui es or 

s Louis’. • -to# table. 
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i can’t help thinking (though to Kings 
X must, of course, like othermen.bow) 
That when a Christian monarch brings 
Religion's name to gloss these things, 
Such blasphemy out-Benbows Ben- 
bow! 1 . 

Or—not so far for facts to roam, 

Having a few much nearer home— 
When we see churchmen, who, it asked, 
‘Must Ireland’s slaves be tithed and 
tasked, 

And driven, like negroes or Croats, 
That you may roll in wealth anil 

bliss V ' 

Look from beneath their sliovol hats 
With all due pomp, and answer 
i Yes!’ 

But then, if questioned, ‘Shall tho 
brand 

I ntolorance flings throughout that land, 
Betwixt her palaces and hovels, 
Suffering nor peace nor love to grow, 
Be, ever quenched ?’—from the same 
shovels 

Look grandly forth, and answer ‘No! 

• Alas, alas! have these a claim 
To merciful Religion’s name? 

If more you want, go, sod a bevy 
Of bowing parsons at a levee 
(Choosing your time, when straw’s 
before 

Some apoplectic bishop’s door): 

There, if thou canat with life escape 
That sweep of lawn, that press of crape, 
i Just watch their reverences and graces, 

. Shouldering their way on, at all risks, 
And say, if those round ample faces 
To heaven or earth most turn their 
disks? 

This, this it is—Religion, made, , 
'Twixt Church and State, a truck, a 
trade— 

This most ill-matched unholy Co. 

From whence tho ills we witness flow— 
The war of many creeds with one, 

The extremes of too much faith, and 
none— 


The qualms, the fumes of uoct and 
sceptic, 

And all that Reason, grown dyspeptic 
By swallowing forced or noxious creeds, 
From downright indigestion breeds; 
.Till,'twixt old bigotry and now, 

’Twixt Blasphemy mid Cant.the two 

RankiUs with which this.-ige is curseil- 
We can no more toll which is worst, 
Than erst could Egypt, when so rich 
In various plagues, determine which 
She thought most pestilent mid vile— 
Her frogs, like Bonbow and Carlilo, 
Croaking their native mud-notes loud, 
Or her fat locusts, like a cloud 
Of pluruliats, obesely lowering, 

At once benighting and devouring! 

This—this it is—and here I pray 
Those sapient wits of the Reviews, 
Who make us poor, dull authors nay, 
Not what we mean, but what they 
choose; 

Who to our moatabmidant shares 
Of nonsense add still more of theirs, 
And are to poets just such evils 
As caterpillars lind tliomi Hies,'- 1 
That, not content to sting like devils, 
Lay eggs upon their kicks likewise - 
To guard against sueli foul deposits, 

Of others’ meanings in my rhymes 
(A tiling more needful here, because it'll 
A subject ticklish in these times), 

1 hero to all such wits make known, 
Monthly ami weekly, Whigand Tory, 
’Tin !/os Religion—tliis alone 
I aim at in the following story: 


When Royalty was young and hold, 
Ere, touched by Time, lm had be 
come-." 

If ’tin not civ.l to say old ■- 
At least, a ci-dcmut finite. Imam. . 

One evening, on some wild pursuit, 

' Driving along, he chanced to see 
Religion, passing by on foot, 

And took him in his vis d-vts, 


1 A publisher of infidel works, and darting at ilillirat iiilcrviiln thiir iitlnna li,r, 

•* 'The greatest number of tho 1 clin oimi on tribe I Its lniily—nt ovary dart they dcjitiue an cjft,.** 
aro seen settling upon the buck of the eUU'tpillur, i UMmitk. 


i 
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This said Religion was a friar, 

The humblest and the best of men, 
Who ne'er had notion or desire 
Of riding in a coach till then. 

* I nay - quoth Royalty, who rather 
Enjoyed a masquerading joke— 

1 1 say, suppose, my good old father, 
You lend mo, for awhile, your cloak. 

Tho friar consented—little knew 
What tricks tho youth had in his 
^head; 

Besides, was rather tempted, too, 

By a laced coat ho got instead. 

Away ran Royalty, slap-dash, *o 
Scampering likomad about the town; 
Broke windows—shivered lamps to 
smash, 

And knocked whole scores of watch¬ 
men down. 

While nought could they whose heads 
were broke, 

Learn of the ‘why’ or the ‘where¬ 
fore,’ 

Except that ’twas Religion's cloak 
The gentleman who cracked them 
wore. 

Meanwhile, tho friar, whose head was 
turned 

By the laced coat, grew frisky too— 
Looked big—his former habits 
spurned— 

And stormed about as great men do— 

Dealt much in pompous oaths and 
, curses— 

Said 1 Damn you’ often, or as bad— 
Laid claim to other people’s purses— 
In short, grew, either knave or mad, 

Ah work like this was unbefitting, 

And flesh and Mood no longer bore it, 
Tho Court of Common Sense, then 
sitting, , 

Summoned the culprits both before it, 

1 Andreas, 

* (Juand 11 dtoit ocoupd d’aueuno ossoine, fl 
envoyult Novella, an 111k on son lieu lire mix 
oaulwilea on charge, ot, alln quo lu, biniitiS (Telle j 


Where, after hours in wrangling spent 
, (As courts must wrangle to decide 
well), . 

Religion to Saint Luke’s was sent, 

And Royalty packed off to Bridewell ; 

With this proviso—Should they he 
Restored in due time to their senses, 
They both must give security 
In future against such offences— 

Religion ne’er to lend his cloak, 

Seeing whatdreadful work it leads to; 
And Royalty to crack his joke— 

But not to craok poor people’s heads, 
too. 

.FABLE VI. 

THE LITTLE GKAND LAMA, 

Proem. 

Novella, a young Bolognese, 

The daughter of alearned lawdoctor,* 
Who had with all the subtleties 
Of old and modern j urists stocked her, 
Was so exceeding fair, ’tis said, 

And over hearts held such dominion,, 
That when her father, sick in bed, 

Or busy, sent her, in his stead. 

To lecture on the Code Justinian, 

She had a curtain drawn before her, 
Lest, if her charms were seen, the 
students 

Should let their young eyes wander o’er 
her, 

Audquite forget their jurisprudence. 12 
Just so it is with Truth—when seen, 

Too fair and bright—'tis from behind 
A light, thin allegoric screen, 

She thus can safest teach mankind. 

Fable. 

In Thibet onpethere reigned, we’retold, 
A little Lama, one year old— 

Raised to the throne, thatrealmto bless* 
Just when his little Holiness 
Had cut—as near as can he reckoned— 
Some say his first tooth, some his second. 

n'ompScliiU la ponsdo des oyants, olio avoit une 
petite courtino devant Gilo,— C/msk de Pm i, Cite 
des Domim* d. 11. f'iiap. 3(i? 




564 


FABLES FQB TEE holy alliance. 


Chronologers and verses vary, 

Which proveshistoriansBhomdbe wary. 
Wo only know the important truth— 
His Majesty had cut a tooth . 1 

And much his subjects were enchanted, 
As well all Lamas' subjects may be. 
And would have given their heads, if 
wanted, 

To make tee-totums for the r baby. 

As lie was there by Right Divine 
(What lawyers call Jim Divirn, 
Meaning a right to yours, and mine, 
And everybody’s goods andTlunoj— 
Of course Ilia faithful subjects’ purses 
Were ready with their aids and suc¬ 
cours— 

“ Nothing was seen but pensioned nurses, 
And the land groaned with bibs and 
tuckers, 

Oli! had there been a Hume or Bonnet 
Then sitting in the Thibet Senate, 

Ye Gods, what room for long debates 
Upon the Nursery Estimates! 

What cuttingdown ofswaddliug-clothos 
And pin-a-fores in nightly battles! 
What calls for papers to expose 
The wastoof sugar-plums andrattles! 
But no—if Thibet had M. Pa., 

They were far better bred than those; 
Nor gave the slightest opposition, 
During the Monarch’s whole dentition. 

But short this calm j for just when ho 
Had reached the alarming age of three, 
When royal natures-and, no doubt, 
Those of all noble beasts break out, 

The Lama, who till then was quiet, 
Showed symptoms of a taste for riot; 
And, ripe for mischief, early, late, 
Without regard for Church or State, 
Made free with whosoe’er came nigh— 
Tweaked the Lord Chancellor by the 
nose, 

Turned all the Judges’ wigs awry, 

And trod on the old Generals’toes— 
Pelted the Bishops with hot buns, 

Rode edek-horse on the City maces, 


And shot, from littlo devilish guns, 
Hard peas into his subjects’ faces. 

In short, such wicked pranks lie played, 
And grew so mischievous (God bless 
him 1 ) 

That his chief Nurse—though with the 
aid 

Of an Archbishop—'was afraid, 

When in these moods, to comb or 
dress him; 

And even the persons most inclined 
For Kings, through thick and thin, 
to stickle, 

Thought him (if they’d but speak their 
mind, 

Which tlioy did not) au odious piuklo, 

At length, some patriot lords—a brood 
Of animals they have in Thibet, 
Extremely rare, and lit, indeed, 

For folk like I'idcock to exhibit— 
Some patriot lords, seeing the length 
To which things went, combined tlmir 
strength, 

And penned a manly, plain and free 
Remonstrance to the Nursery; 

In which, protesting that they yielded 
To none, that ever went before ’em, 
In loyalty to him who wielded 
The hereditary pap-spoon o'or ’em— 
That, as for treason, ’twas a thing 
That made them almost sick to think 
of— 

That they and theirs stood by the King, 
Throughout his measles and his eliiu- 
' cough, 

Whonotber^thinkinghhnoouHumptive, 
Had ratted to the Heir Presumptive !— 
But, still—though much admiring 


(And chiefly those in leading strings)— 
They saw, njith shame and grief of soul 
ToeiC was no longer now the wise 
And constitutional control 
Of b&cJi before their ruler's eyes 5 
.But that, of late, such pranks, and 
tricks, 

And ireaks occurred the whole day 
long, 


1 See Turner's Hmkni/ to Thibet for an account Though Iiowuh unable to speak a word, lie made 
of his interview with the Lama. * Teshoo Lama the moat expressive sinus, and eomtuuM himself 
(ho says) was at this time eighteen months old, with astonishing ilii/niti/ and decorum,’ 
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As all, but mon with bishopricks, Yet to the example of that Prince 
Allowed, in even a King, were So much is Thibet’s land a debtor, 


wrong— 

Wherefore it was they numbly prayed 
That Honourable Nursery, 

That such reforms bo henceforth made, 
As all good men desired to see; 

In other words (lest they might seem 
Too tedious), as the gentlest scheme 
For putting all such pranks to rest, 
And in its bud the mischief nipping— 
Tlmy ventured humbly to suggest 
His Majesty should have a whipping! 

When this was read, no Congreve 
: rocket, 

_ Discharged into the Gallic trenched;* 
E’er equalled the tremendous shock it 
Produced upon the Nursery Benches, 
The Bishops, who of course had votes, 
By right of ago and petticoats, 

Were lirst and foremost jn tlio fuss— 
‘What, whip a Lama!—Suffer birch 
To touch his sacred — infamous! 

Dcistieal!.assailing thus 

The fundamentals of the Church! 
No—no- such patriot plans as theso 
(So help them Heaven—and their sees 1) 
They held to he rank blasphemies . 1 

The alarm thus given, by theso and 
other 

Grave ladies of the Nursery sido, 
Spread through the land, till, such a 
pother, 

Such party squabbles, far and wide, 
Never in history's page had been 
llecnnloil, ns were then between 
The Whippers and Non-whippers seen. 
Till, things arriving at a state 
Which gave some fears of revolution, 
The patriot lords’ advice, though late, 
Was put at Mat in execution, 

Tlte Parliament of Thibet mot— 

The little Lama, called before it, 

Dili, then and there, his whipping get, 
And (ns the Nursery Gazette 
Assures us) like a hero bore it. » 

And though ’nmng Thibet Tories, some 
J,ament that Royal Martyrdom 
(Please to observe, the letter D _ 

In this last word's pronounced like B), 


’Tis said, her little Lamas since 
Have all behaved themselves much 
better, 


FABLE VII. 

THE EXTINGUISHERS, 

Proem. . 

Though soldiers are tbe true supports, 
The natural allies of Courts, 

Woe to the Monarch who depends 
Too much on his red-coated friends; 
For even soldiers sometimes think— 
Nay Colonels have been known t« 
mm,— 

And reasoners, whether clad in pink, 
Or red, or blue, are on the brink 
(Nine cases out of ten) of treason, 

Not manji soldiers, I believe, are 
As fond of liberty as Mina; 

Else—woe to Kings, when Freedom’s 
fever 

Once turns into a Searletka! 

For then—but hold—’tis best to veil 
My meaning in the following tale 

Falk. 

A Lonn of Persia, rich and great, 

Just come into a large estate, 

Was shocked to find ho had, for neigh¬ 
bours, 

Close to his gate, some rascal Ghebers, • 
Whose fires, beneath his very noso, 

In horetic combustion rose. 

But lords of Persia can, no doubt, 

Do what they will—so, one fine morn- 
ing, 

He turned the rascal Ghebers out, 

First giving, a few kicks for warning, 
Then, thanking Hoavon most piously, 
He knocked their temple to the ground, 
Blessing himself for joy to see 
Such Pagan ruins strewed around, 
But much it vexed my lord to iiutl, 
That, while all else obeyed his will, 
The lira these Ghebers left behind— 
Do what lie would-kept burning 
still, 
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Fiercely he stormed, as if his frown 
Cotild scare the bright insurgent down; 
But, no—such fires are headstrong 
things, 

And care not much for lords or kings. 
Scarce could his lordship well contrive 
The flashes in one place to smother, 
Before—hey, 1 presto!—all alive, 

They sprung up freshly in another. 

At length, when, spite of praters and 
damns, 

’Twas found the sturdy flame defied 
him, 

His stewards came, with low salam, 
Offering, by contract, to provide him 
Some large extinguishers (a plan 
* Much used, they said, at Ispahan, 
Vienna, Peteraburgh—in short 
Wherever light’s forbid at court)— 
Machines no lord should 1 be without, 
Wliioh would, at once, put promptly out 
Fires of all kinds—from staring stark 
Volcanos to the tiniest spark-*- 
Till all things slept aa dull and dark 
As, in a great lord’s neighbourhood, 
’Twas right and fitting all things should. 

Accordingly, some large supplies 
Of these extinguishers were furnished 
(All of the true, imperial size), 

And there, in rows, stood black and 
burnished, 

Ready, where’er a gleam but shone 
Of light or fire, to be clapped on. 

But, ah! how lordly wisdom errs 
In trusting to extinguishers! 

One day, when he had left all sure 
(At least bel'md so), dark, secure— 

The flame, at all its exits, entries, 
Obstructed to bis heart’s content, . 
An„d black extinguishers, like sentries. 
Placed upon every dangerous vent- 
Ye Gods! imagine his amaze, 

His wrath,his rage, when, on returning, 

■ 1 The idea of this fable was caught from one of 
those brilliant mati which abound in the conver¬ 
sation of rny friend, the author of the letters to l 
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He found not only the old blaze, 

Brisk as before, crackling and burn- 
ing- 

! Not only new, young conflagrations, 
Popping up round in various stations— 
But, still more awful, strange, and dire, 
The extinguishers themselves on l ire! I 1 
They, they—those trusty, blind ma¬ 
chines 

His lordship had so long been praising, 
As, under Providence, the means 
Of keeping down all lawless blazing, 
Were now themselves—alas, too true 
The shameful fact!—turned blazers too, 
And, by a change as odd as cruel, 
Instead of dampers, served for fuel! 

Thus, of his only hope bereft, 

‘What,’ said the great man, ‘must 
be done?’ 

All that, iu scrapes like this, is left 
To great men is—to cut and run. 

So run he did; while to their grounds 
The banished, Ghebcrs blessed rc> 
turned; 

And, though their fire had broke its 
bounds, 

And all abroad now wildly burned, 
Yet well could they, who loved the 
flame, 

Its wandering, its excess reclaim; 

And soon another, fairer dome 
Arose to be its sacred home, 

Where, cherished, guarded, not confined. 
The living glory dwelt enshrined, 

And, shedding lustre, strong but even, 
Though bom of earth, grew worthy 
Heaven. 

Moral. 

The moral hence my Muse infers 
Is—that sgich lords arc simple elves, 
In trusting to extinguishers 
That are combustible themselves. 

Julia—a production which contains some of the 
happiest specimens of playM poetry that lmvo 
ttrtijp.u in thisoruny ago. 


BEYMES OH THE BOAD. 

EXTRACTED PROM THE JOURNAL 
OF A * 

TRAVELLING MEMBER OF THE POCOCURANTE SOCIETY, 1819, 

1823. 

*• 


1 The Gentleman from whose Journal the following extracts are taken, tells the 
reader in his Introduction that the greater part of these poems were written or 
composed iu an old ca[khe, lor the . purpose of beguiling the ennui of solitary 
travelling; and as verses made by a geutleman,in his sleep have lately been 
called * a psychological curiosity,’ it is to be hoped that verses made by a gentle- 
inau to keep himself awake may be honoured with some appellation equally 
Greek. 

INTRODUCTORY RHYMES. 

Declares the clook-work of the head 
Goes best in that reclined position. 

If you consult Montaigne 2 and Pliny cm 
T he subject, ’tis their joint opinion 
That Thought its richest harvest yields 
Abroad, among the woods and fields; 
That bards, who deal in small retail, 
At home may, at their counters, stop; 
But that the grove, the hill, the vale, 
Are Poesy’s true wholesale shop. 

And truly I suspect they’re right— 
For, many a time, on summer eves, 
Just at that closing hour of light, 
When, like an eastern Prince, who 
leaves 

For distant war his Hiram bowers. 

The Sun bids farewell to the flowers. 
Whose heads are sunk, whose tears are 
flowing 

’Mid all the glory of his going— 

1 Plcracpie sua carmina oquitnns composnit.—P«raoi«n. Singular. 

8 Mcs pennies (torment,, si jo les assis. — Montaigne. 

Animus eorurn, oui in apurju '‘tire ambulant, attollitur.— Pliny, 


hijj'ercntA ttitudes m which Authors com¬ 
pose.—Bayes, Henry. Stephm, Hero- 
dotns, etc.—Writing in Bed—in the 
Fields.—Plato and Sir Richard Black- 
more.—Fiddling with Gloves and Twigs. 
—Madame de StueL—Rhyming on the 
Road, in an old Calklic. 

What various attitudes and ways, 

And tricks, we authors have in writ¬ 
ing ! 

While some write, sitting, some, like 
'Bayes, 

Usually stancl while they’re inditing. 
■ Poets there are, who wear the floor out, 

■ Measuring a lino at every stride; 
While some, like Henry Stephens, pour 
out , 

Rhymes by the dozen, while they ride. 1 

Herodotus wrote m6st in bed; 

And Rieherand. aFrench physician, 
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Even 7 have felt beneath those beams, 
When wandering through the fields 
alone, 

Thoughts, fancies, intellectual gleams, 
That, far too bright to be my own, 
Seemed lent me by the Sunny Power, 
That was abroad at that still hour, 

If thus I’ve felt, how must they feel, 
The fewwhomgeuuiueGeniys warms, 
And stamps upon their soul his seal, 
Graven with Beauty’scountlessforms; 
The few upon this earth who seem 
Born to give truth to Plato’s aream, 
Since in their souls, as in a glass, 
Shadows of things divine appear— 
Reflections of bright forms that pass 
Through fairer worlds beyond our 
sphere! 

Rut this reminds me I digress_ 

For Plato, too, produced, ’tis said 
|As one indeed might almost guess), 
His glorious visions all in bed, 1 
'Twas in his carriage the sublime 
Sir Richard Blackmore used to rhyme; 

And (if the wits don’t do him wrong), 
Twixt death and epics passed his time, 
Scribbling and killing all day long- 
tike Phcebus in his car, at ease, 

Now warbling forth a lofty song, 

Now murdering the young Niobes, 

There was a hero ’mong the Danes, 
Whowrote, we're told,’mid all the pains 
And horrors of exenteration, 

Nine charming odes,which, if you look, 
You’ll find preserved, with a trans¬ 
lation, 

By Barfcholinus in his book. 3 
In short, ’twere endless to recite 
The various modes in which men write, 
Some wits are only in the mind 
When beaux and belles are round 
them prating; 

Some, when they dress for dinner, find 
Their mime and valet both in waiting, 

: The only authority I know for imputing this 
,-raetiee to Plato and Herodotus, is a Latin poem 
by M, do Valois on his Bed, in which lie says: 

Lucifer Herodotum viditvesperque cubantem j 
Desedit totos bio Plato snipe dies. 

s Eadem oura neo minores inter cruciatus 
antanm infeliccm agouti fuit Asbiorno Prudm I 


| And manage, at the self-same time, 

To adjust a neckcloth and a rhyme. 

Some bards there are who cannot 
scribble 

Without a glove, to tear or nibble, 

Or a small twig to whisk about— 

As if the hidden founts of Fancy, 
Like those of water, were found out 
By mystic tricks of rhabdomaiicy. 
Such was the little feathery wand 3 
That, held for ever in the hand 
Of her who won and wore the crown 
Of female genius in this age, 

Seemed the conductor, that drew down 
Those words of lightning on her page, 

As for myself—to come at last 
To the old way in which 7 write- 
Having employed these fewinouths past 
Chiefly in travelling, day and night, 
I’ve got into the easy mode, 

You see, of rhyming ou the road— 
Making a way-bill of my pages, 
Counting my stanzas by my stages— 
’Twixt lays and re-lays no time lost— 
In short, in two words, writing post. 

My verses, I suspect, not ill 
Resembling the crazed vehicle 
(An old eulkhe, for which a villain 
Charged me sometwentyNapsatMilan) 
In which I wrote them—patched-up 
things, 

On weak, but rather easy, springs, 
Jingling along, with little in 'em, 

And (where the road is not so rough, 
Or deep, or lofty, as to spin ’em, 

Down precipices) safe enough,— 

Too ready to take fire, I own, 

And then, too, nearest a break-down, 
But, for my comfort, hung so low, 

I haven’t in falling, far to go,— 

With all this, fight, and swift, and airy, 
And carrying (which is best of all) 
But little for the Doganieri* 

Of the Reviews to overhaul. 

Qfliiico horoi, cum Bruso ipsum, intostina extra' 
hens, immaniter torquoret,- tuno enlm noven, 
canniim cecinit, otc.— Bwthlin. do cairn con 
tempt mort, 

I 3 Mado of papor, twisted up lilt© a fan of 
I feather. Mme do Stahl is here alluded to. 

4 Custom-houso officers, 
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EXTRACT I. Among the opening clouds shall shine, 

Geneva, Divinity's own radiant sign! 

View of the lake of Geneva from the Mighty Mont Blaue! thou wort to me, 
Jura. 1 —Anxious to reach it before the That minute, with thy brow in 
Sun went down—Obliged to proceed Heaven, 
on Foot—Alps.—Mont Blanc.—Effect As sure a sign of Deity 
of the Scene. As e’fy to mortal gaze was given. 

Nor ever, were I destined yet 

’Twas late—the sun had almost shone To live my life twice o’er again, 

His last and best, when I ran on,. Can I the deep-felt awe forget— 
Anxious to reach that splendid view The ehstasy that thrilled me then! 
Before the day-beams quite withdrew; 

And feeling as all feel, ou first ’Twas all that consciousness of power, 

Approaching scenes where, they afr* And life, beyond this mortal hour,- 
told, Those mountings of the soul within 

Such glories on their eyes shall burst At thoughts of Heaven-as birds begin 
As youthful bards m dreams behold, jjy instinct in the cage to rise, 

’Twas distant yet, and, as I ran, When near their time for change of 
Full often was my wistful gaze skies— 

Turned to_ the sun, whonow began xhat proud assurance of our claim 
To call in all his outpost rays, j 0 rau ] c am , 011 g the Sons of Light, 

And form a denser march of light, Mingled with shame — oh, bitter 

Such as beseems a hero’s flight. s ] lamB 

Oh, how I wished for Joshua’s power, At having risked that splendid right, 
To stay the brightness of that hour! For aught that earth, through all its 
But no—the sun still less became, 

Diminished to a speck, as splendid 
And small as were those tongues of 
flame 

That on the Apostles’ heads de¬ 
scended ! 

Twas at this instant—while there 
glowed 

This last, intensest gleam of light— 

Suddenly, through the opening road, 

The valley hurst upon my sight 1 
That glorious valley, with its lake, 

Ana Alps on Alps in clysters swell¬ 
ing, 

Mighty, and pure, and fit to make 
The ramparts of a Godhead’s dwell¬ 
ing! 

I stood entranced and mute—as thdy 
Of Israel think the assembled world 
Will stand upon that awful day, 

When the Ark’s Light, aloft unfurled, 


range 

Of glories, offers in exchange! 

'Twas all this, at the instant brought, 
Like hreakiug sunshine, o’er my 
thought— 

’Twas all this, kindled to a glow 
Of saered zeal, which, could it shine 
Thus purely ever, man might grow, 
Even upon earth, a thing divine, 
And he once more the creature made 
To walk unstained the Elysian shade! 

No—never shall I lose the trace 
Of what I’ve felt in this bright place. 
And should my spirit’s hope grow weak; 
Should I, oh God! e’er doubt thy 
power, 

This mighty sceno again I’ll seek, 

At the same calm and glowing hour, 
And here, at the sublimest, shrine 
That Nature ever reared, to Thee, 
Rekindle all that hope divine, 

And feel my immortality I 


1 Between Vattay and Got- 
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EXTRACT II. 

Venice. 

Th Fall of Venice not to he lamented,— 
Former ' Glory. -- Expedition against 
Oomlantinaph - ~ ilmtinmis ,— Re¬ 
public. — (Jhmmmtks of the old 
Government, —Golden Booh—Brazen 
Month.— tyics,—Dungeons.—Present 
Desolation 

• 

Mourn not for Venice—let her rest 
In rain, wrong those States unblessed, 
Beneath whose guilded hoofs ofjride, 
Where'er they trampled, Freedom died. 
No—let us keep our tears for them, 
Where’er they pine, whoso fall hath 
, been 

Not from a blood-stained diadem, 

Like that which decked this occan- 
queen, 

But from high daring in the ouuso 
Of human Rights—the only good 
And blessed strife, in which nijui draws 
His powerful sword on land or Hood. 

Mourn not for Venice—though her fall 
Bo awful, as if Ocean’s wave 
Swept o’er her—she deserves it all, 
And Justice triumphs o’er her grave. 
Thus perish every King and State 
That run tlm guilty race she ran, 
Strong but in fear, and only great 
By outrage against God and man! 

True, her high spirit is at rest, 

And all those days of glory gone, 
When the world’s waters, oast and west, 
Beneath her white-winged commerce 
shone; 

’ Under the Pope Miohuoli, in 1171. 
a La iiimillo entlero des JuBtinlnni, Tane doe 
plus Ulustrcs'do Votiise, voulut marcher touts 
entiere dans oetto expedition! olio fournit cent 
comlmttans: c'dtait ronouveler temple d’uiso 
illuntro litmlib ile Komet k memo mnlhour lcs 
ntton diiit.—iiwJwre tie Veitlae, per Lara, 
t > The celebrated Fra Paolo, The collection of 
maxims which this bold monk drew up, at the 
request of the Venetian Government, for the 
(,'111(101100 of the Secret Inquisition of State, are so 
atrocious ns to seem rather an over-characd 
satire upon despotism, than a system of policy 
seriously Inculcated, ami but too readily ana con¬ 
stantly pursued, ' . . , j 

« Conduct of Venice towards her allies and, 1 


When with hercnnntless barks she went 
To meet the Orient Empire’s might/ 
And the Giustiuianis sent 
Their hundred heroes to that fight. a 

Vanished are all her pomps, ’tis true, ■ 
But mourn them not—for, vanished too 
(Thanks to that Bower who, soon or late, 
Hurls to the dust the guilty Great) 1 
Are all the outrage, falsehood, fraud , 1 
The chains, the rapine, and the blood,, 
That filled each spot, at home, abroad, 
Where the Republic's standard stood! 

Desolate Venice! when I track 
'J^y haughty course through centuries 
back,— 

Thy ruthless power, oboyed but 
cursed,— 

The stern machinery of thy State, 
Which hatred would, like steam, liavu 
burst, 

Had stronger fear not chilled even 
hate; 

Thy perfidy, still worse than aught 
Thy own unblushing Sarpi 3 taught,— 1 
Thy friendship, which, o'er all beneath _ 
Its* shadow, rained down dews o' 
death/— 

Thy Oligarchy’s Book of Gold, 

Shut against humble Virtue’s name/ 
But opened wide for slaves who sold 
Their native land to thou and 
shame," 

Thy all-pervading host of spies, 
Watching o’er every glance and 
breath, 

Till men looked in each other’s eyes, 

To read their chance of life or death, - •: 

dcpcmlcnoics, particularly to unfortunate Padua, 
—Fate of Frdmfcseo Carrara, (pr’whiclt see Hum, 
vol.li.p. 111. 

s 'A Toxecjilinn des trento eitadins artmia an 
grand oonsoll pewlaut la guerre do Chhi/.zi, 11 
n'oBt pas ariivii uno sonic Ibis quo lea taleiw 
ou lea services iiieut parti ii cetto nohleami 
orgucillouso des titres sulfisans pour s'asseoir 
avcaellc.'—Pam, 

6 Among those admitted to the honour of 
being inscribed in the Libro d'Oro were Homo 
families of Hresela, Treviso, and other places, 
whoso only claim to that distinction was the 
zeal with which they prostrated' theniHOlvca And 
their country at the feet of the republic. 
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Thy laws, that made a mart of blood, Let me, a moment, tldnk what thou- 
And legalized the assassin’s knife/—, sands live 
Thy sunless cells beneath the flood, O’er the wide earth this instant, who 
And racks, and leads 2 that burn out would give, 
lifeGladly, whole sleepless nights to bend 
When I review all this, and see the brow 

What thou art sunk and crushed to Over these precious leaves, as 1 do 
now; now. 

Each harpy maxim, hatched by thee, How all who know—and where is he 
Returned to roost ou thy own unknown ? 
brow,- To what far region have his songs not 

fhy Nobles towering once aloft, flown,' 

Now sunk in chains—in chains, that Like Ps,union's birds/speaking their 
have master’s name 

Not even that borrowed grace, which oft In every language syllabled by Fame?— 
j. lie muster sfameshedso’ertheslavg! How all, who’vo felt the various spells 
put are as mean as e’er were given, 1 combined 
I’o stiffnecked Pride by angry Within the circle of that splendid mind, 
Heaven— Like powers, derived from many a star, 

1 feel the moral vengeance sweet, and met 

And, smiling o’er the wreck, repeat- Together in some wondrous amulet, 
’Thus perish every King, and State, Would hum to know wlnm first the 
That tread the steps which Venice light awoke 

m , „ In his young soul,—and if the gleams 

strong put in fear, and only great that broke 

By outrage against man and God!’ From that Aurora of his genius, raised 
, More bliss or pain in those on whom 

they blazed— 

EXTRACT III. Would love to trace the unfolding of 

Venice. that power, 

L—clD■—’H Memoirs, written ly him- Which hath grown ampler, grander, 
self.—Reflections, when about to read every hour; 

Gum. And feel, in watching o’er its first 

T advance, 

Let me, a moment—ere with fear and As did the Egyptian traveller/ when 
xlOpG Jj 0 stood 

Of gloomy, glorious things, these leaves By the young Nile, and fathomed with 
L ope-— jjjcj 

As one, in fairy tale, to whom the key The first small fountains of that 
Of some enchanter s secret halls is mighty flood, 

given, 

Doubts, while lie enters, sloyly, treni- They, too, who ’mid the scornful 
blmgly . thoughts that dwell 

lf ho shall meet with shapes from In his rich fancy, tinging all its 
non or neaveti— streams, 


srSwsSS-s * /Motets**: 

Llfcf fr r " 18 to th " Wsamio X7 SVaStawC 
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As if the Star of Bitterness which fell Of generous aid, given with that noise- 
On earth of old, and touched them less art 


with its beams, 


Can track a spirit, which, though driven wounded heart' 


Which wakes not pride, to many a 


to hate, 

From Nature’s hands came kind, affec¬ 
tionate ; 


And which, even now, struck as it is sought. 


Of acts'—but, no —not from himself 
must aught 

Of the bright features of his life be 


with blight, 

Comes out, at times, in lore's own 
native light— 


How gladly all, who've watched these crowd, 


While they who court the world, like 
Milton’s cloud, 1 

‘ Turn forth their silver lining' on the 


struggling rays 


Of a bright, ruined spirit through his | night, 


This gifted Being wraps himself in 


Would here inquire, as from his own! adorns, 


And, keeping all that softens, and 


fraulc lips,' find gilds his social nature, hid from 

What desolating grief, what wrongs sight, 
had driven Turns but its darkness on a world ho 

That noble nature into cold eclipse— scorns. 

Like some fair orb that, onco a sun —*— 

in Heaven, _ nr 

And horn, not only to sunprise, hut ■ it a i it AO 1 

cheer * 

With warmth and lustre all within its The English to be met with everywhere 
sphere Alps and Thmaneedle btnct.-J.lti 

Is now so quenched, that, of its Simplon and the Slocks.—Rage for 

, i ' 1 ft! . Wat a C UnA/^M/tn Ml t l/l 


Turns but its darkness on a world ho 
scorns. 

—«— 

EXTRACT IV. 


Nought butthe wide cold shadow which Wahakes—Parasols and Pyramids, 

it casts 1 —Mrs, Hopkins and the Wall of China, 

And is there then no earthly place 

Eventful volume! whatsoe’ertlmchange Where we can rest, in dream Elysian 

Of scene and clime—the adventures, Without some cursed, round English 
hold and strange— face, 

Thegriefs—thefrailties, but too frankly Popping up near, to break the vision 1 

The loves, the feuds thy pages may ’Mid- northern lakes, mid southern 
unfold 5 vinos, 

If truth with half so prompt a hand Unholy cits we’re doomed to meet; 
unlocks Nor highest Alps nor Apennines 

His virtues as his failings, we shall Aresaered from Thrcadnoodle Street! 

fin<1 , „ ... ... .. If up the. Simplon’s path we wind. 

The record there of friendships, neld ploying ^e leave this world behind, 


Travelling. —Blue Stockings among the 


like rooks, 


— Such pleasant sounds salute one’s ear 

And enmities, likesun- touched snow, As—‘ BaddisH news from ’Change, my 
resigned- dear~- 

f fealty, cherished without change or 

chill, ‘The Funds—(phew, curse this ugly 


Of fealty, cherished without change or 

chill, ‘The F 

In those who served him young, and hill 


serve him still— 


Areloweringfast-(what! higher stilli) 


31 Did a sable cloud 

Turn forth hor silver lining on the night B— Cornu*. 
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And—(zooks, we’re mounting up to 
heaven!)— 

Will soon be down to sixty-seven.’ 

Go where we may, rest where we will, 
Eternal London haunts us still. 

The trash of Alinack’s or Fleet-Ditch— 
And scarce a pin’s head difference 
which— 

Mixes, though even to Greece we run, 
With every rill from Helicon! 

And, if this rage for travelling lasts, 

If Cockneys, of all sects and castes, 

Old maidens, aldermen, and squires, 
Will leave their puddings and coal fires, 
To gape at things in foreign lands 
No soul among them understands— 

H Blues desert their coteries, 

To show off ’mong the Wahabees- 
If neither sex nor age controls, 

Nor fear of Mamelukes forbids 
Young ladies, with pink parasols, 

To glide among the pyramids 1 — 

Why, then, farewell all hope to find 
A spot that’s free from London-kind ! 
Who knows, if to tho West we roam, 
But we may find some Blue 1 at home ’ 
Among the Mach of Carolina— 

Or, flying to the Eastward, seo 
Some Mrs. Hopkins, taking tea 
And toast upon the Wall of China! 


EXTRACT V. 

Florence, 

No— 1 ’tis not the region where love’s to 
be found— 

They have bosoms that sigh, they 
have glances that rove, 

They have language a Sappho’s own lip 
might resound, ; 

When she garbled hero best—but ' 
they’ve nothing like Love. 

Nor is it that sentiment only they want, 
Which Heaven for the pure and the 
tranquil hath made— 

Calm, wedded affection, that hofflfe- 
rooted plant, ’ 

Which sweetens seclusion, and smiles 
in the shade ; 


| That feeling which, after long' years 
are gone by, 

Remains like a portrait we’ve sat for 
in youth, 

Where, even though the flush of the 
colours may ily, 

The features still live in their first 
smiling truth; 

That unjon, where all that in Woman 
is kind, 

With all that in mail most en- 
noblingly towers, 

Grow breathed into one —like the 
column, combined 

Of the strength of the shaft and the 
capital’s flowers. 

Of this—bear ye witness, ye wives, 
everywhere, 

By tho Amo, the Po, by all Italy’s 
streams— 

Of this heart-wedded lovo, so delicious 
to store, 

Not a husband hath even one glimpse 
in his dreams, 

But it is not this only—bom, full ol 
the light 

Of a sun, from whoso fount tho 
luxuriant festoons 

Of these beautiful valleys drink lustre 
so bright, 

That, beside him, our suns of th( 
north are but moons! 

We might fancy, at least, like their 
climate they burned, 

And that love, though unused, in 
this region of spring, 

To bo thus to a tamo Household Deity 
turned, 

Would yet he all soul, when abroad 
on the wing. 

And there may be, there are those ex¬ 
plosions of heart, 

Which burst, when the senses have 
first caught the flame; 

Such fits of the blood as those climates 
impart, 

Where Love is a sunstroke that 
maddens the frame. 


'™ Dink mnom < 1 believe, that tho imagination of tho French traveller ooryurod up. 

t ' 37 
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But that Passion, which springs in the 
depth of the soul, 

Whoso beginnings are virginly pure 
as the source 

Of some mountainous rivulet, destined 
to roll 

As a torrent, ere long, losing peace in 
its course— 

: A course, to which Modesty’# struggle 
hut lends 

■ A mote headlong descent, without 

chance of recall; 

But which Modesty even to the last 
edge attends, 

■ And, at length, throws a halo of tears 

round its fall! 

This exquisite Passion-ay, exquisite, 
even 

’ In the ruin its madness too often hath 
made, 

' As it keeps, even then, a bjight trace 
of the heaven, 

The heaven of Virtue, from which it 
has strayed— 

This entireness of love, which can only 
be fomul 

Whore Woman, like something that’s 
holy, watched over, 

And fenced, from her childhood, with 

i ; purity round, 

Comes, bodyand soul, fresh as Spring, 
to a lover! 

Where not an eye answers, where not a 

^ •■hand presses, 

Till spirit with spirit in sympathy 
move; 

And the Senses, asleep in their sacred 
recesses, 

Can only bo reached through the 
Temple of Love 1 

This perfection of Passion—how can it 
bo found, 

Where the mysteries Nature hath 
hung round the tie 

By which souls are together attracted 
and bound, 

, Are laid open, for ever, to heart, ear, 
and eye— i 


Where nought of those innocent douhts 
can exist, 

That ignorance, even than knowledge 
more bright, 

Which circles the young, like the 
mom’s sunny mist, 

And curtains them round in their 
own native light— 

Where Experience leaves nothing for 
Love to reveal, 

Or for Fancy, in visions, to gleam 
o’er the thought, 

But the truths which alone wo would 
die to conceal 

From the maiden’s young heart, aw 

i" the only ones taught— 

Oh no— 1 'tis not here, howsoever we’re 
given, 

Whether puroly to Hymen’s one 
planet we pray, 

Or adore, like Salmans, each light of 
Love’s heaven, 

Here is not the region to fix or to 
stray; 

For, faithless in wedlock, in gallantry 
gross, 

Without honour to guard, or reserve 
to restrain, 

What have they a husband can mourn 
as a loss?— 

What have they a lover can prize as 
a gain ? 


EXTRACT VI. 

Home. 

Reflections on reading Du Cemau's 
Accomt of the Conspiracy of Ricnsi in 
1347 .—The Meeting of the Conspirators 
on the wight of the, 19/A of May — 
Their Procession in the Morning to the 
Capitol,—Itienzi's Speech, 

’Twas a proud moment-even to hear- 
the words 

dOf,Truth and Freedom ’mid these 
temples breathed, 

Aud see once more, the Forum shine 
with swords, 

In the Republic’s sacred name an- 
sheathed— 
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That glimpse, that vision of a brighter 
day 

For his dear Rome, must to a Roman 
he, 

Short as it was, worth ages past away 
In the dull lapse of hopeless slavery. 
Twas ona night of May—beneath that 
moon 

Which had through many an age seen 
Time untune 

The strings of this G reat Empire, till it 
. fell 

From his rude hands, a broken, silent 
shell— 

i The sound of the church clock/ near 
Adrian's Tomb, 

Summoned the warriors, who had riser? 
for Rome,. 

To meet unarmed, with naught to 
watch them there 

But God’s own eye, and pass the night 
‘ in prayer. , 

Holy beginning of a holy cause, 

■ When heroes, girt for Freedom’s com¬ 
bat, pause 

Before high Heaven, and, humble in 
their might, 

Call down its blessing on that awful 
fight. 

At dawn, in arms, went forth the 
patriot band, 

•And as the breoze, fresh from the Tiber, 
fanned 

Their gilded gonfalons, all eyes could 
see 

The palm-tree there, the sword, the 
1 keys of Heaven- 
Types of the justice, peace, and liberty, 
That were to bless them when their 
chains were riven. 

On to the Capital the pageant moved, 
While many a Shade of other times, 
that still 

Around that grave of grandeur sighing 
roved, 

Hung o’er their footsteps up the 
Sacred Hill, 

• It is not easy to discover what church is 
meant by Du Corecau hero:' 11 (it crior dans lea 
ruoa do home, f\ son do trompe.quo oliaeun out it 
so trouver, sauB urines, la nuit du lemlemain, 


And heard its mournful echoes, as the 
last 

High-minded heirs of the Republic 
passed. 

'Twas then that thou, their Tribune 
(name whin 1 brought 

Dreams of lost glory to each patriot’s 
thought), 

Didst, from a spirit Rome in vain shall 
seel* 

To call up in her sons again, thus 
speak: — 


f Romans 1 look round you—on this 
sacred place 

There once stood shrines, and gods, 
and god-like men— 

What use you now ? what solitary trace 

Is left of all that made Rome’s glory- 
then ? 

The shrines are sunk, the Sacred Mount 

. bereft 

Even its name—and nothing now 
remains 

But the deep memory of that glory, 
left 

To whet our pangs and aggravate oui 
chains! 

But ehdl this be?-our sun aud sky 
the same, 

Treading tho very soil our fathers 
trod, 

What withering curse hath fallen on 
soul aud frame, 

What visitation hath there come 
from God, 

To blast, our strength and rot us into 
slaves, ■ 

Hire, on our great forefathers glorious 
graves? 

It cannot be-rise up, ye Mighty 
Dead, 

If we, the living, are too weak to 
orusli 

These tyrant priests, that oer your 
empire tread, 

Till all but Romans at Rome s tame¬ 
ness blush! 


ix-nouvihmo, dons l’dgliaa dii chateau do Saint- 
,«go au son de la cloche, aim do pourvou uu Do 


ff 
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‘Happy Palmyra! in thy desert domes, But this is past—too long have lordly 
■Where only date-trees sigh and priests 

serpents hiss; . And priestly lords led us, With all 

a,nd thou, whose pillars are but silent our pride .■ 

Ws 1 Withering aboutus, likedevoted beasts, 

For the stork’s brood, superb Per- Dragged to the shrine, with faded 
aannlw i garlands tied, 

Thrice happy both that your extin- ’Tis o’er-the dawn of our deliverance 
ffnisliprl ruifi breaks! 

* Sr*—*- lasssfiitssrft 

EUp^mpr^t W. ^ Sm . Eolu( , 

’While Home, the Queen of all, whose, f f Eternal Koine!’ 
very wrecks, ... 

If lone and lifeless through a desert * ‘ 

Would wear more true magnificence EXTRACT VII. 

than decks Homo. 

The assembled thrones of all the * „ „ 

existing world- * Mary Ma/jdalm.-Her Story.—Nmmrn 

Rome, Rome alone, is haunted, stained, Pirtmsofher.—Comyyio.—Cmdo 
and cursed Raphel , dc.—Canova s two cxqumtk 

Through every spot her princely Statues.-Tk Smarm Magdalen.- 
Tiber laves, Olmtrey s Admiration of Canova s 

By living human things—the deadliest, Works. 

Tlrts° l eartli engendors-tyrants and No wonder, Mary, that thy story 
their slaves! Touches all hearts; for there we sc6 

And we 1 —oh shame!—we, who have The soul’s corruption and its glory, 
pondered o’er Its death and life, combined in thee, 

The patriot’s lesson and the poet’s lay; From the first moment, when we find 
Have mounted up the streams of Thy spirit, haunted by a swarm 
ancient lore, Of dark desires, winch had enshrined 

Trackin'' our country's glories all the Themselves, like demons, in thy form, 

wav _! Till when,,by touch of Heaven set free, 

Even we have tamely, basely kissed the Thou cam’st, with those bright locks 
ground , . of gold 

Before that Papal Power, that Ghost (So oft the gaze of Bethany), ■ _ 

<,f H er And, covering in their precious fold 

Hie World's Imperial Mistress-sitting, Thy Saviour’s feet, did shed such tears 
crowned As paid, each drop, the sms of years !— 

And ghastly, on her mouldering Theuceon, through all thy course of love 
sepulchre I To Him, thy Heavenly Master,-Hun 


i The fine Canzone of Petrarch, beginning 
'Spirto gently is supposed, by Voltaire and 
others, to have been addressed to Eicnzi; but 
(hero is much more evidence of its having been 
written, as Ginguend asserts, to the young 
Stephen Colonim, on bis being created a Senator 
of Home, That Petrarch, however, was filled with 


high and patriotic hopes by the first measures of 
this extraordinary man, appears from one of his 
letters, quoted by Du Ccreeau, where he says, 
■ Pour tout dire, en un mot, j attesto, non comma 
leeteur, rnais commo tdmoin oeulairc, qu il nous 
a ramend la justice, la paix, la bonne foi, la 
sdouritd, ettoutesles autres vestiges del aged or. 
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Whose bitter death-cup from above, 
Had yet this sweetening round the 
brim, 

that woman’s faith and love stood fast 
And fearless by Him to the last! 

Pill —blessed reward for truth like 
thine 1 — 

Thou wert, of all, the chosen one, 
Beforo whose eyes that Pace Divine, 
When risen from the dead, first shone, 
That thou mightst see how, like a cloud, 
Had passed away its mortal shroud. 
And make that bright revealment 
known 

To hearts less trusting than thy own— 
All is affecting, cheering, grand; „ 

The kindliest record ever given, 
Even under God’s own kindly hand, 

Of what Repentance wins from 
Heaven! 

No wonder, Mary, that thy face, 

In all its touching light of tears, 
Should meet us in each holy place, 
Where Man before his God appears, 
Hopeless—were he not taught to see 
All hope in Him who pardoned thee! 
No wonder that the painter’s skill 
Should oft have triumphed in the 
power 

Of keeping thee most lovely still 
Throughout thy sorrow’s bitterest 
hour— 

That soft Correggio should diffuse 
His melting shadows round thy form; 
That Guido’s pale unearthly hues 
Should, in portraying thee, grow 
Warm; 

That all—from the ideal, grand, 
Inimitable Roman hand, 

Down to the small, enamelling touch 
Of smooth Oarlino—should delight 
In picturing her who ‘lov®I so much,’ 
And was, in spite of sin, so bright! 

But, Mary, ’mong the best essays 
Of G enius and of Art to raise 
A semblance of those weeping eyes— 

A vision, worthy of the sphere • 

1 Thisstatue isoneof the last works ofCanova, 
and was not yet in marble when I left Rome. 
The other, which Becms to prove, in contradiction 
to very hiifh authority, that expression of the 
iutensest kind is fully within the sphere of 


Thy faith has given thee in the skies, 
And iu the hearts of all men here— 
Not one hath equalled, hath come nigh 
Canova’s fancy; oh, not one 
Hath made thee" fee!, and live, and die 
In tears away, as lie hath done, 

In those bright images, more bright 
With true expression’s breathing light 
Than ever yet beneath the stroke 
Of chisei into life awoke 1 
The one/ portraying what thou wert 
In thy first grief, while yet the flower 
Of thosfi young beauties was unhurt 
By sorrow’s slow consuming power, 
And mingling earth’s luxurious grace 
With Heaven’s subliming thoughts 
so well, 

We gaze, and know not in which place 
Such beauty most was formed to 
dwell 1 — 

The other, as thou lookedst when years 
Of fasting, penitence, and tears 
Had worn thee down—and ne’er did Art 
With half such mental power express 
The ruin which a breaking heart 
Spreads, by degrees, o'er loveliness! 
Those wasted arms, that keep tli e trace, 
Even now, of all their youthful grace— 
Those tresses, of thy charms the last 
Whose pride forsook thee,wildly east— 
Those features, even in fading worth 
The freshest smiles to others given, 
And those sunk eyes, that see not earth, 
But whoso last looks are full of 
Heaven 1 

Wonderful artist 1 praise like mine— 
Though springing from a soul that 
feels 

Deep worship of those works divine, 
Where Genius all his light reveals— 
Is little to the words that came 
From him, thy peer in art and fame, 
Whom I have known, by day, by night, 
Hang o’er thy marble with delight, 
And, while his lingering hand would 
steal 

O’er every grace the taper’s rays , 2 

sculpture, was executed many years ago, and is 
in tne possession of the Count Somariva, at Paris, 
2 Canova always shows his fine statue, the 
Yenere Vincitrice.by the light of a small caudle, 
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Give thee, with nil the generous zeal 
Such master-spirits only feel, 

That best of fame—a rival’s praise! 


EXTRACT VIII. 

Los Cliarmcttos. 

A Visit to the House where Rousseau 
lived with Madame dc Warcns*,—Their 
Menage,—Its Gromm,—Claude Anet. 
—Reverence, with, which the Spot is now 
visited.—Absurdity of this bUnd De¬ 
votion to Fame.—Feelings excited by 
the Beaut)/ and Seclusion of the Scene. 
—Disturbed by its Associations with 
* Rousseau's History.—Impostures of 
Men of Genius. — Their Power of 
mimicking all the best Feelings, Love, 
Independence, etc, 

Stiiauge power of Genius, that can 
throw • 

O’er all that’s vicious, weak, and low, 
Such magic lights, such rainbow dyes, 
Is dazzle even the steadiest eyes! 


Tis too absurd—’tis weakness, shame, 
This low prostration before Fame— 
This casting down beneath the ear 
Of idols, whatsoe’er they are, 

Life’s purest, holiest decencies, 

To be careered o’er, as they please. 
No—let triumphant Genius have ■ 

All that his loftiest wish can crave. 

If he be worshipped, let it he 
For attributes, his noblest, first— 
Not with that base idolatry, 

Which sanctifies his last and worst, 

I may be cold—may want that glow 
Of high romance, which hards should 
know; 

That holy homage, which is felt 
In treading where the great have 
dwelt— 

This reverence, whatsoe’er it be, 

I fear, I feel, I have it not. 

For here, at this still hour, to me 
The charms of this delightful spot- 
Its calm seclusion from the throng, 
Froin all the heart would fain forget— 


This narrow valley, and the song 
Of its small murmuring rivulet— 

The flitting to and fro of birds, 
Tranquil and tame as they were once 
In Eden, ere the startling words 
Of man disturbed their orisons !— 
Those little, shadowy paths, that wind 
Up the hill-side, with fruit-trees lined, 
And lighted only by the breaks 
The gay wind in the foliage makes, 

Or vistas here and there, that ope 
Through weeping willows, like the 
snatches 

Of far-off scenes of light, which Hope, 
Even through the shade of sadness, 
catches!— 

All this, which—could I ouce but lose 
The memory of those vulgar ties, 
Whose grossness all the heaveuliest 
lines 

Of Genius can no more disguise, 
Than the sunVbcams can do away 
The filth of fens o’er which they play—1 
This scene, which would have filled mj 
heart 

With thoughts of all that happiest 
is— ■ ;; 

Of Love, where self hath only part, 

As echoing back another’s bliss— 

Of solitude, secure and sweet, . ) 
Beneath whose shade the Virtues meet; 
Which, while it shelters, never chills 
Our sympathies with human woe, 

But keeps them, like sequestered rills, 
Purer and fresher in their llow— ' 
Of happy days, that share their beams 
’Twixt quiet mirth and wise employ— 
! Of tranquil nights, that give in dreams 
Themoonlight of the morni ng’s joy!— 
All this my heart could dwell on here. 
But for those hateful memories near, 
Those Bordidrtrnrhs, that cross the track 
Of each sweet thought, and drive them 
back 

Full into all the mire, and strife, 

And vanities of that man’s life, 

Who, more than all that e’er have 
glowed 

With Fancy’s flame (and it was his, 

If ever given to,mortal) showed 
What an impostor Genius is— 

How with that strong, mimetic art,' 

; .Which is its life and soul, it tabes 
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jP k"®® of 1 J eart > H° w “4 in short, that makes the boast 
qwri 1 * se 4 ^e throb it wakes— Of their false tongues, they want the 

How like a gem its light may smile most; J 

O’er the dark path, by mortals trod, And while, with Freedom on their lips 
Itself as mean a worm, the while. Sounding her timbrels, to set free 1 ’ 
As crawls along the su lying sod- This bright world, labouring in the 
What sensibility may fall eclipse 

From its false lip, what plans to Of priestcraft and of slavery, 

unv l f A , , , They may, themselves, be slaves as low 

While home, friends, kindred, country, ^ As ever lord or patron made, 

r ^ t blossdui in his smile, or grow, 

Ole^ntedbrnahwood, iu Ilia shade I 

From colouring up such scenes of Out on the craft—I’d rather be 

. , , ve , , One of those hinds that round me 

And beauty, as make young hearts tread, 

A "« With just enough of sense to see 

And dream, and think through The lioon-day sun that's o’er my head 

Heaven they rove, Than thus, with high-built goniu 

They, who can thus describe and move, cursed 6 h 

The very workers of these charms, That hath no heart for its foundation, 

Nor seek nor ask a Heaven, above Beall, at once, that’s brightest-worst-^ 

feoinc Hainan s or Thefesa s arms! Sublimest—meanost in creation 1 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 


Off VABIOUS DATES. 


* LINES 

ON THE DEATH OP ME, F—It—V—L. 

In the dirge we sung o’er liimno censure was heard, 
Unembittered and free did the tear-drop descend; 

We forgot in that hour how^ie statesman had erred, 

And wept, for the husband, the father and friend. 

Oh! proud was the meed his integrity won, 

And generous indeed were the tears that we shed, 

When in grief we forgot all the ill he had done, 

And, though wronged by him living, bewailed him when deal 

* ’ 

Even now, if one harsher emotion intrude, 

’Tis to wish he had chosen some lowlier state— 

Had known what he was, and, content to he good, 

Had ne’er for our ruin aspired to he great. 

So, left through their own little orbit to move, 

His years might have rolled inoffensive away; 

His children might still have been blessed with his love, 

And England would ne’er have been cursed with his swajt 


LINES 

ON THE DEATH Off SH—E—D—N. 

Principibus placuisse viris.— Eor, 

Yes, grief will have way—hut the fast-falling tear 
Shall he mingled with deep execrations on those 

Who could bask in that spirit’s meridian career, r 
And yet leave it thus lonely and dark at its close 

Whose vanity flew round him only while fed 
By the odour his fame in its summer-time gave ; 

Whose vanity now, with quick scent for the dead, 

Like the gliole of the East, comes to feed at his graw 

Oh ! it sickens the heart to see bosoms so hollow 
And spirits so mean in the great and high-born; 

To think what a long line of titles may follow 
The relics of . him who died—friendless and lorn I 
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How proud they can press to the funeral array 
Of one whom they shunned in his sickness and sorrow! 

How bailiffs may seize his last blanket to-day, 

Whose pall shall be held up by nobles to-morrow! 

And thou, too, whose life, a sick epicure’s dream, 

Incoherent and gross, even grosser had passed, 

Were jt not for that cordial and soul-giving beam 
Which his friendship and wit o’er thy notliingne"s cast; 

No, not for the wealth of the land thjt supplies thee 
With millions to heap upon foppery’s shrine;— 

No, not for the riches of all who despise thee, 

Though this would make Europe’s whole opulence mine;— 

Would I suffer what—even in the heart that thou hast, 

All mean as it is—must have consciously'burned, 

When the pittance, which ^hame had wrung from thee at last, 

And which found all his wants at an end, was returned I 1 

Was this, then, the fate ’—future ages will say, 

When some names shall live but in history’s curse; 

When Truth will be heard, and these lords of a day 
Be forgotten as fools, or remembered as worse— 

1 Was this, then, the fate of that high*gifted man, 

The pride of the palace, the bower, and the hall, 

The orator—dramatist—minstrel,—who ran 
Through each mode of the lyre, and was master of all! 

‘ Whose mind was an essence, compounded with art 
From the finest and best of all other men’s powers— 

Who ruled, like a wizard, the world of the heart, 

And could call up its sunshine, or bring down its showers 

‘Whose lramour, as gay as the fire-fly’s light, 

Played round every subject, and shone as it played— 

Whose wit, in the combat, as gentle as bright, 

Ne’er carried a heart-stain away on its blade; 

4 Whose eloquence—brightening whatever it tried, 

Whether reason or fancy, the gay or the grave— 

Was as rapid, as deep, and as brilliant a tide 
As ever bore Freedom aloft on its wave! ’ 

Yes—such was the man, and so wretched his fate ;— 

Apd thus, sower or later, shall all have to,grieve, 

Who waste their morn’s dew in the beams of the Great, 

And expect ’twill return to refresh thorn at eve! 

In the woods of the North there are insects that prey 
On the brain of the elk till his very last sigh f . . 

Oh. Genius! thy patron^, more cruel than they. 

First feed on thy brains, and then leave thee to die j 

* The sum was two hundred pounds —offered seeling an elk, there were found in its head some 
when Sh—r—d—n could no longer take any large flies, with its brain almost eaten away bs 
sustenance, and declined for him by his friends. tlm-ffidory of Poland. 

* Naturalists have observed that, upon dis-i 
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LINES 

WRITTEN ON HEARING THAT THE AUSTRIANS HAD ENTERED NAPLES. 

Carbone Notuti! 

Ay— down to the dust with them, slaves as they are— 

From this hour, let tho blood in their dastardly veins, 

That shrunk at the first touch of Liberty’s war. 

Be sucked out by tyrants, or stagnate in chains! 

* 

On, on, like a cloud, through their beautiful vales, 

Ye locusts of tyranny, blasting them o’er— 

Fill, fdl up their wjde sunny waters, ye sails 
From each slave-mart of Europe, and poison their shore ? 

Let their fate be a mock-word—let men of all lands 
Laugh out, with a scorn th&t shall ring to tho poles, 

When each sword that the cowards let fall from their hands 
Shall be forged into fetters to enter their souls! 

And deep and more deep as the iron is driven, 

Base.slaves! may the whet of their agony be, 

To think—as the damned haply think of thfit heaven 
They had ouce iti their reach—that they might have boen free ! 

Shame, shame, when there was not a bosom, whose heat 

Ever rose o'er the ZERO of-'s heart, 

That did not, like echo, your war-hymn repeat, 

And send all its prayers with your liberty’s start— 

When the world stood iu hope—when a spirit, that breathed 
The fresh air of the olden time, whispered about, 

And the swords of all Italy, half-way unsheathed, 

But waited one conquering cry to flash out! 

When around you, the shades of your mighty in fame, 

Filicajas and Petrarchs, seemed bursting to view, 

And their words and their warnings—like tongues of bright flame 
Over Freedom’s apostles—fell kindling on you! 

Good God! that in such a, proud moment of life, 

Worth the history of ages—when, had you but hurled 
One holt at your bloody invader, that strife 
Between freemen and tyrants had spread through'thc world— 

That then—oh disgrace upon manhood! even then, 

You should falter, should cling to your pitiful breath, 

Gower down into beasts, when you might have stood men. 

And prefer the slave’s life of damnation' to death! 

It is strange—it is dreadfulshout, tyranny, shout, 

Through your dungeons and palaces, 1 Freedom is o’er }’— 

If there lingers one spark of her light, tread it out, 

And return to your empire of darkness once more 



For if such are the braggarts that claim to be free 
Come, Despot of Russia, thy feet let me kiss-- 
Far nobler to live the brute bondman of thee, 

Than to sully even chains by a struggle like this \ 
Paris,1821. 


TO LADY HOLLAND. 

on napoleon’s legacy op a^nuee-box. 

Cift of the Hero, on his dying day, 

To her, whose pity watch’d, for over nigh; 

Oh i could lie see the proud, the’happy ray, 

This relic lights up iu her generous eyo, 

Sighing, he’d feel how easy ’tis to pay 
A friendship all hisriiingdoms could not buy, 

Paris, July, 1821 . 

—>♦- 

ROMANCE. 

I have a story of two lovers, idled 
With all the pure romance, tluf blissful sadness, 

And the sad, doubtful bliss, that ever thrilled 
Two young and longing hearts in that sweet madness; 
But where to choose the locule of my vision 
In this wide, vulgar world—what real spot 
Can be found out, sufficiently Elysian 
For two such perfect lovers, 1 know not. 

Oil for some fair Formosa, such as he 
The young Jew^ fables of, in th’ Indian Sea 
By nothing but its name of beauty known, 

And which Queen Fancy might make all her own. 

Her fairy kingdom—take its people, lands; 

And tenements into her own bright hands, 

And make at least, one earthly corner lit 
For Love to dwell in—pure and exquisite! 



TO THE TRAGEDY OF INA. 

Last night, as lonely o’er my fire I sat, 
Thinking of cues, starts, exits, and—all that, 
And wondering rough what little knavish sprite 
Had put it first in women’s heads to write :~ 
Sudden I saw, as in some witching dream, 

A bright-blue glory round my bookcase beam, 

. 'Psalmanazar. 
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From whose quick-opening folds of azure light 
Out flew a tiny form, as small and bright 
As Puck the Fairy, when he pops his head 
Some sunny morning, from a violet bed, 

‘Bless me! ’ I starting cried, 1 what imp are you V 
‘A small lie-devil, Ma’am—my name Bus Bleu— 

A bookish sprite, much given to routs and reading; 

'Tis I who teach your spinsters of good breeding 
The reigning taste in chemistry and caps, 

The last new bounds of tuckers and of maps, 

And, when the waltz has twirled her giddy brain, 

With metaphysics twirl it back again ! 1 

I viewed him, as h? spoke—bis hose were blue, 

His wings—the covers of the last Review- 
Cerulean, bordered with a jaundice hue, 

And tinselled gaily o'er, for Evening wear, 

Till the next quarter brings a new-fledged pair, 

‘ Inspired by me—(pursued this waggish Fairy)-" 

That best of wives aud Sapphos, Lady Mary, 

Votary alike of Crispin and the Muse, 

Makes her own splay-foot epigrams and sho.es, 

For me the eyes o f young Camilla shine, 

And mingle Love’s blue brilliances with mine: 

For me she sits apart, from coxcombs shrinking, 

Looks wise—the protty soul—and thinks she's thinking. 

By my advice Miss Indigo attends 
Lectures on Memory, aud assures her friends, 

“ ’Pon honour!— [mimics)— nothing can surpass the plan 
Of that professor— [trying to moiled)— pslia1 that memory-man- 
That—what’s bis name ?—him I .attended lately— 

Ton honour, lie improved my memory greatly,” ’ 

Here, curtseying low, I asked the blue-legged sprite 
What share he had in this our play to-night. 

‘Nay, there—(he cried)—there I am guiltless quite— 

What! choose a heroine from that Gothic time, 

When no one waltzed, and none butmonks could rhyme: 

When lovely woman, all unschooled and wild, 

Blushed without art, and without culture smiled— 

Simple m flow'ers, while yet imclassed they shone, 

Ere Science called their brilliant world her own, 

Ranged the wild rosy things in loarned orders, * 

And filled with Greek the garden’s blushing borders ?— 

No, no-your gentle Inas will not do. 

To-morrow evening, when the lights burn blue, 

I’ll come— ['pointing downwards)—you understand—till then adieu [ 

And has the sprite been here ? No—jests apart— 

Howe’er man rules in science and in art, 

The sphere of -woman's glories is the heart, 

And, if our Muse have sketched with pencil true 
the wife-the mother—firm, yet gentle too— 
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Whoso soul, wrapped up in ties itself hath spun, 
Trembles, if touched iu the remotest one ; 

Who loves—yet dares oven Love himself disown. 
When honour’s broken shaft supports his thronej 
If such our Ilia, she may scorn the evils, ’ 
Dire as they are, of Critics aud—Blue Devils. 


THE SYLPH’S BAI^L, 


A Sylph, as gay as ever sported 
Her figure through the* fields of air, 

■n._ ..i i ■ »i . *■< 


WliosowavoH at night likewild-firerun, 
Corked up in crystal carefully. 1 


By an old swarthy Gnome was courted, ^ ‘ . J ‘ 

Aud, strange to say, he won the fair. Glow-worms, that round the tiny dishes, 
,,, , Like little lighthouses, wore set up; 

Uio annals of the oldest witch , And pretty phosphorescent fishes 
A pair so sor ed could not show- That by their own gay light were eat 
But how refuse l—the Gnome was rich, up, 

The Rothschild of the world below; 

And Sylphs, like other pretty creatures, 

Learn from their mammas to consider _ 1 1 wu 

Love as an auctioneer of ktnrcs, My Lady,know him but by name, 
W WddCT “ “ HWU My U ' d ’ hor Gusbaud, not at all, 

Home she was taken to his mine— ^'"'prisoif ° U * ^ nome8 ’ s “ d > ll P' 


Th A e ir e n Urn*, But Others disapproved this plan, 


And all tlio best; but of the upper 
The sprinkling was but shy and rare— 

i a liti'll 1 t i j . 


And, by liis ilaino though somewhat 
frighted, 


A few old SylplmlH who loved supper, Thought Love too much a gentleman, 
—.. i.u.i.i.. Ill »tioh a dangerous place to light it 


(Vs nono yet know the wondrous lamp 
Of Davy, that renowned Aladdin, 
Aud the Gnome's balls exhaled a damp, 
Which accidents fromiiru wore I iad in; 


The chambers were supplied with light ‘Mmebiff. 4 .°."" 

AmongtlioOrient'aflowersiuulspiues: And all hail gone oil'safe and well, 

" ' * , i ,i , . i 


However, there he was-and dancing 
With the fair Sylph, light as a 
feather: 

They looked like two young sunbeams, 
glancing, 

At daybreak, down to earth together, 


Musical flint-mills—swiftly played 


But for that plaguy torch—whose 
light, 


T ;£!!! n . ll!U il H T thHt ' ll,lsl,i, i K r ,Hl ; yet kindled, who could tell 

Like some bright glancing minstrel majrl. How soon how devilishly it might ? 

Gave out, at once, both light and _ J J 

sound; And so it chanced— 1 which in those dark 

t> , , , And tireless halls was quite amazing, 

Bologna stones, that drink the sun; Did wo not know how small a spark 
Anil water from that Indian Oiui sot thu torch of Love a^bltwing. 




676 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS , 


Whether it came, when close entangled At iirstthetoroh looked rather blnely— 
In thegaywaltz, from her brighteyes, Asign. theysay, that nogoodboded— 
Or from the lucciole, that spangled Then quick the gas became unruly, 

Her locks of jet—is all surmise, And, crack! the ball-room all ex¬ 
ploded. 

Gertain it is, the ethereal girl g j , Q ai;(1 fiddlers, mixed 

Bid drop a spark, at some odd turn- J toother, 

nr, •?£’, „ , . , , •, With all their aunts, sons, cousins, 

Which, by the waltz’s windy whirl, n ; cucs ’ 

Was fanned up into actual burning. Like M terfiies, in stormy weather, 

Were blown-legs, wings, and tails— 
Oh for that lamp s metallic gauze— ^ keues f ° ° ■’ 

That curtain of protecting wire— , , ' 

Which Davy delicately draws? While, ’mid these victims of the torch, 

, Around illicit, dangerous tire!— The Sylph, alas! too, bore her part- 

Found lying witli a livid scorch, 

The wallhe sets ’twixt flame and air •• As if from lightning, o’er her heart! 
(Like that which barred young . . . . . 

Thishe’s bliss), 1 Well done!' a laughing goblin said, 

Through whose small holes this danger- Escaping from this gaseous strife; 
oua pair 1 ’Tin not tho first time Love has maup 

May see each other, but not kiss, 1 A blow-up in connubial life.’ 


REMONSTRANCE. 

mt® A CONVERSATION WITH LOIU) JOHN RUSSELL, IN WHICH HE HAT 
INTIMATED HOME IDEA. OS’ GIVING ‘Dr ALL POLITICAL IHIUHtMTS. 

WnAT! thou, with thy genius, thy youth, ami thy name— 

Thou, born of a Buisell—whoso instinct to run 

The accustomed career of thy sires, is the same 
As the eaglet’s to soar with its eyes on the sun I 

Whose nobility comes to thee, stamped with a seal, 

Far, far more ennobling than monarch e’er set; 

With the blood of thy race offered up for the weal 
Of a nation that swears by that martyrdom yet 1 

Shalt thou be faint-hearted and turn from the strife, 

■ From the mighty arena where all tlia^is grand, 

, And devoted, and pure, and adorning in life, * 

Is for high-thoughted spirits, like thine, to command? 

Oh no, never dream it—while good men despair 
Between tyrants and traitors, and timid men how, 

STevor think for an instant thy^ountry ear, Miaro 
Such a light from her darkening horizon as'thou I 



1 l’nrtii|U(! dwlOrti 

Oacula qrnsquo sum, non porvoaicntia watts, “Cato 
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With a spirit as meek as the gentlest of those 
Who in life’s sunny valley lie sheltered and warm; 

Yet bold and heroic as ever yet rose 
To the top cliffs of Fortune, and breasted her storm; 

With an ardour for liberty, fresh as in youth, 

It first kindles the bard, and gives life to his lyre; 

Yet mellowed, even now, by that mildness of truth 
Which tempers, but chills not, the patriot fire; 

With ail eloquence—not like thosegills from a height, 
Which sparkle and foam, and in vapour are o’er; 

But a current that works out its way into light 
Through the iilt’ring recesses of thought ami of lore. 

Thus gifted, thou never eanst sleep in the shade; 

If the stirrings of genius, the music of fame, 

And the charms of tnyUuse have not power to persuade, 
Yet think how to freedom thou’rt pledged by thy name. 

Like the boughs of that laurel, by Delphi’s decree, 

But apart for the fane and its service divine, 

All the branches that spring from the old Russell tree, 
Are by Liberty chimed for the use of her shrine.. 


MY BIRTH-DAY. 

’My birth-day!’—What a different But oft, like Israel’s incense, laid 
sound Open unholy, earthly shrines— 

That word had in my youthful ears! Of nursing many a wrong desire— 

And how, each time the day comes Of wandering after Love too far, 
round, And taking every meteor lire 

Less aiul less white its mark appears! That crossed my pathway for his 

star! 

When first our scanty years are told, All this it tolls, and, could 1 trace 
It seems liluvpastime to grow old; The imperfect picture o’er again, 
And, as youth counts the shining links With power to add, retouch, efface 
That time around him binds so fast, The lights and shades, the joy and 
Pleased witli the task, he little thinks pain, 

How bal’d that chain will press at How little of the past would stay! 
last. How quickly all should melt away— 

p • All—but that freedom of the mind 

Vain was the man, and false as vain, Which hath been more than wealth 
Who said, ‘ wore he ordained to run to me; 

His long career of life again, Those friendships in my boyhood twined, 

Ho would do all that he W done,’— And kept till now unchangingly; 

All! ’tis not thus the voice that dwells And that dear homo, that saving ark, 
In sober birth-days speaks to me*, Where Love’s true light at last I’ve 
Far otherwise—of time it tells found, 

Lavished unwisely, carelessly-- Cheering within, when all grows dark. 
Of counsel mocked-of talents, made And comfortless, and stormy round 
Haply for high and pure designs, 
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'.FANCY. 

The more 1,’ve viewed this world, the 
more I’ve found 

That, filled as ’tis with scenes and 
creatures rare, 

Fancy commands, within her own bright 
round, 

A world of scenes and creatures far 
more fair. 

Nor is it that her power can cafl upthere I 
A single charm that's not from Na- 
ture won, 

No move than rainbows, in their pride, j 
can wear | 

A single tint unhorrowed from the 


I TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 

Sweet Sirmio! thou, the very eye 
Of all peuinsulas and isles 

That in our lakes of silver lie, 

Or sleep, emvreatked by Neptune's 
smiles, 

How gladly back to thee I fly 1 
Still doubting, asking can it be 

That I have left Bithynia’s sky, 

And gaze in safety upon thee ? 

Oh! what is happier than to find 
Our hearts at ease, our perils past; 

When, anxious long, the lightened mind 
Lays down its load of care at last ?— 


sun— 

* But ’tis the mental medium it shines 
through, 

That lends to beauty all its charm and 
hue; 

As the same light, that o’er the level lake 
One dull mouotouy of lustre flings, 

Will, entering in the'rounded*rain-drop, 
make 

Colours as gay as those on angels’ 
wings! 


LOVE AND HYMEN. 


'vilely tired with toil on land and deep, 
Again we tread the welcome floor 
Of our own home, and sink to sleep 
On the long-wished-for bed once 
more? 

This, this it is that pays alone 
The ills of all life’s former track— 
Shine out, my beautiful, my own 
SweetSirmio—greet thy master back 

And thou, fair lake, whose water quaffs 
, The light of heaven, like Lydia’s sea, 
Rejoice, rejoice—let all that laughs 
Abroad, at home, laugh out for me I 


Love had a fever—ne’er could close 
His little eyes till day was breaking; 

And whimsical enough, Heaven knows, 
The things he raved about while 
waking. 

To let him pine so were a sin— 

One to whom all the world’s a debtor— 

So Doctor Hymen was called in, 

And Love that night slept rather 
better 

Next day the case gave further hope yet, 
Thoughstill some ugly fever latent;— 

‘Dose as before,’—a gentle opiate, 

For which old Hymen has a patent. 

After a month of daily call, 

So fast the dose went on restoring, 

That Love, who first ne’er slept at all, 1 
Now took, the rogue! to downright 
snoring, ' i 


TO MY MOTHER, 

WRITTEN IN A. POCKET-BOOK, 1822. 

They tell us of an Indian tree 
Which, howsoe’er the sun and sky 
May tempt its boughs to wander free, 
And shoot and blossom, wide and 

_ Wgb, 

Far better Jpves to bend its arms 
Downward again to that dear earth 
From which the life, that fills and 
warms 

Its grateful being, first had birth. 

’Tis thus, though wooed by flattering 
friends, 6 

And fed with fame (i/fame it be), 
This heart, my own dear mother, bends, 
With loves true instinct, back to 
thee' 
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Scepticism. 

Ere Psyche drank the cup that shed 
Immortal life into her soul, 

Some evil spirit poured, ’tis said, 

One drop of doubt into the bowl- 

Which, mingling darkly with the 
stream, 

To Psyche’s lips —she knew not 
why— 

Made even that blessed nectar seem 
As though its sweetfless soon would 
die. 

Oft, in the very arms of Love, 

A chill came o’er her heart—a feay 
That death would, eveu yet, remove c> 
Her spirit from that happy sphere, 

‘Those sunny ringlets,*’ she exclaimed, 
Twining them round her snowy 
lingers— 

‘That forehead, where a light, un¬ 
named, 

Unknown on earth, for ever lingers— 

‘Those lips, through width I feel the 
breath 

Of heaven itself, whene’er they 
sever— 

Oh! are they mine beyond all death— 
Mine own, hereafter and for ever ? 

* Smile not—I know that starry brow, 
Those ringlets and bright lips of thine, 
Will always shine as they do now— 

But shall I live to see them sidne ?’ 

In vain did Love say, ‘ Turn thine eyes 
On all that sparklesroimdthee here— 
Thou’rt now in heaven, where nothing 
dies, 

And in these arms—what cant thou 
fear?’ . » 

In vain—tlie fatal drop, that stole 
Into that cup’s immortal treasure, 
Had lodged its bitter near her soul, 

And gavo a tinge to evory pleasure. 

And though there ne’er was rapture 
given 

Like psyche’s with that radiant boy, 
Hers is the only face in heaven 
That wears a cloud amid its joy 


COUNTRY DANCE AND 
QUADRILLE. 

One night, the nymph called Country 
Dance— 

Whom folks of late have use so ill, 
Preferring a coquette from France, 

A mincing thing, Mamelle Qua¬ 
drille- 

Having been chased from London down 
To that last, humblest haunt of all 
She used to grace—a country-town— 
Weuu smiling to the New Year’s ball 

1 Here, hero, at least,’ she cried ,' thougli 
driven ■ 

From London's gay and shining * 
tracks— ° 

Though, like a Peri cast from Heaven, 
I’ve lost, for ever lost, Almack’s— 

‘ Though not a Loudon Miss alive 
Woulrluiiow for her acquaintance own 
me; 

And spinsters even of forty-five, 

Upon their honours ne’er have known 
me j 

‘ Here, here, at least, I triumph still, 
And—spite of some few dandy 
lancers, 

Who vainly try to preach Quadrille- 
See nought but true-bke country, 
dancers. 

‘Here still I reign, and, fresh in charms, 
My throne, like Magna Ckarta, raise 
'Mong sturdy, free-born legs and arms, 
That scorn the threatened chaine 
Anglawc,’ 

Twas thus she said, as, ’mid the din 
Of footmen, and the town sedan, 

She ’lighted at the King’s Head Inn, 
And up the stairs triumphant ran. 

The squires and their squiresses all, 

With young squirinas just come o% 
And my lord's daughters from the Hall 
(Quadrillers in their hearts no doubt), 

Already, as she tripped up stairs, 

She in the cloak-room saw assem- 
biniH—- 


38 
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When, hark! some new outlandish airs, Endangering thereby many a gown, _ 
from the first fiddle, set her tern- And playing oft the devil with 
filing. ilounces. 


She stops—she listens —can it be ? 

Alas 1 in vainh er ears would ’scape it— 

It is 1 Di tanti palpiti,’ 

As plain as English bow can scrape it, 

• Courage!’ however, in she goes, 

With her best sweeping Country 
gracej 

When, ah! too true, her worst of foes, 
Quadrille, there meets her, *face to 
face. 

Oh for the lyre, or violin, 
i* Or kit of that gay Muse, Terpsichore, 

To sing the rage these nymphs were in, 
Their looks and language, airs and 
trickery! 

There stood Quadrille, with cat-like face 
{The kaii ideal of French faulty), 

A band-box thing, all art and lace, 
Down from her nose-tip to her shoe- 
tie. 


Unlike Mamsclle—W ho would prefer 
(As morally a lesser ill) 

A thousand flaws in character, 

To one vile rumple of a frill. 

No rouge did she of Albion wear; 

Let her but run that two-heat race 
She ealis a Set —not Dian e’er 
Came rosier from the woodland chase. 

And such the nymph, whose soul had 

•• in 't 

Such anger now— whose eyes of blue 
(Eyes of that bright victorious tint 
Which English maids call ‘ Waterloo'), 

Like summer lightnings in the dusk 
Of a warm evening, flashing broke, 
While, to the tune of ‘Money Musk,’ 1 
Which struck up now, she proudly 
spoke:— 


Her flounces, fresh from Yktorinc— ‘Heard you that strain—that joyous 
From HijipolytehiT rouge and hair— _atram? 

Her poetry, from Lamartine- Twas aucil aa Englandloved to hear, 

Her morals from-the Lord knows Ere thou, and all thy frippery train, 
where. Corrupted both her foot and oar— 



And when she danced—so slidingly, 

So near the ground she plied her art, 

You’d swear her mother-earth and she 
Had made a compact ne’er to part. 

Her face the while, demure, sedate, 

No signs of life or motion showing, 

Like a bright pendule’s dial-plate— 

So still, you’d hardly' think ’twas 
(joky. 

Pull fronting her stood Country-Dance— 
A fresh, frank nymph, whom you 
would know 

For English, at a single glance— 
English all o’er, from top to toe. 


‘Ere Waltz, that rake from foreign 
lanas, 

Presumed, in sight of all beholders, 
To lay his rude licentious hands 
On virtuous English backs am} 
shoulders— 

1 Ere times and morals both grew bad, 
And, yet unfleeced by funding block¬ 
heads, n r 

Happy John Bull not only had, 

But danced to, “Money in botl 
pockets,” 2 


English all o’er, from top to toe. ‘ Alas, the change!—ok, J 

. I-,,, , ,,, Where is the land could ’scape dis- 

A little gavche, ’tis fair to own, , asters p 

And rather given to skips and With mh\ Foreign Secretary, 
b0U nees ’ _ Aided by foreign dancing-masters ? 

1 An aid EwM country-dancc » another oUEngri^^i^once. 


miscellaneous poems. 


Quad rilled on one side into feps, * f aca 6 mid SiW > Wltil brightening 

,, 1 " **” ** - 1 ™ 1 a a. .isw 

j.’ too > lo vely victims! seen, And eild Jlor to llw birthright place, 

4 ^“ss hibition ’ 

^^etm-God knows katposi- sweet giUU tlieir 

4TT 1UU ’, Al J j happy night at least 

Hemmed in by watchful chaperons, Uld JSn = laild a triumph was complete, 

Inspectors of your aii-sand grace , 

Wiio intercept all signal tones 
And read all telegraphic faces. 

‘ Unable with the youth adored, Eon the Poco-cciuntt- 

In hat;gnm cordon of mammas, m ^ ctoahte society. „ 

lo interchange one loving word, those we love we’ve drank to-niuht- 

Ikough whispered but in queuc-de- J?? V+f atte “ d < ailli stare not, S ’ 
chats. While . 1 the ampler lists recite 

_ErevileQuiidrillousurpedtlieflddfe— f f’ h ? ve !° r tlle y 

W wf l° ks , 1U sa! % wera exchanged, Thift front ? n tlle y bear not 
What tender words in down the middle / ' ‘ %! pf P? tliat ‘ricks acrown- 
IJlfl t e0 iue s Love—ice cure not. 


Mil THE POCO-CTOAOTE SOCIETY. 


Left time and eLtrS^RSd^ pi elespot yoke and dare not 
How charmingly one’s partner popped Who point, like fin-S-t bsts tl vt ’ 

Ikyt.,,, fa ,iiL 

‘ wiiUn * i' , For martial men who on their sword. 

While now, alas, no sly advances— Howe er it conquers, wear not 
^Nomari-nagohmts-al 1 goes on badly; I] m pledges of a soldiers word, 

Iwixt Parson Malthus and French Redeemed and pure-wc care not, 


dances, 

Wo girls are at a discount sadly, 


For legal men who plead for wroim 

And though to lies they swear not, 
) ™«t more honest than the throng 
ux those who do—wc care not. 


‘Sir William Scott (now Baron Stowell) konest thau'the throne 

Declares not half so much is made those who do—we care not. 

Since vilo ^uadriTliug Spoiled^tlio P °j,, C0l J 1 ' tl { wll ° feed upon 
trade ’ 1US mLd tJlL 1112 tod like grubs, and'spare not 

The smallest leaf wliere they can sun 

olieeeased—tears fell fromovory Miss— Iheir reptile limbs—we cure not. 
One such authentic fact as this I n« / n QSS . \ a , nd sliare llc, t 



582 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


For prudent men who keep the power 
Of Love aloof, and hare not 
Their hearts in any guardless hour 
To Beauty’s shaft—we care not. 

For secret men who, round the bowl 
In friendship's circle, tear not 
The cloudy curtain from their sold, 

But draw it close-ice care not. 

* 

For ill, in short, on land and sea, 

In court and camp, who are not, 
Who never were, nor e’er will Jre 
Good men and true—ire care not. 

—-*■- 

GENIUS AND CRITICISM. 

Scripsit niiidoni feta, sed aequitur,—jScweca. 

Op old, the Sultan Genius reigned— 
As Nature meant—supreme, alone; 
With mind unchecked, and hands un¬ 
chained, * 

His views, his conquests were his 
own. 

But power like his, that digs its grave 
With its own sceptre, could not last; 
So Genius’ self became the slave 
Of laws that Genius’ self had passed, 

As Jove, who forged the chain of Fate, 
Was ever after doomed to wear it; 
His nods, his struggles, all too late— 
‘Qui smetjmit, semper pant.' 

To check young Genius’ proud career, 
The slaves, who now his throne in¬ 
vaded, 

Made Criticism his Prime Vizir, 

And from that hour his glories faded. 

Tied down in Legislation’s school, 
Afraid of even his own ambition, 

His very victories were by rule, 

And be was great but by permission. 

His most heroic deeds—the same 
That dazzled, when spontaneous 
actions— 

Now, done by law, seemed cold and 
tame, 

Andshornof alltheirfirst attractions. 

If he but stirred to take air. 

Instant the Vizir’s Council sat-* 


1 ‘ Good Lord! your Highness can’t go 
there— 

Bless us! your Highness can’t do 
that. 1 

If, loving pomp, he chose to buy 
Rich jewels for his diadem— 

‘The taste was bad—the price was 
high— 

A flower wore simpler than a gem.’ 

To please them if he took to flowers— 
‘What trifling, wlmt unmeaning 
things I 

Fit for a woman’s toilet hours, _ 

But not at all the stylo for kings.’ 

*lf, foud of his domestic sphere, 

He played no more the rambling 
comet— f 

‘A dull, good sort of man, ’twas clear; 
But as for great or brave—far from it,’ 

Did he then Idok o’er distant oceans, 
For realms more worthy to enthrone 
him ?~ 

• Saint Aristotle, what wild notions! 
Serve a “ Nc exeat regno ” on him.’ 

At length—their last and worst to do—• 
They round him placed a guard ol 
watchmen— 

Reviewers, knaves in brown, or blue 
Turned up with yellow—ehiclly 
Scotchmen— 

To dog his footsteps all about, 

Like those in Longwood’s prison- 
grounds, 

Who at Napoleon’s heels rode out, 

For fear the Conqueror should break 
bounds. 

Oh, for some champion of his power, 
Some ultp spirit, to set free, 

As erst in Shakspeare’S sovereign hour, 
The thunders of his royalty 1— 

To vindicate his ancient line, 

The first, the true, the only one 
Of Right eternal and divine 

* That rules beneath the blessed sun!— 

To crush the rebels, that would cloud 
His triumphs with restraint or blame, 
And, honouring even his faults, aloud 
Re-echo ‘ Vive k Hoi I guand 
m&m — 
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TO SIR HUDSON LOWE, 

Elite caunam noraiiiis, 

Utninmo mores hoc tui 
Ncmien dedere, an million hoc 
Seuuta morum regulu. A usemm, 

1810. 

Sin Hudson Lowe, Sir Hudson Low, r ' 
(By name, and ah! by nature so) 

As thou art fond ofrpersecutions, 
Perhaps thou’st road, or heard repeated, 
How Captain Gulliver was treated 
W hen thrown among the Lilliputians. 

they tied him down—these little men 
did- 

And having valiantly ascended 
I Jpon the Mighty Man’s protuberance, 
They did so strut!—upon my soul, 

It must have been extremely droll 
To see their pigmy pride’s exuberance! 

And bow the doughty mannikins 
Amus’d themselves with sticking pins, 
And noodles in the great man’s 
breeches: 

And how some mg little things, _ 
That pass’d for Lords, on scaliiddings 
Got up, and worried him with 
speeches. 

Alas, alas! that it should happen 
To mighty men to ho caught napping !— 
Though dilieront, too, those persecu¬ 
tions ; , a • 

For Gulliver, there, took the nap, 
While, here tho Nap, oh sad mishap, 

Is taken by tho Lilliputians 1 


FRAGMENT OF A CHARACTER. 

Here lies Factotum Ned at last p 
Long as ho breath’d tho vital air, 
Nothing throughout all Europe pass'd, 
in which he hadn’t some snpdl share, 


Whoe’er was in, whoe’er was one, 
Whatever statesmen did or said, 

If not exactly brought about, 

'Twas all, at least, contriv’d by Ned. 

With Nap, if Russia went to war, 
’Twas owing, under Providence, 

To certain hints Ned gave the Czar— , 
(Videhis pamphlet—price, sixpence), 

If France was beat at Waterloo— 

As all but Frenchmen tli ink she was— 
To Ned, as Wellington well knew, 

Was owing half that day’s applause. 

Then for his news—no onvoy’s bag 
E’er pass’d somany secrets through it; 
Scarcely a telegraph could wag 
Its wooden linger, but Ned knew it. 

Such tales ho had of foreign plots, 

With foreign names, one's car to buzz 
in! 

From Russia, chefs and oft in lots, 

From Poland, ambit by the dozen. 

When George, alarm'd for England's 
creed, ■ 

Turn’d out the last Whig ministry, 
And moil ask’d Who advis’d the deed? 
Ned modestly confess’d 'twas ho. 

For though, by some unlucky miss, 

He had not downright seen the King, 
Ho sent such hints through Viscount 
Thin, 

To Marquis That, as clench’d the thing. 

The same it. was in science, arte, 

Tho Drama, Books, MS, and printed— 
Kean learu’d from Ned his cleverest 
parts, 

And Scott's last work by him was 
hinted. 

Childe Harold in the proofs he read, 
And, hero and there, infus’d some 
soul in’h— 
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Nay, Davy’s Lamp, till scan by Ned, 
Had—odd enough—an awkward hole 
in’t. 

'Twas thus, all-doing and all-knowing, 
Wit, statesman,boxer,chemist,singer, 
Whatever was the best pie going, 

In that Ned—trust him—had his 
finger, 

» ^ ify iff! ^ 


THE DEVIL AMONG THE 
SCHOLARS. - 

AN EXTRACT. 1 

TI KAKON 0 FEAI2S. 

. Clm/sost. Emil, in Epitt. utl Hclirwos, 

But whither have these gentle ones, 
The rosy nymphs and black-eyed nuns, 
With all of Cupid’s wild romancing,' 
Led my truaut brains a-dancing ? 
Instead of wise Encomiastics » 

Upon the Doctors and Scholastics, 
Polymaths, and Polyhistors, 

Polyglots and—all their sisters, 

The instant 1 have got the whim in, 

Off I iiy with nuns and women, 

Like epic poets, ne'er at ease 
Until I’ve stolen ‘ in medias res! ’ 

So have I known a hopeful youth 
Sit down in quest of lore and truth 


WML tomes sufficient to confound him 
Like Toku Boliu heaped around him— 
Mamurra stuck to Theophrastus 
And Galen tumbling o’er Bombastus,- 
When lo ! while all that’s learned and 
wise 

Absorbs the boy, he lifts his eyes, 

And through the window of las study 
Beholds a virgin, fair and ruddy, 

With eyes as brightly turned upon 
him as 

The angel’s 3 were on Hieronymus, 
Saying, 'twas just as sweet to kiss her- 
oh! 

Par more sweet than reading Cicero! 
Quick fly the folios, widely scattered, 
Old Homer’s laurelled brow is battered. 
And Sappho’s skin to Tally’s leather, 
All are confused-and tossed together I 
Raptured he quits each dozing sage, 

Oh woman! for thy lovelier page: 
Sweet book! unlike the books of art, 
Whose errors are thy fairest part; 

In whom the dear errata column 
Is the best page in all the volume ! 4 * 
But, to begin my subject rhyme— 

’Twas just about this devilish time, 
When scarce there happened any frolics 
That were not done by Diabolics, 

A cold and loveless sou of Lucifer, 

Who woman scorned, nor knew the use 
of her, 


1 I promised that I would give the remainder 
of this poemj but as my critics do not seem to 
relish the sublime learning it contains, they shall 
have no more of it, With a view, however, to the 
edification of these gentlemen, I have prevailed 
on an industrious friend of mine, who lies read 
a great number of unnecessary books, to illumi¬ 
nate. the extract with a little of his precious 
erudition. 

9 Uombastus was ono of the names of that 
scholar and quack Paracelsus, 1 Philippas 
Uombastus latet sub splondido tegmino Aureoli 
TheoplirastiParaeelsi,' says Stadelinsde Circum- 
foranea Literatovum Validate, lie used to light 
the devil every night with a broadsword, to the 
no small terror of his pupil, Oporinns, who lias 
recorded the circumstance. Paracelsus had but a 
poor opinion of Galen. ‘My very beard,’ (says 
he, in his “Paragrannm") has more learning 
in it than either Galen or Avicenna.’ 

3 The angel, who scolded St. Jerome for read¬ 

ing Cicero, as Grattan tells the story in his 

‘ Concorilantia discimkmtium Canonum,’ and 

says, that for this reason bishops were not 
allowed to read the Classics.- ‘Jipiscopusi 


flentilium libras non legat .'—Distinct. 37. Iiuf; 
Gratian is notorious for lying—besides, ntigeh 
have got no tongues, as the illustrious pupil of 
Pantonus assures us. Ouy’ (is ppm r« <ot« 4 
aim; exetms p yAnrW mid' an opyam n? in' 
j>wip ayye\aK.—0/em. Alexand, Slromnt. How 
an angel could scold without; a tongue, I leave 
the angelic Mrs. — to determine. 

4 The idea ot'tho Rabbins, respecting the origin 
of woman, fa singular. They think tliiit man was 
originally formed with a tail, like a monkey, 1ml 
that the Deity cut off tills appendage, and made 
woman of it, Upon this extraordinary supposi¬ 
tion the following reflection, is founded :— 

If such is the tie between women and men, 

The ninny who weds is a pitiful elf, 

For he takes to his tail like an idiot again, 

And thus makes a deplorable ape of himself. 

Yet, if we may judge ns the fashions prevail, 
Every husband remembers th’ original plan, 
And, knowing his wife is no more than his tail, 
Why he—leaves her behind him as much as 
lie can 
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A. branch of Dagon’s family 
(Which Dagou, whether He or She, 

Is a dispute that vastly better is 
Referred to Soaligcr 1 ct eteteris), 
Finding that, in this cage of fools, 

The wisest sots adorn the schools, 

Took it at ones his head Satanic in, 

To grow a great scholastic mannikin, 

A doctor, quite as learned and fine as 
Scotns John or Tom Aquinas, 2 
Lully, Hales irrefragabilis, 

Or any doctor of the rabble is! 

In languages, 3 the Polyglots, 

Compared to him, wore Babol sots; 

He chattered more thanevor Jew did, 
Sanhedrim and Priest included; 

Priest and holy Sanhedrim 
Were one-and-seventy fools to him 1 
But chief the learned demon felt a 
Zeal so strong for gamfna, delta, 

That, al 1 for Greek and learning’s glory, 4 
He nightly tippled 1 Graeco more, 

.— — —-t~. - ,-: _. 

1 Soaligcr. do Emeudat, Tempor.—Dagtiu was 
-bought by ethers to bo n certain sea-monster, 
who eamc every day out of the Red Sea to teach 
the Syrians husbandry,—See Jacques Gailarel 
(' Cnriosltis Inouies,’ chap. 1.), who says ho thinks 
this story of the'sea-monster ‘carries little show 
of probability with it.’ 

1 I wish it were known with any degree of 
certainty whether the ‘Commentary on Boethius’ 
attributed to T homas Aquinas ho really the work 
of this Angelic Doctor, l'horo are some bold 
assertions hazarded in it: for instance, lie says 
that Plato kept school inatown called Academia, 
and that Alcioladcs was a very beautiful woman 
whom some of Aristotle’s pupils fell in love with: 
—‘Alcibiades tnulior lint pulohorrima, quam 
videntos quidam diseipuli Ariatotolis,’ &*,— 
Bee Freying Adpanit. IMtmr. art. 80, tom. i. 

3 The following compliment was paid to 
Laurcntius Valla, upon Ms ouonrato. knowledge 
of tho Batin language: 

Nnnopostquam manes dofunctua Valla potivit, 
Non nudet Pluto vorba i.atiua Ioqul. 

Since Vnl arrived in Pluto’s slm30, 

His nouns and pronouns all so pat in, 

Pluto himself would bo afraid 
To 08 k even ‘ what’s o’clock ?’ in Batin I 

Those lines may bo found in tho Auctmim Cmm 
of Du Vordier (page 29), an excellent critic, if lie 
could have either felt or understood any olio of 
the works which he criticises. 

4 It is much to he regretted that Martin 
Tiuthor, with all ilia talents for reforming, should 
yet bo vulgar enough to laugh at Camorarius for 
writing to him in Greek, 1 Master Joachim (says 
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And never paid a bill or balance 
Except upon the Grecian Kalends, 

Prom whence your scholars, when they 
want tick, 

Say, to bo At-tick’s to be on tick! 

In logics, he was quite Ho Paim ! 6 
Knew as much as ever man know. 

He fought tho combat syllogistic 
With so much skill and art eristic, 

That though you were the learned 
StJ^yrite, 

At once upon file hip he had you right! 
Sometimes indeed his speculations 
Were viewed as dangerous innovations, 
As thus—tho Doctor’s house did hap 
bour a 

Sweet blooming girl, whose name was 
Barbara; * 

Oft, when his heart was in a merry key, 
He taught this maid his esotorioa, 

And sometimes, as a euro for hectics, 
Would lecture her in dialectics, 

he) has sefttme some dates and some rafains, mul 
lias also written mu two letters in Greek, An 
soon as I am recovered,. I shall answer them in 
Turkish, that he too may have tho pleasure of 
reading what he docs not understand.’—‘Greece 
sunt, iegi non possutit,' is the ignorant speech' 
attributed to Aeuursiua, but very unjustly, Far 
from asserting that Greek could riot tie road, 
that worthy jurisconsult upon the Law (i. I), do 
Boner, possess, expressly says, ‘Griecai literal 
possunt iiitolligi of, iegi.’ (Vide. Not. Mm, 
Itarlm'. (Mention, Famal, IT)~8cipio Carte- 
romaclms seems to think that there is nosalvatiim 
nut of tho pule of Greek literature: ‘Via primu 
salutis Graia pandotur ah urbo.* And tho zeal 
of Laurcntius Rhodomanmia cannot tie suffi¬ 
ciently admired, wlicnho exhorts ids countrymen, 

‘ per glorinm Christi, per snlutem patrta), per 
roipublioie decus et emolumentum,’ to study the 
Greek language, Nor must we forget lTiavoriuus, 
the excellent Bishop ol'Nocera, who, cureless of 
all tho usual commendations of a Christian, 
required no further eulngium on his tomb then 
‘ Hero Beth a Greek Lexicographer/ 

8 ' 0 HATTY.—The introduction of thin language 
into English poetry has a good effect, and ought 
to bo moro universally adopted. A word or two 
of Greek in a stanza would servo as ballast to tho 
most ‘light o' love’ verses. Auuoniun, among 
tho ancients, may aervn as a model: 

Ov yap jMi miv in hue roglone pmm 
Afiov ah nostrfa tmkvea esse, ragtime;. 

Bonnard, the French poet, has enriched bis 
Kommls and odes with many an exquisite morsel 
from the Lexicon, His dike EnMeahk, in 
addressing Ms mistress, is adrniralilii, and can bo 
only matched by Cowley’s Anlipemtam, 
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How far their zeal let him and her go 
Before they came to sealing Ergo, 

Or how they placed the mednis ter¬ 
minus, 

Our chronicles do not determine us; 
But so it was—by some confusion 
In this their logical prolusion, 

The Doctor wholly spoiled, they say, 
The figure 1 of young Barbara; 

And thus, by many a snare sophistic, 
And enthymeme paralogistic, ^ 
Beguiled a maid, who could not give, 
To save her life, a negative. 2 
In music, though he had no ea?s 
Except for that amongst the spheres 
{"Which most of all, as lie averred it, 
He dearly loved, ’cause noone heard it), 
* Yet aptly he, at sight, could read 
Each tuneful diagram in Bede, 

And find, by Euclid’s corollaria, 

The ratios of a jig or aria. 

But, as for all your warbling Delias, 
Orpheuses and Saint Cecilias, 

He owned he thought them ifiuch sur¬ 
passed 

By that redoubted Hyaloolast, 3 
Who still contrived, by dint of throttle, 
Where'er he went to crack a bottle! 

Likewise to show his mighty know¬ 
ledge, ha, 

On things im/sown in physiology, 
Wrote many a chapter to divert us, 
Like that great little man Albertus, 
Wherein he showed the reason why, 
When children first are heard to cry, 

If boy the baby chance to be, 

He cries, OA!—if girl, OE !— 

They are, says be, exceeding fair 
hints 

Respecting their first sinful parents; 

‘ Oh Eve! ’ exclaimcth little madam, 
While little master cries, 1 Oh Adam! ’ 4 

1 The first figure of simple syllogisms,to which 
Barbara belongs, together with Celarent, Davii, 
Hid Ferio, 

3 Because the three propositions in the mood 
of Barbara are universal affirmatives.—The poet 
borrowed this equivoque upon Barbara from a 
curious Epigram which Ilenckeuius gives in a 
note upon his Essays de Chwktanma Enidi- 
tonrn. In the Nupiie Peripateticm of Caspar 
Bariums, the reader will find some facetious 
applications. / the terms of logic to matrimony. 
Orambe’s Te Ml he on Syllogism, in Martinas 


■ f 

In point of science astronomical, I 

It seemed to him extremely comical 1 

That, once a year, the frolic sun 
Should call at Virgo’s house for fun, 

And stop a month and blaze around - 

her, ’ : 

Yet leave her Virgo, as he found her! , 

But, 'twas in Optics and Dioptrics, 

Our demon played his first and top 
tricks: 

He held that sunshine passes quicker 
Through wine than any other liquor; 

That glasses are the best utensils i 

To catch the eye’s bewildered pencils j 
And, though he saw no great objee 
tion 

To steady light and pure reflection, 

Ho thought the aberrating rays 
Which play about a bumper’s blaze, 

Were by the Doctors looked, in com¬ 
mon, ou, 

As a more rare and rich phenomenon 1 
He wisely said'that the seusorium 
Is for the eyes a great emporium, 

To which these noted picture stealers 
Send all they can, and meet with 
dealers. 

In many an optical proceeding, 

The bruin, he said, showed great good 
breeding; 

Eor instance, when we ogle womon 
(A trick which Barbara tutored him 
in), 

Although the dears are apt to get in a 
Strange position on the retina; 

Yet instantly the modest brain 
Doth set them on their legs again ! 5 

Our doctor thus with ‘stuffed suffi- 
cienoy ’ 

Of all omnigenous omniscieney, 

Began (as who would not begin 
That had, like him, so pucli within ?) 

Berihlerus, is borrowed chiefly from the il hiptin 1 

Peripatetm of Barlieus. 

a Or Glass Brcnlior.—Morhofius has given an 
account of this extraordinary man, in n work 
published 1682. 1 Da vitren seypho fraeto,’ etc, 

4 «This is translated almost literally from a 
passage in Albertus de Sardis, etc,—I have not 
the bonk by me, or I would transcribe the words. 

5 Alluding to tfiat habitual act of the judg¬ 
ment, by which, notwithstanding the inversion 
of the image upon the retina, a correct impression 
of the object is conveyed to the sensorium. 

I 


To let it out in hooks of all sorts, 
Folios, quartos, large and small sorts; 
Poems, so very deep and sensible, 

That they were quiteiucomprehensible ; J 
Prose which had been at learning’s Fair, 
And bought up all the trumpery there, 
The tattered rags of every vest, 

In which the Greeks and Homans 
dressed, 

And o’er her figure, swoln and antic, 
Scattered them all with airs so frantic, 
That those who saw the fits she had, 
Declared unhappy Prose was mad! 


Epics he wrote, and scores of rebuses, 
All as neat as old Turnebus’s; 

Eggs and altars, cyclopedias, 
Grammars, prayer-books—oh! ’twere 
tedious, 

Did I but tell the half, to follow me j 
Not the scribbling bard of Ptolemy, 
No—nor the hoary Trismegistus 
(Whose writings all, thank Heaven! 
hare missed us), 

E’er filled with lumber such a ivareroom 
As this great ‘porous literarmn!’ 

e . ■ i a i ! 


To the Editor ofihe Morning Chronicle. 

Sir,—I n order to explain the following Fragment, it is necessary to refer 
your readors to a kite florid description of the Pavilion at Brighton, in the 
apartments of which, we are told, 1 Fum, The Chinese Bird of Royally,’ is a 
principal ornament. 

* I am, Sir, yours, &c„ 

• Mom. 

FUM AND HUM, THE TWO BIRDS OF ROYALTY. 

One day the Chinese Bird of Royalty. Fum, 

Thus accosted our own Bird of Royalty, Hum, 

In that Palace or China-shop (Brighton, which is it ?) 

Where Fum had just come to pay Hum a short visit,— 

Near akin are these Birds, though they differ iu nation 
(The breed of the Hums is as old as creation); 

Both, full-oraw’d Legitimates -both, birds of prey, 

Both, cackling and ravenous creatures, half way 
’Twixt the goose and the vulture, like Lord 0—shl—gh. 

While Fum deals in Mandarins, Bonzes, Boliea, 

Peers, Bishops, and Punch, Hum, are sacred to thee I 
So congenial their tastes, that, when Fum first did light on 
The floor of that grand China-warehouse at Brighton, 

The lanterns, and dragons, and things round the dome 
Were so like what he left, 1 Gad,’ says Finn, ‘ I’m at homo.’— 

And when, turning, he saw Bishop L—ge, ‘ Zooks, it is,’ 

Qpjoth the Bind, ‘ Yes—I know him-a Bonze, by his phiz— 

And that jolly old idol he kneels to so low 
Can be none but our roundabout godhead, fat Fo !’ 


1 Under this description, I believe, ' The Rail 
among the Scholars' niny be included. Vet 
heilmitz found out the uses of incomprehen¬ 
sibility, when lie was appointed secretary to a 
society of philosophers at Nuremberg 1 , merely for 
his merit in writing a cabalistical letter, one 
word of which neither they nor hiniBcIf could 
interpret. See the Eloge Eistorigue de If. dc 
Leibniti, V Europe Savants. People in all. ages] 
have loved to be nuzzled. We find Cicero) 


thanking Atticus for having sent Win a work of 
Serapion, ‘ ex quo (says lie) quidem ego (quod 
inter nos lieeat diccre) millesimnm partem vlx 
iufelligo.’-Lib, 2, opist. 4. And wo know that 
Avicen, the learned Arabian, read Jrisfatle's 
Metaphysics forty times over, for the supreme 
pleasure of being ablo to inform tho world that 
he could not comprehend one syllable throughout 
them,— Njcok* Motsa in Tit, Mcen, 
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It chanc’d at this moment, the Episcopal PrM 
Was imploring the P—e to dispense with his wig, 1 
Winch the Bird, overhearing, flew high o’er Ms head, 

And some Tobit-like marks of his patronage shed, 

Wliich so damn’d the poor Dandy’s idolatrous eye, 
that, while Fum cried ‘ Oh Eo!’ all the court cried ' Oh lie 2 1! 
out, a truce to digression;—these Birds of a feather 
dims talk d, t other night, on State matters together; 

(The P—e just in bed, or about to depart for’t, 

Ilia legs full of gout* and his arms full of H-rtf-d), 

‘I say Hum,’ says Fum-Fum, of course, spoke Chinese, 

But, bless you, that’s nothing—at Brighton oue sees 
Foreign lingoes andJJishops translated with ease— 

‘I say, Hum, how fares it with Eoyalty now ? 

Is it up! is it prime! is it spooney !—or how t 
(Ihe Bird had just taken a flasly-man’s degree 
Under B—rr—m—re, Y—tlf, and young Master L—e) 

As for us m Pekin —here a devil of a din 
From vhe bed-chamber came, whet" that longdMandarin, 
s , 8’ 1 (whom Finn wills the Confucius of Prose), 

\\ as rehearsing a speech upon Europe’s repose 
lo the deep double bass of the fat Idol’s ium 
{Makne-lm Lordship and L—v-rp-1 como, 
in collateral lines, from the old Mother Hum, 

C-sM-gh a Hiun-bug—L—v—rp—1 a Hum-drum.) 

Ihe Speech being finish’d, out rush’d C—stl-gh, 
saddled Hum in a hurry, and, whip, spur, away, 
through the regions of air, like a Snip on his hobby, 

He er pans d, till he lighted in St. Stephen’s lobby. 


EPISTLE FROM TOM CRIBB TO BIG BEN. 

CONCERNING SOME FOOT, PLAY IN A LATE TRANSACTION. 2 
‘ Ahi, mio Ben \'—Metaatasio, s 

Wiiat! Ben, my old hero, is this your renown ’ 

™ ™ f 1 " H° ? kick a man when he’s down ! 

BvZ t nf has lack’d under, to tread on him tlien- 
f i st m 7 father, I blush for thee, Ben! 

J 01 ', - ^ds °f the Fancy exclaim— 

Charley Shock is electrified-Belcher Jits flame- * 

And Molyneux-ay even Blacky cries ■ shame!' 

S’ * B «ll little difference spied 
5E?ft foe ®* hl ® f ? et - mfl the friend at his side ; 

When he found (such his humour in fighting and eating) 

Hl9 foe, like his beefsteak, the swe eter for .beating. W 

%*£"*** to this Motto 

^sb tgmpaay^oljigv 11 ^ nown » keeps tlw 
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But this comes, Master Ben, of your curst foreign notions, 
Your trinkets, wigs, thingumbobs, gold lace, and lotions; 
Your Noyaus, Curajoas, and the Devil knows what— 

(Oue swig of Mue Ruin 1 is worth the whole lot!) 

Your great and small crosses —(my eyes, what a brood! 

A cross-buttock from me would do some of them good!) 
Which have spoilt you, till hardly a drop, my old porpoise. 
Of pure English claret is left in your corpus; 

And (as Jim says) the only one trick, good or bad, 

Of the Fancy you’re up to, is Jibbing, tnyflad. 

Hence it comes,—Boxiaua, disgrace to thy page !— 

Having floopd, by good luck, the first swell of 1the im, 
Having conquer’d the prime one, that mill'd m all round, 
You kick d him, old Ben, as he gasp'd on the ground I 
Ay—just at the time to show' spunk, if you’d got any— 
Eiek’d him, and jaw’d hyn, and Iwjcfd him to Botany! 

Uli, shade of the Q/mcmonger / you, who, alas! 

Doubled up, by the dozen, those Monnseers in brass, 

On that greet day of mtiling, when blood lay in lakes, 

When Kings hold the bottle, and Europe the stakes, 

Look clown upon Ben-see him, dunghill all o’er, 

Insult the fall’ll foe, tint can harm him no more. 

Out, cowardly spooney /—again and again, 

Ly the fist of my father, I blush for thee, Ben. 
lo show the white feather is many men’s doom, 

But, what of one feather ?~Bon s’mws a whole Plume. 


AN AMATORY COLLOQUY BETWEEN BANK AND GOVERNMENT 

BANK. 

Is all then forgotten ’—those amorous pranks 
You and I, m our youth, my dear Government, played- 

When you called me the fondest, the truest of Banks, 

And enjoyed the endearing advances I made, 

^fn-left to do all, unmolested and free, 

That a dashing, expensive young couple should do, 

A law against paying was laid'upon me, 

But none against owing, dear helpmate, on you ? 

« . ^ 

And is it then vanished ’-that ‘ hour (as Othello 
bo Inippily calls it) of Love and Direction; ’ 

Ami must we, like other fond doves, my dear follow 
Grow good in our old age, and cut tho connexion ? 

• 

government. 

Even so, my beloved Mrs. Bank, it must be,— 

^ This paying in cash plays tlui devil with wooing— 

iGiu. 
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We’ve both had our swing, hut I plainly foresee 
There must soon be a atop to our bill -mg and cooing. 

Propagation in reason—a small child or two— 

Even Reverend Mai thus himself is a friend to ; 

The issue of some folks is moderate and few— 

But ours, my dear corporate Bank, there's no end to ■: 

So,—hard as it is on a pair who’ve already 
Disposed of so many pounds, shillings, and pence; 

And, in spite of that pink of prosperity, Freddy, 

Wlio’d even in famine cry, ‘D—n the expense ■ 

The day is at hand, my Papyria 1 Venus, 

When, high as wfc once used to carry our capers, 

Those soft billets-doux we’re now passing between us 
Will serve but to keep Mrs. 0—tts in curl-papers j 

ft* 

Aud when—if we still must continue our love 
After all that is past—our amour, it is clear 

(Like that which Miss DanaS managed with Jove), 

Must all be transacted in bullion, my dear! 



ODE TO THE GODDESS CERES. 

BY SIB T-S L-E. 

1 Leglfera Cereri PlioBboquo.’— Virgil. 

Dear Goddess of Corn, whom the ancients, we know 
(Among other odd whims of those comical bodies), 

Adorned until somniferous poppies, to show 
Thou wevt always a tine Country-gentleman’s Goddess ! 

Behold, in his best shooting-jacket, before thoe, 

An eloquent ’Squire, wlm most humbly beseeches, 

Great Queen of Mark Lane (if the thing doesn’t bore thee), 
Thou'lt read o’er the last of his—never-last speeches 

Ah! Ceres, thou knowest not the slander and scorn 
Row heaped upon England’s 'Squirearchy so boasted; 

Improving on Hunt’s scheme, instead of the Corn, 

’Tis now the Corn-growers, alas! that are roasted I 

In speeches, in books, in all shapes they Tittack us-r* 
Reviewers, economists—fellows, no doubt, 

That you, my dear Ceres, and Venus, and Bacchus, 

And Gods of high fashion, know little about, 

There’s B-nth-m, whose English is all his own making,— 
Who thinks just as little of settling a nation 

As he would of smoking his pipe, or of taking 
(What he himself calls) his ‘ post-prandial vibration, ’ 3 

i To distinguish her from the ‘ A urea,’ 

3 The venerable Jeremy's phrase for his after-dinner walk. 
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There are two Air. M—s, too, whom those that like reading 
Through all that’s unreadable, call very clever;— 

And, whereas M— Senior makes war on good breeding, 

M— Junior makes war on all breeding whatever! 

In short, my dear Goddess, Old England’s divided 
Between ultra blockheads and superfine sages 
With which of these classes we landlords have sided, 

Thou’lt find in my Speech, if thou’lt read a few pages. 

• 

For therein I’ve proved, to my own satisfaction, 

And that, of all ’Squires I’ve the honour of meeting. 

That tis the most senseless and fou^-moutlied detraction, 

To say that poor people are fond of cheap eating. 

On the contrary, such the chaste notions of food 
That dwell in each pah? manufacturer’s heart, 

They would scorn any law, he it ever so good, 

That would make thee dear Goddess, loss dear than thou art i 

Aud, oh 1 for Monopoly what a blest day, 

When tire Land and the Silk shall, in fond combination, 

(Like Sulhj and Silky, that pair in the play), 

Cry out, with one voice, for High Rents and Starvation i 1 

Long life to the Minister!—:no matter who, 

Or how dull he may he, if, with dignified spirit, he, 

Keeps the ports shut—aud the people’s mouths, too,— 

We shall all have a long run of Freddy’s prosperity, 

As for myself, who’ve, like Hannibal, sworn 
To hate the whole crew who would take our rents from us, 
Had England but One to stand by thee, Dear Corn, 

That last honest Uni-corn 2 would be—Sir Th—si 


DIALOGUE BETWEEN A SOVEREIGN AND A ONE-POUND NOTE, 

‘0 ego non folix, quam tu fugls, ut pnvet acres 
Agnn lupoa, eaprerequo lconeu,’—iioi'. 

, • 

Said a Sovereign to a Note, 

In the pocket of my coat, 

Where they met, in a neat purse of leather, 

1 How happens it, I prithee, 

That though I’m wedded with thee, 

Fair Pound, we e*n never live together ? 

1 * ttoadtolcuin allusion to the natural history of tho unicorn, 
Dicta Fames Corcris (quamvis oontrarla which is supposed to bo somethin# between the 
semper Itos and tho Astana, and, as Em' qiuhpwlm 

llllua eat operl) pOrnptit.— Oeid. toll" us, lias n nartloular likuut for anything 

» TIub is meant not #'» much lor a pun,ns in Uluhto 
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‘ Like your sex, road of change, 

With silver you can range, 

And of lots of young sixpences be mother; 

While with me—on my word, 

Not my Lady and my Lord 
Of W—th see so little of each other |’ 

The indignant Note replied 
(Lying crumpled by his side), 

1 Shame, shame, it is yourself that roam, Sir 
One cannot look askance, 

But, whip! you're off to France, , 

Leaving nothing but old rags at home, Sir! 

I Your scampering began 
From the moment Parson Van, 

Poor man, made us one in ibve’s fetter, 

* “ For better or for worse 11 

Is the usual marriage curse: 

But ours is all “worse” and no “ better.”’ 

‘ In vain are laws passed, 

There’s nothing holds you fast, ' 

Though you know, sweet Sovereign, I adore you— 
At the smallest hiut in life, 

You forsake your lawful wife, 

As other Sovereigns did before you. 

I I flirt with Silver, true— 

But what can ladies do, 

When disowned by their natural protectors ■' 

And as to falsehood, stuff! 

I shall soon be false enough, 

When I get among those wicked Bank Directors, 

The Sovereign, smiling on her, 

Now swore, upon his honour, 
lo be henceforth domestic and loyal 
But, within an hour or two, 

Why—I sold him to a Jew, 

And he’s now at No. 10, Palais Royal. 


AN EXPOSTULATION TO LORD KINO. 

1 Quern das finera, Hex magne, laborum P’— Virgil. 

How can you, my Lord, thus delight to torment all 
iho I eers of the realm about Cheapening their corn, 
when you know, if one hasn’t a very high rental, 
iis hardly worth while being very high horn! 

t See the proceediuR's of the herds, Wednesday March 1 ri* t„wj ti"„ 

Jtovi'd by severalot'tho noble Peers tor making so many apeeehe5aL4e Con™ * 
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Why bore them so rudoly, each night of your life, 

On a question, my Lord, there’s so much to abhor in 1 
A question—like asking one, ‘ How is your wife I— 

At once so confounded domestic and foreign. 

As to weavers, no matter how poorly they feast, 

But Peers and such animals fed up for show, 

(Like the well-physicked elephant, lately deceased), 

Take a wonderful quantum of cramming, you know, 

« 

lou might see, my dear Baron, how bored and distrest 
Were their high noble hearts by yonr merciless tale, 

When the force of the agony wrung eve# a jest 
From the frugal Scotch wit of my Lord L—d—3e l 1 

Bright Peer! to whom NatuT% and Berwickshire gave 
A humour, endowed with effects so provoking, 

That, when tl^p whole House looks unusually grave, 

You may always conclude that Lord L-d-le’s joking! 

And then, those unfortunate weavers of Perth— 

Not to know the vast difference Providence dooms 
Between weavers of Perth and Peers of high birth, 

Twixt those who have heir- looms, and those who’ve but'looms! 

To talk now of starving, as great At—1 said 8 — 

(And tlm nobles all cheered, and the bishops all wondered) 

When, some years ago, lm and others lmd fed 
Of these same hungry devils about fifteen hundred ? 

It follows from hence—and the Duke’s very words 
Should he published wherever poor rogues of this craft are- 
11 hat weavers, once rescued from starving by Lords, 

Are bound to bo starved by said Lords ever after. 

When Rome was uproarious, her knowing patricians 
Made ‘Bread and the Circus ’ a cure for each row: 

But not so the plan of our noble physicians, 

1 No Bread and the Tread-mill’s ’ the regimen now. 

. • 

So ceaso, my dear Baron of Ockham, your prose, 

As I shall my poetry— neither convinces; 

And aU we have spoken and written but shows, 

When you tread on a nobleman’s corn, 3 how he winces. 

* Ear J saU ; flint,' when ho heard tress, the landed interest of Perth lmd supported 

the petition, came from ladies boot and shoe 1500 of them. It was a poor return for these 
„ i mWi t bo against “ the coma very men now to petition against the persons 

wlueh they inflieted on thc fair box.” ' who had fed them. 1 1 

The Duke of Athol said, that ‘at a former a An improvement, wo flatter ourselves, on 
period, when these weavers were in great dis- Lord L.’s joke. 
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MORAL POSITIONS. 


A DREAM. 

■ His Lordship said that it took a lonp time for a moral position to find its way across the 
Atlantic. He was sorry that its voyage hud been so long,’ etc .—Speech of Lord Dudley and Wan t 
3 n Colonial Slater//, March 8. 

T’other night, after hearing Lord Dudley’s oration 
(A treat that comes once in the year, as May-day does), 

I dreamt that I saw—what a strange operation !— 

A 1 moral position’ shipped off for Barbadoes. 

The whole Bench of Bishops stood by, in grave attitudes, 

Packing the article tidy and neat 
(ts their Reverences know, that in southerly latitudes 
1 Moral positions' don’t keep }j9ry sweet. 

There was B-th—st arranging the custom-house pass; 

Aud, to guard the frail package froin tousing’and routing, 

There stood my Lord Eld-n, endorsing it 1 Glass,’ 

Though—as to which side should lie uppermost—doubting, 

The freight was, however, stowed safe in the hold; 

The winds were polite, aud the moon looked romantic, 

While off in the good ship ‘ the Truth ’ wo were rolled, 

With our ethical cargo, across the Atlantic, 

Long, dolefully loug, seemed the voyage we made 
For 1 the Truth,' at all times but a very slow sailer, 

By friends, near as much as by foes, is delayed, 

And few come aboard her, though so many hail her. 

At length, safe arrived, I went, through ‘tare and tret’— 

Delivered my goods in the primest condition— 

And next morning read, in the Bridgetown Gazette, 

1 Just arrived, by “ the Truth," a new Moral Position; 

The Captain ’-here, startled to find myself named 

As ‘the Captain ’ (a thing which, I own it with pain, 

I through life have avoided), I woke—looked ashamed— 

Found I wasn’t a Captain, and dozed off again. 


MEMORABILIA OF LAST WEEK. 

MONDAY, MA^Cn 13 . 

T HE Budget—quite charming and witty—no hearing, 

For plaudits and laughs, the good tilings that were in it}**, 
Great comfort to find, though the Speech isn’t Aieering, 

That all its gay auditors were, every minute. 
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What, m more prosperity !-mercy upon us, 

Lius boy 11 be the death of me ’-oft as, already, 

Such smooth Budgeteers have genteelly undone us, 
lor Rum made easy there’s no one like Freddy. 

TUESDAY. 

Much grave apprehension expressed by the Peers 

Tbetr/i tll6 /r ° £ , tlle Peacluims and lockitts— 

T n« C i°-, go d re t0 liave “ three years, 

Should all find its way into highwaymen’s pockets» 

A Petition presented (well timed, affcer«fchis) 

Throwing out a sly hint to Grandees, who are hurlod 
In their coaches about, that ’twould not be amiss 
ii they d just throw a litfy more light on the world, 11 

A ft u ^ transporting half Ireland to Canada, 3 
Which (lrnefly the clever transaction to state) is 
Forcing John Bull to pay high for what, any day, 

N-rb ry, bless the old wag, would do gratis. 

Keeping ahvays (said Mr. Sub. Horton) fnmind, 

That while we thus draw off the claims on potatoes 
Wo make it a point that the Pats left behind 
should get no new claimants to fill the hiatus. 4 

Sll L? 1 0 lf 01 Vf lien 1 ra ? da 1 Iong letter > N come 

U ‘ ada I ( addiea ’ to sa y tliat elves 
Have a ready )g rown Wrons’-as wc are, at home- 

1 nd have e en got a surplus, ’ poor devils, like ourselves !» 


WEDNESDAY. 

Little doing—for sacred, oh Wednesday, thou art 
J ° ! f «™o’dock joys of full many a table,- 
When rfte Memhm all meet, to make much of the part, 
With which they so rashly fell out, in the Fable. 


It appeared, though, to-night, that—as churchwardens yearly 
Eat up a small baby-tl.ose cormorant sinners, Y * 
ic Banknipt-Commissionors, hit very nearly 
A moderate-Bized bankr upt, tout chaud, for their dinners!“ 


1 Another objection to a metallic currency 
was, that i produced a pouter number of high. 

way ro b bmcs.’-M (I f e in the LmU. 

BHtcourt presented a petition, praying 
that all persons should he compelled to have 
temps m their carriages. 

emigration. Hw ' t0n ’ S motion t]w su, ’J eotof 

rli. ex P, e , nt )ecl in transporting the 

fnsli to Canada would be judiciously laid out 
provided measures were taken to prevent the gap 


they left in the population from being filled up| 
. item, .Government had always math that a con- 
famt-Mr.mEoHaris Speech, 

, . , Ihe non. gontloman then read a letter 
£ "Iff? t ? e prosperous condition of the 
'vmer ; that he had.on hand a eoneiderable sur- 
piua of corn/ etc* 

“Mr. Aberoromhy’a statement of the enor- 
rapts £aV<a ‘ n ^ • 8 ®f A 1 ? Commissioners of Bank' 

39 
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Nota Bene.—A rumour to-day, in the city, 

' Mr, R—b—ns—n just lias resigned —what a pity S 
The Bulls and the Bears all fell a-sobhing, _ 
When they heard of the fate of poor Cock Rohm, 
While thus, to the n ursery-tune, so pretty, 

A murmuring iSfeci-dove breathed her ditty: 

Alas, poor Min, he crowed as long 
And as sweet as .1 prosperous cock could crow > 
But his note was small) and the yoid-huch s song 
Was a pitch totfhigh for Poor Robin to go. 

Who’ll make his shroud ? - 

‘ I,’ said the Bank* £ though he played me a prank, 
While I have a rag poor Rob shall be rolled m’t; 
With many a pound I’ll paper him round, _ 

Like a plump rouleau— wifb-owt the gold m’t. 


A HYMN OF WELCOME AFTER 
THE RECESS. 

P 

1 Animus sapicntlores fieri qulosecndo.' 

Ann now— cross-buns and pancakes 
o’er— 

Hail, Lords and Gentlemen, once more! 
Thrice hail and welcome, Houses 
Twain! 

The short eclipse of April-day 
Having (God grant it!) passed away, 
Collective Wisdom, shine again! 

Come, Ayes and Noes, through thick 
and thin, 

With Paddy H—mes for whipper-in; 

Whate’erthe job, prepared to back it; 
Come, voters of Supplies—bestows 
Of jackets upon trumpet-blowers, 

At eighty mortal pounds the jacket l 1 

Como—free, atlengtk, from Joint-Stock, 
cares— 

Ye Senators of many Shares, 
lYhose dreams of premium knew no 
bound’ry; 

So fond of aught like Company, 

1 An item of expense which Mr. Hume in vain 
endeavoured to got rid of. Trumpeters, like the 
men of All-Souls, must tie ‘ bate veititi.’ 

a The gentleman lately before the public; who 
kept ids /mat-stock Ten Company all to him- 
Ke>f,8inismg‘Teao(u»ia((oro.’ , 


That you would e’en have taken tea 
(Had you been asked) with, Mr, 
Goundry ! s 

Come, matchless country gentlemen; 
Come, wise Sir Thomas, wisest then 
When creeds and corn-laws are 
debated! 

Come, rival even the Harlot Red, 

And show how wholly into bread 
A ’Squire is transubstantiated. 

Come, L—e, and tell the world, 

That—surely as thy scratch is curled; 

As never scratch was curled before— 
Cheap eatingdoesmore harm than good, 
And working-people spoiled by food, 
The less they eat, will work the more. 

Come, G—lb-rn. with thy glib defence 
(Which thou’dst have made for Peter’s 
Pence) 

Of Church-Rates, •worthy of a 
halter;— 

Two pipes of port (old port ’twas said 
By honest Newport ) bought and paid 
'By Papists for the Orange Altar ! 3 
~t- - 

3 This charge of two pipes of port for the sa¬ 
cramental wine is a precious specimen of the 
sort of rates levied upon their Catholic follow- 
parishioners by the Irish Protestants. 

‘ The thirst that from tho soni doth rise 
Doth ask«, drink divine.’ 
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Come, H-rf-n, with thy plan so merry, 
For peopling Canada from Kerry— 
Not so much rendering Ireland quiet, 
As grafting on the dull Canadians 
That liveliest of earth’s contagions, 
The bull-pock of Hibernian riot! 

Come all, in short, ye wondrous men 
Of wit and wisdom, come again; 
Though short your absence, all de¬ 
plore it— 

Olt, come and show, whate’er men say, 
That you can, after April-day, 

Be just as—sapient as before it. 


ALL IN TI-IE FAMILY WAY. * 

A, NEW PASTORS BALLAD. 

(Sung in the character of Britannia). 

‘The Public Debt was due from ourselves to 
ourselves, and resolved itself Into a Family 
Account.'—&> Robert Peel's Loiter. 

Tvm—My banlcs an all furnished 
with, bees. 

M 1 / banks are all furnish ed with rags, 
So thick— even Fred cannot thin ’em! 
I’ve torn up my old money bags, 
Having nothing worth'whilo to put 
, in ’em. 

My tradesmen are smashing by dozens, 
But this is all nothing, they say; 

For bankrupts, since Adam, arecousins, 
So it’s all in the family way. 

My Dobt not a penny takes from me, 
As sages the matter explain;— 

Bob owes it to ‘,i oin, and then Tommy 
Just owes it to Bob back again, 


, Since all have thus taken to owing, 
There’s nobody left that can pay, 

, And this is tuo way to keep going, 

All quite in the family way. 

My senators vote away millions, 

To put in Prosperity’s budget; 

And though it were billions or trillions, 
The generous rogues wouldn’t grudge 

’Tis alPbut a family hop, 

’Twas Pitt began dancing the hay; 

Hands round I—why the deuce should 
wq,stop ? 

’Tis .all in the family way. 

My labourers used to oat mutton, 

As any great man of the state does ; 

And now the poor devils are put on 
Small rations of tea and potatoes, 

But cheerup, John, Sawney, and Paddy, 
The King is your father, they say: 

So,^ even if you starve for your daddy, 
’Tis alj in the family way. 

My rich manufacturers tumble, 

My poor ones have little to chew; 

And even if themselves do not grumble, 
Their stomachs undoubtedly do, 

But coolly to fast at fumittc 
Is as good for the soul as to pray; 

And famine itself is genteel, 

When one starves in a family way. 

I have found out a secret for Freddy, ' 
A secret for next Budget-day; 

Though perhaps he may know it alroad>, 
As he, too, ’s a sage in his way. 

When next for the Treasury scene ho 
Announces 1 the Devil to pay,' 

Lot him write on the bills — 1 ' Nota bene, 
'Tis all in the family way, ’ 


THE CANONIZATION OF ST. B-TT-ItW-RTH. 
‘ A Christian of the best odltion.’— Raklmi. 

Canonize him!—yea., verily, we’ll canonize him; 
m Though Cant is hi slobby, and meddling his bliss, 
Though sages may pity and, wits may despise him, 
lie’ll ne’er make a bit the worse Saint for all this. 

Descend, all ye spirits that ever yet spread 
The ijmninimi of Humbug o’er land and o’er sea, 
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Descend on our B-tt-rw-rth's biblical bead, 

Thrice-Great, Bibliopolist, Saint, andM.P.! 

Come, shade of Joanna, come down from thy sphere, 

And bring little Shiloh—if ’tisu’t too far— 

Such a sight will to B-tt-rw-rth’s bosom be dear, 

Mis conceptions and thine being much on a par. 

Nor blush, Saint Joanna, once more to behold 
A world thou hast lifmoured by cheating so many 

Thou’lt find still among us one Personago old, 

Who also by tricks and the Seals 1 makes a peqny. 

Thou, too, of the Shakers, divine Mother Lee ! 3 
Thy smiles to beatified B-tt-rw-rtk deign; 

Two 1 lights of the Gentiles’ art thou, Anne, and he. 

One hallowing Fleet Street, anft t'other Toad Lane ! 3 

The heathen, we know, made their gods out of wood, 

And saints, too, are framed of as handy materials 

Old women and B-tt-rw-rths make just as good 
As any the Pope ever boohed, as Ethereals, , 

* 

Stand forth, Man of Bibles—not Mahomet’s pigeon, 

When, perched on the Koran, he dropped there, they say 

Strong marks of his faith, ever shed o’er religion 
Such glory as B-tt-rw-rth sheds every day, 


Great Galen of souls, with what vigour ho crams 
Down Erin’s idolatrous throats, till they crack again, 

Bolus on bolus, good man!—and then damns 
Both their stomachs and souls, if they dare cast them back again, 

Ah, well might his shop—as a type representing 
The creed of himself and his sanctified clan— 

On its counter exhibit 1 the Art of Tormenting,’ 

Bound neatly, and lettered 1 Whole Duty of Man,’ 


As to politics— there, too, so strong his digestion, 

Having learned from the law-books, by which lie’s surrounded, 
To cull all that’s worst on all sides of tho question, 

His black dose of politics thus is compounded— 


The rinsing of any old Tory's dull noddle, 

Made radical-hot, and then mixed with some grains 
Of that gritty Scotch gabble, that virulent twaddle, 
Which Murray’s New Series of Blackwood contains. 


1 A great part of the income of Joanna South- 
cott arose from the Seals of the Lord’s protection 
which she sold to her followers, 

3 Mrs, Anne Lee, the ‘ chosen vessel’ of the 
Shakers, and ' JJottier of all the cW'dren of re- 
generation,’ ’ . j 


3 Toad Lane in Manchester, where Mother 
Leo was bom. In her Address to Young Be* 
Imert, she says that ’it is a matter of no im¬ 
portance with them from whence the means of 
their deliverance come, whether from a stable in 
Bethlehem, or from Toad Lane, Manchester.’ 
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Canonize him!—by Judas, we will canonize him; 

For Cant is liis hobby and twaddling his bliss, 

And though wise men may pity and wits may despise him, 
He’ll make but the better shop-saint for all this. 

Call quickly together the whole tribe of canters, 

Convoke all the serious Tag-rag of the nation; 

Bring Shakers and Snufflers and Jumpers and Banters, 

To witness their B-tt—rw—rth’s|)anonization ! 

Yea, humbly I’ve ventured bis merits to paint, 

Yea, feebly have tried all his gifts to portray; 

And they form a sum-total for makin| a saint, 

That the Devil’s own Advocate could not gainsay. 

Jump high, all ye Jumper^! ye Banters, all roar I 
_While B-tt—rw—rfch’s spirit, sublimed from your eyes, 

Like a kite jnade of foolscap, in glory shall soar, 

With a long tail of rubbish behind, to the skies 1 


NEW CREATION OF PEERS. 

BATCH THE MUST, 

‘ Ills’prentto him’ 

He tried on mnn. 

And then ho made tho lasses, 

; And now,’ quoth tho minister (easod of his panics, 

And ripe for each pastime tho summer affords), 

' Having had our full swing at destroying mechanics, 

By way of set-off, let us make a few Lords. 

*’Tis pleasant—while nothing but mercantile fractures, 
Some simple, some compound, is dinned in our ears— 

To think that, though robbed of all coarse manufactures, 
Wc still keep our lino manufacture of Boors 

‘Those Golclin productions, which Kings take a pride 
In engrossing the whole fabrication and trade of; 

Choke tapestry “things, very grand on one side, 

But showing on t’other what rags they arc made of,’ 

The plan being fixed, raw material was sought, 

No matter how. middling, so Tory the creed bo: 

And first—to begin with-^Squiro W—rb—y, ’twas thought 
For a Lord was as raw a material as need be. 

Next came, with liis penchant for painting and pelf, 

The tasteful Sir Oh-rl-s, so renowned, far and near, 

For purchasing pictures, and selling himself,— 

And both (as the public well knows) very dear. 


& 
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Beside him come L.e d i*. with .■.pud !i, it,...... 

Stand forth, chosen pair, while fur ml.-; « e nmuauro ye ■ 
Both connuiiistiur liarniietn, both fund of i7«iy, ' 3 ’* 

Wii' John after nature, Sir < hark;, mi the 'JWiiiry. 

But, bless UN! heluilil a new eumliilnte emne 
III Ilia liiuid ho upholds a pfeseripUnii, new written ' 
lie piiisoth a pill-hox 'twist, huger ami thumb, ' ’ 

Ami hensketh a s^ut 'lining the Both uf (treat Britain f 

3 I'orliid it, cried Jcnky, 'ye Viscounts, ye Karls i 
Oh Bank, lww % glories would fall dmrniMiantril 
« coronate glintoimd»\vith pills Tie,ad uf nearlii, 

AmLtlio Htrawlierry-leavi'H were by rhubarb injjiplnnti^ 

‘ Wo~tuik it not, ask it, nut, dgyi- Doctor J|.. ]('. r< |... 

• If nought hut a I’mimgo cungladilcn thy life 

Anil if young Master II If.r,i yet j„ ,^^11 

Hivcut Doctor, wo ]| malm a ,4a Peer of thy (rib, 

‘ Next to hunting a coronet mi mir mi n louvu 
la to liaak in its light irum the hr,am of anUtier ■ 

Anil gramleur o’er Mim, shall roll,:ei fr„m thy i..,,, 

Aa 0 or VdHUy Pit^eralil ’twill sldim 1 „ . • • 

Tims ended the Fint Bateh.ami .leuliy, omeh tired, 

” ' ,WII, S ,10 Mb tu make horde, hy tlm hoaii) 
look a large dram of ether the huuiu rlml iminimi 
ten NJiieeeh against Papists. and prosed „jf oh-o|i, 


A Cambridge ballad. 

'I ttutliortod m GmnKtce to tnfce nie tiiru 

£«ECteSs:ass!; 

if. HanhH II Idler In Mr . Vm/kn, 

Nm im ouS' hAAus, w AS&ito !' , T mm. 

• . Thtmiriku. 

B-nium id weak, and (Mb-rn, too, 

n No ono e’ortho fact tloniiali-. 

Wlueli ib 'imkal' of tho two, 
Camkmlgooau alone decide, 

Chopse between them, Cambridge, pray 
Winch in weakest, (ktiuhridgu, any. 

G—Ib-rn of the Pope hfrahl in, 

Ji-nkes as nmeh afraid itH Irti, 

Neveryetdultwoohl ladies 

0a this poin t so well iijiim 


j Choose Irntweriitheni.i 'and nidge, pray; 
I vV hi,ill in weakest, (■ainhriilgo, say, 

i Buell a dili'eii'lit luiidi! pursues, 
j I'A'di ilie aanio isoiii'inaioii reaeheK; 
ii nkt-H m luolMi in Uoviown, 

U !'iii rn hiiiliiih in Bin a|it!eoJns. 

(’hooiJe liotwi'i'n them, Caiiiliijilgc, prayj 
Wltii'h in wiiaioiidi, (’aniliiidge, *ay, 

.Eiieli a dilloreiit foe doth damn, 

When Iiiii ?,wi» nilaii* fotvo t'Oiicil]; 
B nkeo he damimtli BtiekiiigliaiH, 
j i lh in daiiiio th Dan Ui 'iiimrll, 

| Iliooi!i? hetAViituitlu'iiiil'ftiiiliiiiigo.pray; 

I »Moli in Weakest, l.'aiiibridgo, nay. 

i B* dk' n, iiooiiNtiimod nnteli tu roam, 
j Hay/iwilhTmtliatravoliorVprank*; 
(I •• -lh rn, though lie atttyn at home, 

I Travels tlnio its immli as ii nkes, , 

i be ratal to llm i'erranu are the mother uf Sir, 
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ClmoaohetwftmvthumAIaiiihriilge.pvay: 
VVhiuli is woakeat, (Jambridge, say, 

Orieo, wo know, a horse’s ncigli 
Fixed tlm election to a throne; 


So, whichever first shall bray , 

Choose him, Cambridge, for thy own 
Choose him, choose him by his Bray; 
Thus elect him, Cambridge, pray. 


COPY OF AN INTERCEPTED DESPATCH, 
tmvi ms bxi mKNciY don sTOwroso diabOlo, envoy uxtkaobdinauy tc 

IIIS SATANIC MAJESTY, 

at. James' Street, July 1, 

(111 15at Sir, having just had the goo# luck to catch 
An oflieial young Demon, preparing to go, 

Picady hooted and spurred, with a black-leg despatch, 

From the Hell Imre, at#Ci~ckf—rd's, to aw Hell below— 

1 write those few lines to your Highness Satanic, 

To nay flint, first having obeyed your directions, 

Ami done all tlm mischief I could in 1 the Panic,’ 

My next speuial care was to help tlm Elections, 

Well knowing how dear were those times to thy soul, 

When every good (Jliristiau tormented his brother, 

And caused in thy realm such a saving of coal, 

From their all coming down, ready grilled hy each other 5 

Jiunmuilmring, besides, how it pained thee to part 
With tlm old Penal Code,—that rkef-d’mm of Law, 

In which (though to own it too modest thou art) 

Wo could plainly porccivo tho flue touch of thy claw 

I thought, as we ne’er can those good times revive 
(Though Eld-ii, with help from your Highness, would try' 
’Twonld still keep a taste for Hell’s music alive, 

Could wo got up a thundering No*P 6 pery cry;— 

That yell which, when chorused by laics and clerics, 

Ho like is to mm, in its spirit and tone, 

That I often nigh laugh myself into hysterics, 

To think that Religion should malic it, her own, 

So, having sent down for tlm original notes 
Of the chorus, us sung by your Majesty s choir, 

With a few pints, of lava, to gargle tlm throats 
Cf niyBclf and some others, who sing it ' with (ire ,’ 1 

Thought I, ' if tho Mawoillais Hymn could command 
Snell audience, though yelled hy a FaiiMuhtte crow, 

What wonders shall wdo, wlio’vo men in our baud, 

That not only wear breeches, but petticoats too 1 ’ 

1 Umfaoco-a mrsic-book dircutloa, 
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Such then were my hopes; hut, with sorrow, your Highness, 
I’m forced to confess—he the cause what it will, 

Whether fewness of voices, or hoarseness, or shyness,-™ 

Our Beelzebub Chorus has gone off but ill, 

The truth is, no placeman now knows his right key, 

The Treasury pitch-pipe of late is so various; 

And certain base voices, that looked for a fee 
At the York music meeting, now think it precarious, 

Even some of our ESvereuds might have been warmer— 

But, one or two capital roarers we’ve had; 

Doctor Wise 1 is, for instance, a charming pei'former, 

And Huntingdon Maberly’s yell was not bad. 

Altogether, howevor, the thing was not hearty;— 

Even Eld~n allows we got or^bufc so-so; 

And when next we attempt a No-Popery party, 

We must, pleaso your Highness, recruit f rom below. 

ft 

But, hark, the young Black-log is cracking his whip— 

Excuse me, Great Sir—there's no time to bo civil;— 

The noxt opportunity shan’t be let slip, 

But, till then, * 

I’m, in haste, your most dutiful 

Dura. 


MR SOGER DODSWOETH. 

To the Editor of the Times, 

Sir,— Living in a remote part of Scotland, and having lnit just heard of the 
Winderful resurrection of Mr. Roger Dodswortli from under an mrnhmhc , where 
he had remained, Ucnfruppe, it seems, for the last 1(16 years, I hasten to impart 
to you a few reflections on the subject, 

Yours, ok, 

Laudator Temporis Am. 

What a lucky turn-up !~ just as Eld-n’s withdrawing, 

, To find thus a gentleman, frozen in the year 

Sixteen hundred and sixty, who only wants thawing 
To serve for our times quite as well as the 1’uur ;— 

To bring thus to light, not the wisdom alone 
Of our ancestors, such as we find it on shelves, 

But, in perfect condition, fnll-wiggcd and full-grown, 

To shovel up one of those wise bucks themselves! 

Oh thaw Mr. Dodswortli and send him safe homo,— 

Let him learn nothing useful or new on the way; 

With his wisdom kept snug from the light let him come, 

And our Tories will hail him with ‘Hear’ and ‘Hurra!’ 

1 TJm reverend gentleman distinguished himself *t (lie Rending election, 
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What a God-soml to them—a good, obsolete man, 

Who has never of Locke or Voltaire been a reader ;— 

Ob thaw Mr. Dodswortli as hist as you can, 

And the L-nsd-los and H-rtf-rds shall choose him for leader 

Yes, sleeper of ages, thou shill be their Chosen; 

And deeply with thee will they sorrow, good men, 

To think that all Europe has, since thou wort frozen, 

So altered, thou hardly canst know it again. 

And Eld -n will weep o’er each sad iimovation 
Such oceans of tears, thou wilt fancy that ho 
Has been alto laid up in a long congelation, 

And is only now thawing, dear Reger, like thee. 

—f— 

THE MILLENNIUM. 

MtilM'Hl) BY THE RATE WORK OP THE REVEREND MR, IBV'SO c ON 
PROPHECY.’ 

A Millennium at baud !— I'm delighted to hear it— 

As matters, both public and private, now go, 

With multitudes round us all starving, or near it, 

A. good rich Millennium will come a props. 

Only think, Master Fred, what delight to behold, 

Instead of thy bankrupt old City of Rags, 

A bran-new Jerusalem, built all of gold, 

Sound bullion throughout, from the roof to the flags- 

A city, whore wine and cheap corn 1 shall abound,— 

A celestial Oomigm >, on whose buttery shelves 
Wo may swear the best things of this world will be found, 

As your saints seldom fail to take care of themselves I 

Thanks, reverend expounder of raptures clysian, 2 
Divine SijuintifobuM, who, placed within reach 
Of two opposite worlds, by a twist of your vision 
Can cast, at the same time, a sly look at each 

Thanks, thanks for tho hope thou hast given us, that we 
May, oven in our own times, a jubilee share, 

Wbich so long lias been promised by prophets like time, 

And so often litis failed, wo began to despair. 

There was Whiston, 8 who learnedly took Prince Eugene 
For tlm man who must bring tho Millennium about; 

----———*-r----— -—■—• 

a * A roonauro of wheat for a pomiy, ami three 8 When Whiston presented to Rrince Eugene 
measures of liavley for a penny, -JIm, e, (i, the Essay in which lie attempted to connect his 
s 8eo the oration of this reverend gentleman, viotoriea over tho Turks with revelation, the 
whom lie describes tho connubial joys of para- Prince is said to havo replied that f ho was not 
disc, nnd paints tho angels hovering around aware lie had over had the honour of being 
'each happy Mr.* known to St, John.' 

II* 
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There's Faber, whose pious predictions have b een 
All belied, ere his book’s first edition was out 

There was Counsellor Dobbs, too, an Irish M. p. 

( Who discoursed on the subject with signal uddt 
And each day ot bis life, sat expecting to see ' 

A Millennium break out in the town of Armagh l 1 

There was also—but why should I burden my hiy 
Witit yom- UrotliSrees, Suuthcotts, and names lew clwervino- 
A lieu all past Millenniums henceforth must give way 
To the last new Millennium of Orator Jrv-’ue v ‘ ^ 

ho oil, mighty man,-doom them all to the shelf— 

And, when next tlum with Prophecy trouble^ vby mncc> 
Uh forget not, I pray thee, to Jum> that thyself 
Art the Beast (chapter 4) that secs nine ways at once ! 


THE THREE DOCTORS, 

iVieloribuj fo’tamur trilm,* 

faviuiiti many great doctors there lie, 
There are three that all Doctors o’er- 

top,-*- 

Dr, Eady, that famous M.D., 

Dr. S—they, and dear Doctor Slop, 

The purger—tho proser—the bard— 
AH quacks in a different style; 

Df- S-.they writes books by the vard. 

Dr, Eady writes puffs by the mile. ’ 

IH Slop, in no merit outdone 
i-v his scribbling or physickim; 
brother, 

Can dose us with stuff like the one, 

Ay, and doze us with stuff like the 
other. 

Di 1 - Eady good company keeps 
With ‘No-Popery’ scribes on the I 
wails: 

f J 


, JJD'DiIAs was a faber nf the Irish Park 
hurnit, and on ail other subjects but the Mil- 
H» chose 

Arnhtgii ns thtt mm of thy Mpmiimn n» 

gjnWttentuneArtoogcdd^SS^S 

H«t wnrk^n^-^r' l" ? lle prefl,M ,0 his 

’' mm* inttm Juolknna) ia 1 
tih-toat to anathethntiisc nnt onlv fill Catholics 
but all advocates of Catholics: J They finfe 


?'“they as'glorionsly sleeps 
With ‘No-Popery’ scribes, on the 
stalls. 

Di\ Slop, upon subjects divine, 

** heduunite slaver lets drop, 

^ i 11 ''v ^ould take the mad iiuc. 

He II be sure of a patient in Slop. 

Seven millions of Papists, no less, 

Dr S—they attacks like a Turk ;* 
Dr. Eady, less bold, I confess, 

Attacks but his maid of all-work, 3 

Dr, S—they, for his grand attack, 

_ both a laureate and senator is; 

While poor Dr, Eady, alack, 

, Has been had up to Bow Street, for 
his! ’ 

And truly, the law does-so blunder, 

' though little blood has beet 

spilt, he 

! al !Jea Rie says) evcTjTfktbn’ 

m is handed against the State, everv dennv 
i ai -‘r S0 ditious journalist, 

a ‘ s<ic ttc bte necounts in the novrapanera ot 

a && 0fthissentloraB " at one of the 
p liec-omcfis, uiconseQuoncoof an alleged as«iTii]fc 
*> 1 upon hia ‘ maid of all-work,’ g ' 
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May probably suffer as, under 
The Chalking Act, known to be guilty. 

So much for the merits sublime 
(With whose catalogue ne’er should 
I step) 

Of the three greatest lights of our time, 
Drs. Eady and S—they and Slop! 

Should you ask me, to which of the three 
Great Doctors the preference should 
fall, 

As a matter of course,-1 agree 
Dr. Eady must go to the wall. 

But ns S—they with laurels is crowned, 

„ Slop with a wig and a tail is, 

Dot Eiuly’s bright temples be bound* 
With a swinging ‘ Corona Muralisf 1 

EPITAPH ON A TUFT-HUNTER. 

Lament, lameufc, Sir Isaac Heard, 

Put mourning round thy page, De- 
brett, 


For here lies one who ne’er preferred 
A Viscount to a Marquis yet. 

Beside him place the God of Wit, 
Before him Beauty’s rosiest girls; 

Apollo for a star he’d quit, 

Ancl Love’s own sister for an Earl’s, 

Did niggard Fate no peers afford, 

He took, of course, to peer’s rela 
tious! 

And rather than not sport a lord, 
Put<ip with even the last creations. 

Even Irish names, could he but tag ’em 
With ‘Lord’ and ‘Duke,’ were sweet 
to call; 

And, at a pinch, Lord Ballyraggum 
Was better than no Lord at all. 

Heaven grant himnowsome noblenook, 
For, rest ins soul, he d rather bo 

Genteely dimmed beside a Duke, 

Than saved in vulgar company. 



THE PETITION 

0? THE ORANGEMEN OF IRELAND, 

To tho people of England, the humble Petition 
n Of Ireland’s disconsolate Orangemen, showing- 
That sad, very sad, is our present condition 
Unit our jobs are all gone, and our noble solves going; 

That, forming one seventh—within a few fractions— 

Of Ireland’s seven millions of hot heads and hearts, 

We hold it tho basest of all base transactions 
To keep us from murdering the other six parts; 

.That, as t» laws made for tho good of the many, 

Wo humbly suggest there is nothing less true; 

As all human laws (and our own more than any) 

Are made by and for a particular few 

That much it delights every tvuo Orange brother 
To see you, in England, suoh ardour evince, 
in discussing which sect most tormented the other, 

And burned with most gusto, some hundred years since 

5 A crown granted as a reward among tho Romans to persons who performed any cstranr- 
iltaary oxpleits upon « h-saoh as sealing them, battering them, etc, No doubt, writing upon 
them, n tho extent that Dr. Lady does, would equally establish a claim to the honour- 



/HUMOROUS AND SATIRICAL POEMS. 


HUMOROUS AND SATIRICAL POEMS. 


607 


'i 


That we love to behold, while Old England grows faint 
Messrs Southey and Butler near coming to blows, 

To decide whether Dunstnn, that strong-bodied saint, 

Ever truly and really pulled the devil’s nose; 

Whether t’other saint, Dominic, burnt the devil’s paw— 
Whether Edwy intrigued with Elgiva’s old mother 1 — 
And many such points, from which Southey cloth draw 
Conclusions most apt for our hating each other. 

That ’tis very welf known this devout Irish nation 
Has now for some ages gone happily on, _ 

Believing in two kinds of Substantiation, 

One party in Trains, and the other in Con ; 

That we, your petitioning Cm, have, in right 
Of the said monosyllable, wfvaged the lands, 

And embezzled the goods, and annoyed, day and night, 

Both the bodies and souls of the sticklers for Trans;.- 

That we trust to Peel, Eldon, ar d other such sages, 

Por keeping us still in the samo state of mind; 

Pretty much as the world used to be in those ages, 

When still smafller syllables maddened mankind ;— 

When the words ex andjw 3 served as well, to annoy 
One’s neighbours and friends with, as con and trans now j 
And Christians, like Southey,, who stickled for oi, 

Cut the throats of all Christians who stickled for onA 

That, relying on England, whoso kindness already 
So often has helped us to play the game o’er, 

We have got our red coats and our carabines ready, 

And wait but the word to show sport, as before, 

That, as to the expense—the few millions, or so, 

Which for all suoh diversions John Bull has to pay— 

’Tis, at least, a great comfort to John Bull to know 
That to Orangemen’s pockets 'twill all find its way. 

For which your petitioners over will pray, 

etc. etc. etc, etc. etc. 


per’ was Mn ff tn),hofound HiuTurka, wo are 
,, k laughing at the Christians for boing 
divided by two suoh insignificant particles.’ 

4 fhe Arlan controversy,-Before tlrnt time, 
says Hooker,* in order to bo a sound believing 
Christian, men wore not ourious what HyJIublus 
or partuta rd swumli fluff used. 1 


1 To suoh important discussions ns those tl 
greater part of Dr. Southey's Vimimai Eoelm 
Anglwam is devoted. 

2 Coiisuhstantintlon—the truo roformod b 
jicf; at least the belief of Luther, and, as Mo 
mam asserts, of Melanothon also, 

3 When John of liagnsn wont to Constant 
nopie (at the time this dispute between' ex ’ an 


A VISION. 

BY THE AUTHO.il Of CHRISTABEL. 

‘Up !’ said the Spirit, and, ere I could 
| pray 

One hasty orison, whirled me away 
To a limbo, lying—I wist not where— 

’ v ' • Above or below, in earth or air; 

All glimmering o’er with a doubtful 

One couldn’t say whether ’twas day or 
j| night; . 

And crossed by many a mazy track, 
One didn’t know how to get on or back; 
And I felt like a needle that’s going 
astray , 

(With its one eye out) through abunfllo 
of hay; 

When the Spirit ho grinned, and 
whispered me, 

‘ Thou’rt now in the Court of Chancery!’ 
Around me flitted unnumbered swarms 
Of shapeless, bodiless, tailless forms; 
(Liko bottled-up babes that grace the 
room 

Of that worthy knight, Sir Everard 
Home)— 

All of thorn tilings half-killed in roar¬ 
ing; 

Some werelame—some wanted hearing; 
Some had through half-a-century run, 
Though they hadn’t a leg to stand upon. 
Others, more merry, as just beginning, 
Around on a point, of law were spin¬ 
ning; 

Or balanced aloft, ’twist Bill and 
Answer, 

Lead at each end—like a tight-rope 
dancer.— 

Some were so am, that nothing could 
please’em :— 

Some gulptjfL down a$daviU to oaso 
’em;— 

All were in motion, yet never a one, 
Let it now as it might, could ever move 
on. 

‘These/said the Spirit, ‘you plainly 
see, * 

Are what are called Suits in Chancery!’ 

I heard a loud screaming of old and 
young, 

Like a chorus by fifty Volutin sung; 



Or an Irish Dump (‘the words by 
Moore ’) 

At an amateur concert screamed in 
score 

So harsh on my ear that wailing fell 
Of the wretches who in this Limbo 
dwell! 

It seemed like the dismal symphony 
Of the shapes ./Eneas in hell did see; 
Or thqgo frogs, whose legs a barbarous 
cook 

Cut off, and left the frogs in the brook, 
To cry all night, till life's last dregs, 

‘ Givers our legs) -give us our legs!’ 
Touched with this sad and sorrowful 
scene, 

I asked what all this yell might mean ? 
When the Spirit replied, with a griff 
of glee, 

1 ’Tis the cry of the suitors in Chan¬ 
cery!’ 

I looked, and I saw a wizard rise, 

With ijj wig like a cloud before men’s 
eyes. 

In his aged hand lie held a wand, 
Wherewith he beckoned his embryo 
band, 

And they moved, and moved, as lie 
waved it o’er, 

But they never got on one inch the 
more; 

And still they kept limping to and fro, 
Like Ariels round old Prospero— 
Saying, ‘ Hear Master, let us go;’ 

But still old Prospero answered, 1 No.’ 
And I heard the while, that wizard olf, 
Muttering, muttering spells to himself, 
While over as many old papers lie 
turned, 

As Hume e’er moved for, or Omar 
, burned. 

He talked of his Virtue, though some, 

. loss nice, 

(He owned with a sigh) preferred his 
Vke- 

Awl he said, * 1 think, —‘ I doubt ’- 
‘I hope,’ 

Called God to witness, and damned the 
Pope; 

With many more sleights of tongue and 
hand 

I couldn’t, for the soul of me, under¬ 
stand, 
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Amazed and posed, I ms just about 
io iwk name, when the screams 
without, 

The merciless clack of the imps with¬ 
in, 

And that conjuror’s mutterings, made 
such a din, 


that, startled, I woke—leaped up in 
my bed— 1 

Found the Spirit, the imps, and the 
conjurer llerl, 

I ^ S ^ arS ’ 1^ C11SC( 1 to 

' That I wasn’t as yet in Chancery. 


NEWS POli COUNTRY COUSINS. 

Dkar Ooz, as I know neither you nor Miss'Draper 
When Parliament’s up, ever take in a paper, ’ 
.But trust for your news to such stray odds and ends 
As you chance to pick up from political friemls- 
Bemg one of this well-informed class, I sit down, 

In transmit you the last newest news that’s in town. 


As to Greece and Lord Cochrane, things couldn’t look better- 
J-lis Lordship (who promises now to light faster) 
lias just taken Rhodes, and despatched off a letter 
To Daniel O’Connell, to make him Grand” Master • 

Engaging to change the old name, if he can, 

B ran the Knights of St. John to the Knights of St. Dan- 
Unit Dan should prefer, as a still better whim 
Joeing made the Colossus, ’tis all one to him, 


From Russia the last accounts are, that the Czar— 

Most generous ami kind, as all sovereigns are 
■ And whose first princely net (as you know, I suppose) 
Was to give away all his late brother’s old clothos- 
Is now lmay collecting, with brotherly care, 

The late Emperor’s night-caps, and thinks of bestowing 
Puo night-Clip aj)ieco (if he has thorn to nparo) 

/an 1r ?, a the-distingiiialiod old ladies now whim, 

(While I write an arrival from Riga—* the Brutlm 1 — 
Having night-caps on board for Lord Eld-n and others.) 


Last advices from India—Sir Arohy, ’tis thought, 
was near catching a Tartar (the first over caught 
in JN, hit. 21) and his Highness Burmese, 

.Being very hard pressed to sholl out the Mipeos • 
.but not having much ready rhino, they say, meant 
l.o pawn Ins august golden foot 1 for the payment,— 
(How lucky for monarchs, that can, when they choose- 
Inns establish a rmmiwj account with the Jews •) 

Urn security being what Rothschild calls ‘ goot,’ 

A loan will bo forthwith, of course, set on foot •— 

The parties are Rothsohild-A. Baring and Co! 

And three other great pawnbrokers- each takes a too. 


1 Potentate styles himself too Monarch of the Gold® -foot, 
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GOD 


And engages (lest Gold-foot should give us leg bail, 
As lie did once before) to pay down on the mil. 

This is all for the present—wliat vile pens and paper! 
Yours truly, dear Cousin—best love to Miss Draper. 


AN INCANTATION. 

SUNG BY THE BUBBLE SPIRIT. 

Aik— ‘ Come with me, and wo will go 
Where the rooks of coral grow,’ 

Come with mo, and we will blow 
Lots of bubbles, as we go; 

Bubbles, bright as over Hope 
Drew from fancy—or from soap; 
Bright as o’er the South Sea sent 
From its frothy oloimJht! 

Come with mo, and wo will blow 
Lots of bubbles as we go. 

Mix the lather, Johnny W—Iks, 
Tlmu who rhym’st so well to 1 bilks 
Mix, the lather—who can ho 
Fitter for such. task, than thee, 

Groat M.P. for NiuMmry! 

Now the frothy charm is ripe, 
Fulling Peter, bring thy pipe,— 
Thou, whom ancient Coventry 
Once so dearly loved, that she 
Knew not which to her was sweeter, 
Pooping Tom or puffing Peter- 

Puli' the bubbles high in air, 

Puli'thy best to keep them there. 
Bravo, bravo, Peter M—re! 

Now the rainbow humbugs 2 soar, 
Glittering all with golden hues, 

Bueh as haunt the dreams of Jews— 
Some, reflecting, mines tlftt lie 
Under Chili’s glowing sky; 

Some, those virgin pearls that sleep 
Cloistered in the southern deep ; 


1 Htrnng indications of character may bo 
fiomei.imfw traced in the rhymes to i*rnies. 
Marvell thought so, wlmnlm wrote: 

.‘Sir Edward Sutton, 

The foolish knight who rhymes to mutton.’ 

a An humble Initiation of one of our modern 
poet“. who, in u jioen against wur, after deserit- 


Others, as if lent a ray 
From t^io streaming Milky Way, 
Glistening o'er with curds and whey 
From the cows of Alderney! 

Now’s the moment—who shall first 
Catch the bubbles ore they burst ? 
Run, ye squires, yo viscounts, run, 
Br—gd—n, T—ynh—in, P-lm—r- 
st—u;— 

John W—Iks, junior, runs beside ye, 
Take the good the knaves provide ye I 3 
See, with upturned eyes and bauds. 
Where the Okranau, 4 Br—gd—n, 
stands, 

Gaping for the froth to fall 
Down his swallow —lye and all! 

See !— 

But, hark, my time is out— 

Now, like some great waterspout, 
Scattered by the cannon’s thunder, 
Burst, yo bubbles, all asunder! 

[Em the stage darkens-a discordant 
crash is heard from the orchestra—the 
broken hubbies descend, in a sapona¬ 
ceous but mdcavly wist over the heads 
of the Dramatis Permit, and the scene 
drops , leaving the bubble-hunters—all 
in the suds,] 

A DREAM OF TURTLE. 

BY SIB W. 'CURTIS. 

’Twah evening time, in the twilight 
sweet 

I was ■ sailing along, when—whom 
should I meet, 

ing the splendid habiliments of the soldier, 
apostrophisiM him, 1 Thou rainbow ruffian!,' 

3 ‘ I.ovcly Thais sits beside thee, 

Take the good the (SoiIb provide 

1 So called hy a sort of Tuscan duldfluatipn irf 
t-fle eiiii tttp worij ‘(Jliainmm.' 
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But a turtle journeying o’er the sea, 
‘On the service of his Majesty!’ 

When I spied him first, in the twilight 
dim, 

I did not know what to make of him; 
But said to myself-as slow he plied 
His fins, and rolled from side to side, 
Conceitedly over the watery path— 

‘ ’Tis my Lord of St—w—11 firing a 
hath; 

And I hear him now, among the fishes, 
Quoting Vattel and Burgerchacijjs! ’ 

But, no—'twas, indeed, a turtle, wide 
And plump as ever these eyes descried; 
_ A turtle, juicy as ever yet 
5 Glued up the lips of a baronet! 

All, much did it grieve my soul to see 
That an animal of such dignity, 

Like an absentee, abroad should roam, 
When he ought to stay and be ate at 
home, 

8 

But now ‘a change came o’er my dream,’ 
Like the magic lantern’s shifting 
slider ■ 

I. looked, and saw by the evening beam, 
On the back of that turtle sate a 
rider, — 

A goodly man, with an eye so merry, | 
1 knew ’twas our Foreign Secretary, 
Who there, at his ease, did sit and smile, 
Like Watortou on his crocodile; 
Cracking such jokes, at every motion, 
As made the turtle squeak with glee, 
And own that they gave him a lively 
notion 

Of what his own forced-meat balls 
would be. 

So on the Sec,, in his glory, went 
Over that briny element, 

Waving his hand, as he'took farewell, 
With a graceful air, and bidding me tell 
Inquiring friends that the turtle and he 
Were gone on a foreign embassy— 

To soften the heart of a Diplomatc, 

Who is known to doat upon verdant fat, 
And to let admiring Europe see, 

That calipash and calipee 

Are the English forms of Diplomacy} ■ 


COTTON AND COM. 

A DIALOGUE. 

Said Cotton to Corn t’other day, 

As theymet, and exchanged a salute—■ 
(Squire Corn in his cabriolet, 
PoorCotton, half famished, on foot)— 

1 Great Squire, if it isn’t uncivil 
To hint at starvation before you, 
Look down on a hungry poor devil, 

And give him some bread, I implore 
you!’ 

Quoth Corn then, in answer to Cotton. 

Perceiving he meant to niake/jw,— 

‘ Low fellow, you’ve surely forgotten 
The distance between you and me! 

1 To expect that'we, peers of high birth. 
Should waste our illustrious acres 
For no other purpose on earth 
Than to fatten curst calico-makers !— 

1 That bishops to bobbinsshonld bond,— 
Should stoop from their bench’s sub¬ 
limity, 

Great dealers in lawn, to befriend 
Your contemptible dealers iu dimity I 

‘No—vile manufacture! ne’er harbour 
[ A hope to be fed at our boards ;--- 
Base offspring of Arkwright the barber, 
What claim canst thou have upon 
lords? 

‘ No—thanks to the taxes and debt, 
Andthetriumphof papero’erguinua^ 
Our race of Lord .Tommy*, as yet, 

M ay defy your whole rabble of Jcnnysf 

So saying, whip, crack, and away 
Went Corn in his cab through the 
lihrong, 

So madly, I heard them all say 
Squire Coni would be dam before 


HUMOROUS AND SATIRICAL POEMS. 
THE DONKEY AND HIS PANNIEES. 


till 


A FABLE, 

Fossus jam sudnt nscllns, 

Pavco illi; vcstrnm delieium cat asinus.— Virgil. Copa. 

A donkey, whose talent for burdens was wondrous, • 

So much that you’d swear lie rejoiced in a load, 

One day had to jog under panniers so pond’rous, 

That—down the poor donkey fell, smack on the road. 

His owners and drivers stood round in amaze— 

What! Neddy, the patient, the*prosperous Neddy, 

So easy to drive through the dirtiest ways, 

For every description of job-work so ready! 

*n 

One driver (whom Ned might have ‘ hailed’ as a ‘brother 3 ) 1 
Had just been proclaiming his donkey’s renown, 

For vigotir, for spirit, for one thing or other,— 

When, lo, ’mid his praises, the donkey came down! 

But, howto upraise him ?—ouo shouts, t'other whistles, 

While Jeuky the conjuror, wisest of all, 

Declared that ah ‘ over production ’ of thistles 8 — 

(Here Ned gave a stare)—was the cause of his fall, 

Another wise Solomon cries, as he passes,— 

‘ There, let him alone, and the fit will soon cease 
The beast has been fighting with other jackasses, 

And this is his mode of “ transition to peace." ’ 

Some looked at his hoofs, and, with learned grimaces, 

Pronounced that too long without slices he had gone— 

‘Let the blacksmith provide him a sound metal bads, 

(The wiseacres said), and lie’s sure to jog on,’ 

But others who gabbled a jargon half Gaelic, 

Exclaimed, 1 2 Iioot awa, mon, you’re a’ gane astray,’— 

And declared that, 1 whoe'er might prefer the metallic, 

They’d shoe their own donkeys with papier mcU ,’ 

Meanwhile the poor Neddy, in torture and fear, 

» Lay under his pannier, scarce able to groan, 

And—what was still dolefuller—lending an ear 
To advisers whose ears were a match for his own, 

At length, a plain rustic, whose wit went so far 
As to see others’folly, roared out, as he passed— 

‘ Quick—off with thd panniers, all dolts as ye are, 

Or your prosperous Neddy will soon kick his last P 

1 Alluding to an early poem of Mr. Coleridge’s the House,' that we must return at last to the 

addressed to an ass, and beginning, ‘ I hall thee, food of our ancestors,’ somebody asked Mr, T. 
brother!’ ’ what food tho gentleman meant ?’—‘ Thistles, I 

2 A certain country gentleman having said in suppose,’ ansivereU Mr, T, 

40 
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ODE TO THE SUBLIME PORTE. 

Okeat Sultan, how wise are thy state compositions 
And oh, above all, I admire that decree, 

In winch thou eommand’st that all she politicians 
Shall forthwith be strangled and cast in the sea, 

*’Tia my fortune to know a lean Benthamite spinster— 

A maid, who her faith in old Jeremy puts; 

Who talks, with a Bsp, of ‘ the last now West) minster,’ 
And hopes you’re delighted with 1 Mill upon Gluts 

Who tells you howKilever one Mr. F—nbl-nque is, 

How charming his Articles ’gainst the Nobility 

And assures you, that even a gentleman’s rank is, 

In Jeremy’s school, of no ao^t of utility. 

To see her, ye Gods, a new Number devouring- 
Art, 1, 1 On the Needle's variations 1 by Snip; 

Art, 2, ‘ On the Bondage of Greece,’ by John B-r—ug 
(That eminent dealer in scribbling and scrip); 

Art. 3, ‘ Upon Fallacies, ’ Jeremy’s own 
(The chief fallacy being his hope to find readers); 

Art. 4, ‘ Upon Honesty ’—author unknown; 

Art. 5 (by the young Mr. M—), ‘ Hints to Breeders.’ 

Oh Sultan, oh Sultan, though oft for the hag 
And the bowstring, like thee, 1 am tempted to call- 

Though drowning’s too good for each blue-stocking hag, 

I would bag this she Benthamite first of them all! 

Ay, and—lest she should ever again lift her head 
From the watery bottom, her clack to renew,~ 

As a clog, as a sinker, far better than lend, 

I would hang round her neck her own darling Review. 


THE GHOST OF MLLTIADES, 

All quotics dubiun Seriptk uxarsit aro&tor 1 
Oiiitl 

Tin! ghost of Miltiades came at night, 

And he stood by the bed of the Ben¬ 
thamite ; 

And lie said in a voice that thrilled the 
frame, 

If ever the sound of Marathon’s name 

Hath fired thy blood, or flushed thy 
brow, 

Lover of liberty, rouse thee nowT 

TheBenthamito, yawning, left his bed— 

Away to the Stock Exchange lie sped. 


Aud he found the scrip of Greece so 
high, 

That it fired liisblood, itflushudhisoye; 

And oh! Via a sight f«s the ghost to 
see, 

For there never was Greek more Greek 
than lie! 

And still, as the premium higher went, 

Ilia ecstasy rose—so much per mil. 

(As Vo sue, in a glass that tells the 
weather, 

The heat and the silver rise together), 

And Liberty sung from the patriot’s lip, 

While a voice from hispoeketwhispered 
‘Scrip!’ 
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The glmstof Miltiades came againThus saying, the ghost, as he took his 
ile smiled, as the pale moon shines flight, 3 

tJlmnirli rain 0!_ 


through rain, 


Gave a parting kick to the Benthamite, 


For his soul was glad at that patriot Which sent "16^ whi^erin7‘off To 

(Ami, poor dear ghost, how little he And vanished away to the Stygian 
Knew ferry i ^ ■ 

The jobs and tricks of the .Philhellene _»_• 

crew!) 

‘Blessings and thanks!’ was all he said, CQRN AND CATHOLICS 
lhcn melting away, like a night dream, %ura hor , ra 

Uirius tori.m ?~InccHi Auetores. 

The Benthamite hears—amazed that ^( v 7 s;, '.^ 0se ^ W0 ' 1 ^ erila ^ nea f'' 011s i 
ghosts that with our meals, our slumbers 

Could lie sueli fools—and away lie posts, „„ , m * x ~ 

A patriot still! Ah no, all no— 9 A .p s l )0 “ nur tempers and digestions— 
Goddess of Freedom, thy scrip is low, Eternal Corn and Catholics! 0 

And, warm and foml tis thy lovers are, , ,, ,, , 

“ ** i— *» — . 

I’liu Benthamite’s ardour fast decays, i , , 

lly turn, k and »«., and B ,„ 2“;,, 

And wishes the d- 1 had crescent and Never was such a brace of pests— 

f 1 ? 3 ’,, „ . j „ , , While Ministers, still worse than 

Lit h, lull been forced to sell at a loss. either, 

they quote him the stock of various Skilled but in feathering their nests 

nations, Bore us with both, and settle neither, 

But, spite of his classic associations, 

Lord! how he loathes the Greek So addled in my cranium meet 
quotations! Popery and Corn, that oft I doubt 

‘Who'll buy my scrip? Who’ll buy Whether, this year, ’twas bonded wheat 
my scrip f Or bonded papists they let out, 

Is now the theme of the patriot’s lip, „ , , , 

As he runs to tell how hard his lot is Here landlords, here polemics, nail you, 

To Messrs, Orlando aud Luriottis, Armed with all rubbish they can video 
And says, ‘Oh Greece, for liberty's ' U 1H' ■ 

sake, ' I’nees and texts at once assail you- ■ 

Do buy my scrip, and I vow to break Erorn Daniel these and those from 

Those dark, unholy hmuls of thine— 'E' 100 ' 1 - 

If you’ll only consent to ky up mum/’ And wheu you deep) ^ ]iefl(1 m 

JI, ° 0111110 01100 Between tlie two, their shapoa you 
His brow, like the night, was lowering m Stun* Catholics seem Corn,-. 
And iw «dd, with a look that flatted Thott Catlinlics ‘ 

'twiEk «.^. fl0at8 ~ 


Aml lie said, with a look that flatted *“““ 

, n ., l !j“3:», . • , Now Dantzic wheat boforo you floats— 

W W'erty a foes the worst are they Now, Jesuits from California ~ 

Who turn to a trade her cause divine, Now Ceres, linked with Titus Oats, 
And gamble for gold on Freedom’s Comes dancing through the 'Porta 
shrine!' Cornea .’ 
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Oft, too, the Corn grows animate, 

And a whole crop of heads appears, 
Like Papists, bearding Church and 
Stutc - 

Themselves together by the ears! 

While, leaders of the wheat, a row 
Of Poppies, gaudily declaiming, 

Like Counsellor O’Bric and Co„ 

Stand forth, somniferously flaming! 

In short, their torments never cease; 

And oft I wish myself transferred off 
To some far, lonely land of peace, 
Where Corn or Papists ne'er were 
heard of, 

Dll waft me, Parry;, to the Pole; 

For—if my fate is to be chosen 
’Twixt bores and icebergs—on my soul, 
I’d rather, of the two, be frozen! 


THE PERIWINKLES AND THE 
LOCDSTS. 

A SALMAGUNDIAN HYMN. 

‘To Panutge was assigned tho Lairdflliip of 
Salmagundi, which was yearly worth 8,789,10(1,789 
ryuls, beaideB tho rovenuo ot tho Imrnta and It- 
r’mUloa, amounting one year with another to 
the value of 2,425,708,’ etc. ck.-Buklaia, 

1 Hurra 1 Hurra!’ I heard them say, 
And they cheered and shouted all the 
way, 

As the Laird of Salmagundi wont 
To open in state his Parliament. 

The Salmagundians once were rich, 

Or thought they were—no matter 
which— 

For, every year, the Revenue 1 
From their periwinkles larger grew; 
And their nuers, skilled in ail the trick, 
And legerdemain of arithmetic, 

Knew how to place 1, 2, 3, 4, 

5, 6, 7,8, and 9 and 10, 

Such various ways, behind, before, 
That they made a unit seem a score, 
And proved themselves most wealthy 
men! 


So, on they went, a prosperous crow, 

, The people wise, the rulers clever,— 
And God belli those, like me aud 
you, 

Who dared to doubt (as some ,uow 
do) 

That the Periwinkle Revenue 
Would thus go flourishing on for 
ever. 

‘ Hurra! hurra!’ I hoard thorn say, 
Aud they cheered and shouted all tho 
way, 

As the Great Panurge in glory went 
To open his own dear Parliament. 

9 * 

But folks at length began to doubt 
What all this conjuring was about ; 
For, every day, more deep in debt 
They saw their wealthy rulers get 
‘Let's look (said they) the items 
through, * 

And see if what we’re told bo true 
Of our Periwinkle Revenue. 1 
But, lord, they found there wasn’t a 
tittle 

Of truth in aught they heard before; 
For they gained by Periwinkles little, 
And lost by Locusts ten times more! 
These Locusts are a lordly breed 
Some Salmagundians love to feed. 

Of all the beasts that ever were born, 
Your Locust most delights in corn; 
And though his body bo but small, 

To fatten him takes the devil and all! 

Nor this the worst, for, direr still, 
Alack, alack, and well-a-day! 

Their Periwinkles—once tho stay 
And prop of tho Salmagrmdian till— 
For want of feeding, all foil ill! 

And still, 3s they thinned and died 
away, 

The Locusts, ay, and tho Loimsta’ Bill, 
Grow fatter and fatter every day! 

‘ Oh, lie! oh lie!’ was now tho cry, 

As they saw tho gaudy show go by, 
And the Laird of Salmagundi went 
To open his Locust Parliament! 


1 Accented as In Swift’s line— 

‘Wot bo a nation’s revenues arc paid,’ 
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A CASE OF LIBEL. 

A certain old Sprite, who dwells 
below 

(’Twere a libel, perhaps, to mention 
where), 

Came up incog., some winters ago, 

To try, for a change, the London air. 

So well lie looked, and dressed, and 
talked, 

And hid his tail and his horns so 
handy, 

You’d hardly have known him, as he 
walked, 

From —, or any other Dandy. 

"n 

(N.B.— His horns, they say, unscrew; 
So lie has but t^ take them out of 
the socket, 

And—just as some fine husbands do— 
Conveniently clap them into his 
pocket.) 

In short, ho looked extremely natty, 
And oven contrived—to his own 
great wonder— 

By dint of sundry scents from Gattie, 
To keep tho sulphurous hogo under. 

And so my gentleman hoofed about, 
Unknown to all but a chosen few 
At White’s and Crockford’s, where, no 
doubt, 

Ho had many post-obits falling due, 

Alike a gamester and a wit, 

At night ho was seen with Crook- 
ford’s crew; 

At morn with learned dames would 
sit— 

So passed his time ’twixt Mack and 
blue. • * 

Some wished to make him an M.P.; 

But, finding W-lks was also one, ho 
Was hoard to say ‘ he'd bo d—d if lie 
Would over sit in one bouse with 
Johnny.’ * 

At length, as secrets travel fast, 

And devils, whether ho or she, 

Are sure to be found out at last, 

The affair got wind most rapidly. 


The press, the impartial press, that snubs 
Alike a fiend’s or an angel’s capers— 
Miss Paton’s soon as Beelzebub’s— 
Fired off a squib in the morning 
papers: 

' We warn good men to keep aloof 
From a grim old Dandj^ seen about 
With a fire-proof wig and a cloven hoof. 
Through a neat-cut Hoby smoking 
out.’ 

Now, tho Devil being a gentleman, 

Wljo piques himself oil his well-bred 
dealings, 

You may guess, when o’er these lines 
he ran, 

How much they hurt and shocked 
his feelings 

Away lie posts to a man of law, 

And oh, ’twould make you laugh, 
to’ve seen ’em, 

As paw shook hand, aud hand shook 
pJw, 

And ’twas ‘Hail, good fellow, well 
met,’ between ’em. 

Straight an indictment was preferred 
And much the Devil enjoyed the jest. 
When, looking among the judges, lie 
hoard 

That, of all the batch, his own was 
Best. 

In vain Defendant proffered proof 
That Plaintiff s self was the Father 
of Evil- 

Brought Hoby forth to swear to the 
hoof, 

And Stulfcz to speak to the tail of the 
Devil. 

The Jury—saints, all snug and rich, 

And readers of virtuous Sunday 
papers— 

Found for the Plaintiff; on hearing 
which 

The Devil gave one of his loftiest 
capers 

For oh, it was nuts to the father of lies 
(As this wily fiend is named in the 
Bible), 

To find it settled by laws so wise, 

That the greater the truth, the worse 
tho libel! 
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LITERARY ADVERTISEMENT. 

Wanted— iluthors of all-worlc, to job for the season, 

No matter which party, so, faithful to neither 
Good hacks, who, if posed for a rhyme or a reason, 

Can manage, like —, to do without either. 

If in gaol, all tho hotter for ont-o’-door topics; 

Your gaol is for travellers a charming retreat ; 

Tlmy can take a dayb rule for a trip to the Tropics, 

And sail round the world, at their ease, in the Fleet. 

For Dramatists, too, the most useful of schools— 

They may study high life in tl;e Ring’s Bench community; 
Aristotle could scarce keep them more within rules, 

And of place they’re at least taught to stick to tho unity. 

t r 

Any lady or gentleman como to an ago 
To have good ‘ Reminiscences ’ (threescore, or highor), 

Will meet with encouragement—so much per ptfge, 

And the spelling and grammar both found by the buyer, 

No matter with what their remembrance is stocked, 

, So they’ll only remember the quantum desired 
Enough to fill handsomely Two Volumes, ml, 

Brice twenty-four shillings, is all that’s required. 

They may treat us, like Kelly, with old jeux-d'esprits, 

Like Reynolds, may boast of each mountebank frolic, 

Or kindly inform us, like Madame Genlis, 1 
That gingerbread cakes always give them the colie. 

There’s nothing at present so popular growing 
As your Autobiographers—fortunate elves, 

Who manage to know all tho best people going, 

Without having ever been heard of themselves! 

Wanted, also, a now stock of Pamphlets on Corn, 

By * Farmers ’ and ‘ Landholders ’—{< pmm, whose lands 
Enclosed all in bow-pots, their attics adorn, 

Or whose share of the soil may ho seen on their hands). 


No-Popery Sermons, in ever so dull a vein, 

Sure of a market; - should they, too, whotpen ’em, 
Be renegade Papists, like Murtagh O’S-ll-v-iy' 
Something extra allowed for tho additional venom. 


Funds, Physio, Corn, Poetry, Boxing, Romance, 
All excellent subjects for turning a penny;- 
To write upon all is an author’s Bole chance 
For attaining, at last, the least knowledge of any. 


1 This lady, In her Memoirs, also favours us with her; always desiring that the pills should 
with the address of those apothecaries who liavo 60 ordered , 1 comm pour elk! 

, . , ... , A gentleman who distinguished himself hr 

Irum time to time Riven her pills that ugrwajlils ovidoneo ho,,,™ tuo trial, Commirr''-. 0 
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Nine times out of ten, if his title be good, 

His matter within of small consequence is;- 
Let him only write fine, itnd, if not understood, 

Why,—that’s the concern of the reader, not his 

N.B .—A learned Essay, now printing, to show 
That Horace (as clearly as words could express it) 

Was for taxing the Fundholders, ages ago, « 

When lie wrote thus—* Quodcunque m Fund is, assess itF 


THE SLAVE. 

f heard, as I lay, a wailing sound, 

‘Ho is dead-lie is dead,’tho rumour 
flew; 

And I raised my chain, and turned me 
round, 

And asked, thrflugh tho dungeon- 
window, ‘Who?’ 

I saw my livid tormentors pass,, 

, Their grief 'twos bliss to hearand sec! 

For never came joy to them, alas, 

That didn’t bring deadly bane to me. 

Eager I. looked through the mist of 
night, 

And asked, ‘What foe of my race 
, hath died ? 

Is it he—that Doubter of law and right, 
Whom nothing but wrong could e’er 
decide— 

‘ Who, long as lie sees but woaltli to win, 
Hath never yet felt a qualm of doubt 

What Huitors for justice he’d keep in, 
Or what suitors for freedom he’d shut 
out— 

‘Who, a clog for ever on Truth’s ad¬ 
vance, 

Stifles her (like the.Old Man'of the 
Sea * 

Round Sinhad’s neck 8 ), nor leaves a 
chance 

Of shaking him off—is’t he? is’t he?’ 

Ghastly my grim tormentors smjled, 
And Thrusting me back to my don of 
woe, 


Withalaughterevenmorcfierceand wild 

Thfln their funeral howling, answered 

But the cry still pierced my prison gate. 

And again I asked, ‘ What scourge js 
gouo? 

Is it he—that Chief, so coldly great, 

Whom Fame unwillingly shines 
upon— 

‘ Whose name is one of tho ill-omened 
words 

Thcjy link with haL on his native 
plains; 

And why ?—they lent him hearts and 
swords, 

And he gave, in return, scoffs and 
chains 1 

‘ Is it he? is it he?’ I loud inquired, 

Whou, hark—there sounded a royal 
knoll; 

Andl knewwhat spirit liticl j uat expired, 

And, slave as I was, my triumph fell. 

He had pledged a hate unto mo and 
mine, 

He had left to the future nor hope 
nor choice, 

But sealed that hate with a name di¬ 
vine, 

And ho now wasdead, and—I mldn'i 
rejoice 1 

Heliadfanncdafreshtho burning brands 

Of a bigotry waxing cold and dim; 

He had armed anew my torturers’ 
hands, 

And them did I curse—hut sighed for 
him. 


1 According to tho common reading, ’Quod. Old Man of tho Sea, and aro the first who ever 
mmciMis. amcit: caenpcd strangling by hie malicious tricks.'- ,, 

1 You toll, auid they .' Into tho hands of tho Stufjv/ Siuboi. 1 
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A prince without pride, a man without 
guile, 

* To the last unchanging, warm, sin¬ 
cere, 

For worth he had ever a hand and 
smile, 

And for misery over his purse and 
tear, 

Touched to the heart by that solemn 
toll, 

I calmly sunk in my chains again; 
While, still as I said, 1 Heaven rest his 
soul! 1 

My mates of the dungeon sighed, 
‘Amen!’ 

t *' 

*1 never give a kiss,’ says Prue, , 

'To naughty man, for I abhor it,’ 

She will not give a kiss ’tis true, 

She’ll take one though, and thank you for it, 



ON A SQUINTING POETESS. 

To no one Muse does she her glanco incline, 
But has an eye at once to all the nine. 


For his was the error of head, not 
heart, 

And—oh, how beyond the ambushed 
foe, 

Who to enmity adds the traitor’s 
part, 

And carries a smile, with a curse be¬ 
low ! * 

If ever a heart made bright amends _ 
For the fatal fault of an Orring 
head— 

Go, learn his fame from the lips of 
friends, . * 

In the orphan’s tear be his glory 


A JOKE VERSIFIED. 

‘ Come, come,’ said Tom’s father, ‘ at your time of life,. 

There’s no longer excuse for thus playing the rake. 

It is time you should think, boy, of taking a wife,’— 

‘ Why so it is, father,—whoso wife shall I take ?’ 


ON-. 

Like a snuffers this loving old dame, 

By a destiny grievous enough, f 
Though so oft she has snapped at the flame. 
Hath never caught more than the snuff. ’ 



A SPECULATION. 

Op all speculations the market holds forth. 

The best that I know, for a lover of pelf, 

Is to buy-up, at the price lie is worth, 

And rhea sell him at that which he sets on himself. 
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FROM THE FRENCH. 

Op all the men one meets about 
There’s none like Jack, he’s everywhere, 
At church—park—auction—dinner-rout,— 
Go where and when you will he’s there. 
Try the world’s end; lie’s at your hack, 
Meets you, like Eunis, in the east: 

You’re called upon for—'How do, Jack? 

One hundred times a d^f at least. 

A friend of his, one evening, said, 

•As home he took his pensive way— 
e Upon my soul, I fear Jack’s dead, 

I’ve seen him hut three times to-day!’ 

*• ’ 

ILLUSTRATION OF A BORE. 

• 

Ip ever you’ve seen a gay party 
Relieved from the presence of Ned— 

How instantly joyous and hearty 
They’ve grown when th^clamper was fled- 
You may guess what a gay piece of work, 
What delight to champagne it must be 
To get rid of its bore of a cork, 

And come sparkling to you. love, and me. 
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BUCK AND BLUE EYIjlB. 

The brilliant black eye 
May in triumph let liy 
Allitsdarts, without caring wlto feels 
’em; 

But the soft eye of blue, 
Though it scatter wounds too, 
i Is much better pleased when it heals 
’em. 

Dear Fanny! dear Fanny! 

„ The soft eye of blue, 

Though it scatter wounds too, 
Is much better pleased when, it heals 
’em, dear Fanny! * 

The black eye may say, 

‘ Come and worship my ray,— 
By adoring, perhaps you may move 
mo!' 

But the blue eye, half hid, 

Says, from under its lid, 

‘ I love, and I'm yoursif youloveme!’ 
Dear Fanny! dear Fanny! 

The blue eye, half hid, 

Says, from under its lid, 

1 1 love, and am yours if you love mo!’ < 
dear Fanny 1 

Then tell me, oh! why, 

In that lovely eye, 

Not» tharm flf its tint J discover; ■ 

dr why should you wear 
The only blue pair 
That ever said 1 No' to a lover ? 

Dear Fanny I dear Fanny! 

Oh ! why should you wear < 
The only blue pair 

That evor said ‘No’ to a lover, dear 
Fanny ? 

CEASE, OH CEASE TO TEMPT, 

Cease, oh cease to tempt 
My tender heart to love 1 1 


It never, never can 
So wild a Hi une approve, 

All its joys and pains 
To others I resign; 

1 But be the vacant heart, 

The careless bosom miue, 

, Then cease, oh cease to tempt 
* My tendor heart to love1 
It never, never can 
So wild a flame approve. 

Say, oh say no more 
That lovers’ pains are sweet! 

I never, imvfir nan 
Believe the fond deceit. 
Weeping day and night, 
Consuming life in sighs,— 

This is the lover’s lot, 

And this I ne’er could prize. 
Then say, oh say no more 
That lovers’ pains are sweet! 

I never, never can 
Believe the fond deeeit, 

DEAR .FANNY, 

She lias beauty, but still you must keen 
your heart cool; 

She has wit, but you must not ho 
caught so; 

Thus .Reason advises, but Reason’s a 
fool, 

And ’tis not the first time I have 
thought s if,' • 

Dear Fanny. 

‘Sho is lovely I’ Then love her, nor let 

| the bliss fly; 

Tis the charm of youth’s vanishing 
season: 

Thus love has advised me, and wlw 
will deny 

That Love reasons much better than 
•Reason, 

Dear Fanny j 
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Vivcr m Cadenas. 
FROM LIFE WITHOUT 
FREEDOM. 


Spring may bloom, but she we loved 
f Ne’er shall feel its sweetness! 
Time, that once so fleetly moved 
Now hath lost its fleetness. 


Aom life without freedom, oh! who Ye T f s ^ere days, when here slie strayed, 
would not fly ? Days were moments near her; , 

for one day of freedom, oh! who would He .f e “ lie ’ er formetl 11 brighter maid, 
not die? Nor Pity wept a dearei'l 

nark 1—hark! ’tis the trumpet! the * "the bower she loved so much, 
call of the brave, Ai^l the tree sho planted ; 

•the death-song of tyrants and dirge of ,!, e ® the harp she used to touch— 
theslavo. • OH! how that touch enchanted! 

' SB lieS bleedin S~ oh! % .to • 1 

' 0 "“SiS“ nds is w " tlh 1 “ ls HOLY BE THE PILGRIM'S SLEEP. 


_ that invade, . t 

Holy be tile Pilgrim's sleep, • 

*W"***'' wio would ' 

Rest to-night as sweet as lie ; , 

■ l, . 4 sa£?r “ ** 


No WUtattho^eutWI. 

Ou, thelierwsthat 

• te s? ■* »■ Ss 

“wtilMri” 1 ” 3 ” ““ 0Pi !f” ! w ^®o liaat thou been team- 
-*"5fiZLr* “ m Sm!®*S w ?’ “lniJoigWapomiug. 


in heaven. 

In death’s kindly bosom our last hope 
remains— 


Stranger, I’ve been o’er moor and moun¬ 
tain, 

To tell my beads at Agnes’ fountain, 


Th %olImi' 110tyi ’ aatS,thegraVOhaS A n d, Pilgrim; say, wliere art thou going ? 
no chains, Dark is the way, the winds are blowing. 

. —*— Weary with wandering, weak, I falter, 

; Tobreathe my vows at Agnes' altar. 

HERE'S THE BOWER. Strew, then, oh! strew his bed of 
Hebe’s the bower she hived so much, „ "“h®* >„ 

_ And the W she planted; • Here he shall rest till morning blushes. 


And the fee she planted; 

Here’s the harp she used to touch— 
Oh! how that touch enchanted! 
Roans now unheeded sigh; 

Where’s the hand to wreathe them ? 
Songs around neglected lie, • 
Where's the lip to breathe them 1 
Here's the bower she loved so much, 
And the tree she planted; 

Here’s tho harp she used to touch— 
Oh l how that touch onehanted I 


Peace to them whose days are done, 
Death their eyelids closing; 

Hark 1 the burial-rite’s begun— 

’Tis time for our reposing. 

Here, then, my Pilgrim’s course is o'er 1 
’Tis ray master! ’tis my master: 
Welcome here once more; 

Come to our shed—all toil is over ; 
Pilgrim no more, but lmightandlover. 
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I SAW THE MOON RISE CLEAR, 

I saw tho moon rise clear 
O’er hills and vales of snow, 
Nor told my fleet reindeer 
The track I wished to go. 

But quick ho bounded forth; 

For well my reindeer knew 
I’ve but one path on earth— 

The path which leads to you, 

The gloom that winter cast 
How soon the heart forgets ! 
When summer brings, at last, 

The sun that never sets. 

So dawned my love for you; 

Thus chasing every pain, 

* Than summer sun more true, 
'Twill never set again. 


JOYS THAT PASS AW\Y. 

Joys that pass away like this, 

Alas! are purchased dear, 

If every beam of bliss 
Is followed by a tear. 

Fare thee well! oh, fare thee well! 

Soon, too soon thou'st broke the spell. 
Oh! I ne’er can love again 
The girl whose faithless art 
Could break so dear a chain, 

And with it break my heart. 

Once, when truth was in those eyes, 
How beautiful they shone! 

But now that lustre flies, 

For truth, alas! is gone. 

Fare thee well! oh, fare thee well! 

How I’ve loved my hate shall tell. 

Oh! how lorn, how lost would prove 
Thy wretched victim’s fate, 

If, when deceived in love, 

He could not fly to hate! 


LOVE AND THE SUN-DIAL. 

Young Love found a Dial once, in a 
dark shade, 

Where man ne’er had wandered nor 
sunbeam played; 


‘ Why thus in darkness lie ? ’ whispered 
young Love, 

‘ Thou, whose gay hours should in sun¬ 
shine move.’ 

‘1 ne’er,’ said the Dial, ‘have seen the 
warm sun, 

So noonday and midnight to me, Love, 
are one.’ 

Then Love took the Dial away from the 
shade, 

And placed her where Heaven's beam 
warmly played. 

There she reclined, beneath Love’s 
gazing eye, 

While, all marked with sunshine, her 
•hours flew by. 

‘Oh! how,’ said the Dial, ‘can any 
fair maid, « 

That’s born to be shone upon, rest in 
the shade ?’ 

4 

But night now comes on, and the sun¬ 
beam’s o’er, 

And Love stops to gaze on the Dial no 
more. 

Then cold and neglected, while bleak 
rain and winds 

Are storming around her, with sorrow 
she fluds 

That Love had but numbered a few 
sunny hours, 

And left the remainder to darkness and 
showers 


LOYE AND TIME. 

’Tis said—hut whether true or not 
Let bards declare who’ve seen ’em— 

That Love and Time have only got 
One pair of wings between ’em. 

In courtship’s first delicious hour, 

The boy full oft can snare ’em, 

So, loitering in his lady’s bower, 

He lets the gray-beard wear ’em. 

Then is Time’s hour of play; 

Oh! how he flies away! 

But short the moments, short as bright, 
When he the wings can borrow; 

If Time to-day has had his flight, 

Lave takes his turn to-morrow. 
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Ah! Time and Love! your change is 
then # 

The saddest and most trying, 

When one begins to limp again, 

And t'other takes to flying. 

Then is Love’s hour to stray; 

Oh! how he flies away! 

But there’s a nymph—whose chains 1 
feel, 

And bless the silken fetter— 

Who knows—the dear one!—how tc 
deal 

With Love and Time much better. 
So well she checks their wanderings, 
So peacefully she pairs ’em, 

That Love with her ne’er thinfe o) 
wings, 

And Time for evir wears ’em. 

This is Time’s holiday; 

Oh! how he Hies away I 


LOVE, MY MARY, DWELLS 
WITH THEE. 

Love, my Mary, dwells until thee; 
On thy cheek his beo I see. 

No—that cheek is pale with care; 
Love can find no roses there. 

'Tis not on the cheek of rose 
Love can find the best repose: 

In ray heart his home thou’lt see; 
There he lives, and lives for thee. 

Love, my Mary, n'er can roam, 
While he makes that eye his home. 
No—the eye with sorrow dim 
Ne’er ean’be a home for him. 

Yet, ’tis not in beaming eyes 
Love for ever warmest lies: 

In my hqart his home thou’lt see; 
There he lives, and lives for thee, 


LOVE’S LIGHT SUMMER CLOUD. 

Pain and sorrow shall vanish befflre us— 
Youth may wither, but feeling will 
last; 

All the shadow that e’er shall fall o’er us, 
Love’s light summer-cloud sweetly 
shall cast. 


Oh! if to love thee more 
Each hour I number o’er— 

If this a passion he 
Worthy of thee, 

Then be happy, for thus I adore thee. 

Charms may wither, but feeling shall 
last: 

All the shadow that e’er Shall fall o’er 
thee, 

Lore's light summer-cloud sweetly 
shall cast 

Rest, dear bosom! no sorrow shall pain 
thee, 

Sighs of pleasure aloneshalttliou steal; 

Beam, bright eyelid 1 no weeping shall 
stain thee, 

Tears of rapture alone slmlt thou fed 
Oh ! if there be a, charm 
In love, to banish harm— 

If pleasure's truest spell , 
Be to love well, 

Thenjie happy, for thus I adore thee. 

Charms may wither, but feeling shall 
last: 

All the shadow that e’er shall fall o’er 
thee, 

Love’s light summer-cloud sweetly 
shall oast. 


LOVE, WANDERING THROUGH 
THE GOLDEN MAZE. 

Love, wandering through the golden 
maze 

Of my beloved’s hair, 

Traced every lock with fond delays, 
And, doting, lingered there. 

And soon he found ’twere vain to fly; 

His heart was close confined, 

And every curlet was a tie— 

A chain by beauty twined, 

■—*— 

MERRILY EVERY BOSOM 
BOUNDETH. 

THE TYROLESE SONG OF LIBERTY, 

Merrily every bosom boundeth, 
Merrily, oh! merrily, oh! 

Where the song of Freedom soundeth, 
Merrily, oh! merrily- oh! 
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There the warrior’s arms 
Slu.il mere splendour, 

There the maiden's charms 
Slum; mere tender-- 
Every joy the himl surnnuuluth, 
Merrily, oh ! merrily,,oh! 

Wearily evSry bosom pineth, 
Wearily, on I wearily, oh I 
Where the bond of slavery twin»th, 
Wearily, oh! wearily, oh! 

There the warrior's dart 
Hath no fleotness, , 
There the maiden’s heart 
Hath no sweetness— 

Every flower of life deoil noth, 

, Wearily, oh! wearily, oh! 

Cheerily then from hill and valley, 
Cheerily, oh! cheerily, oh! 

. • Like your native fountains sally, 
Cheerily, oh! cheerily, oh! ' 

If a glorious death, , 
Won by bravery, 

Sweeter lie than breath 
Sighed in slavery, 

Hound tlm flag of Freedom rally, 
Cheerily, oh! cheerily, oh! 


NOW LET THE WARRIOR. 

Now let tlm warrior plume his steed, 
And wave his sword afar; 

For the men of the East this day shall 
bleed, 

And the sun shall blush with. war. 
Victory sits on the Christian’s helm 
To guide her holy band: 

The Knight of the Cross this day shall 
whelm 

Tlui men of tho Pagan land. 

Oh ! blessed who in the battle dies! 
C od will enshrine him in the skies! 


OH, LADY FAIR! 

Oh, Lady fair! whore art thou mming ? 
The sun lias sunk, the night in corning, 
Stranger, I go o’er moor and mountain, 
To tell my beads at Agues’ fnuiitm;; 


And who is tlio man, with his white 
, looks flowing? 

Oil, Lady fair! where is ho going ? 

A wandering Pilgrim, weak,‘ l falter, 

'i-o toll my heads at Agnes’ altar. 

Chill falls the rain, night winds are 
blowing, 

Dreary and dark’s the way we're going 

Fair Lady ! rest till morning blushes— 

I’ll strew for thee a bed of rushes. 

Oil! stranger! wlicn my beads I’m 
counting, 

I’ll bless thy name at Agnes’ fountain. 

Then, Pilgrim, turn, "and rest thy 
sorrow; 

ThodTt go to Agnes' shrine to-morrow. 

Good stranger, when my bonds I’m 
tolling, , 

My saint shall bless thy leafy dwelling. 

Strew, then, oh! strew our hod ot 
rushes; 

Here we must rest till morning blushes. 


OH! REMEMBER THE TIME. 

THU CASTILIAN MAUL 

Oh ! remember the time, in La Mancha’s 
shades, 

When our moments so blissfully Hew j 

When you called me the (lower of Cas¬ 
tilian maids, 

And I blushed to he called so by you. 

When 1 taught you to warble the guy 
seguadilie, 

And to danco to the light castanet; 

Oil! never, dear youth, let you roam 
where you will, 

Thu delight of those moments forgot, 

They toll me, you lovers from Erin’s 
green isle . 

Every hour a new passion can fed, 

And that soon, in the light of some 
lovelier smile, 

\ ou’ll forget the poor maid of Castile. 

-But they know not how brave in the 
battle you are, 

Or they never could think you would 
rove; 

For jtis always the spirit most gallant 
in war 

That is fondest and truest in iove- a 
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OH! SOON RETURN! 

Tnp. white sail caught the evening ray, 
The wave beneath us seemed to burn, 
When all my weeping love could say 
Was, ‘ Oh! soon return!’ 

Through many a clime our ship was 
driven, 

O’er many a billow rudely thrown; 
Nowchilled beneath a northern heaven, 
Now sunned by summer’s zone: 

Vet still, where’er out course we lay, 
When eveningbidthe west wave burn, 
1 thought I heard her faintly say, 

‘ Oh! soon return!—Oh! soon re¬ 
turn !’ 

*• 

If ever yet my bosom found 
Its thoughts one moment turned from 
thee, 

'Twos when the combat raged around, 
And bravo men looked to me. 

But though ’mid battle’s wild alarm 
Lovc’sgentle powennighfc not appear, 
He gave to glory's brow the charm 
Which made even danger dear. 

And then, when victory’s calm came o’er 
The hearts where rage had ceased to 
burn, 

I heard that farewell voice once more, 

‘ Oh ! soon return!—Oh ! soon re¬ 
turn f 


OH! YES, SO WELL. 

On! yes, so well, so tenderly 
Thou’rt Wed, adored by me, 

Fame, fortune, wealth, and liberty, 
Were worthless without thee. 
Though, brimmed witjj blisses, pure 
arid rare' 

Life’s cup before me lay, 

Unless thy love were mingled there, 

I’d spurn the draught away, 

Oh ! yes, so well, so tenderly 
Thou’rt loved, adored by me, • 

Fame, fortune, wealth, and liberty, 

Are worthless without thee. 

Without thy smile how joylessly 
All glory’s meeds I see 1 I 


And even the wreath or victory 
Must owe its bloom to thee. 

Those worlds, for which the conqueror 
sighs, 

For me have i nv no charms; 

My only world’s .by radiant eyes— 

My throne those circling arms! 

Oh ! yes, so well, so tenderly 
Thcu’rt loved, adored by me, 

Wholft realms of light and liberty 
Were worthless without thee. " 


OH! YES, WHEN THE BLOOM. 

Oh ! yes, when the bloom of Love’s 
boyhood is o’er, 

He’ll turn into friendship that feels 
no decay; 

And though Time may take from him 
the wings he once wore, 

The charms that remain will be bright 
as before, 

And he’ll lose but his young trick of 
flying away, 

Then let it console thee, if Love should 
not stay, 

That Friendship our last happy 
moments will crown: 

Like the shadows of morning, Love 
lessens away, 

While Friendship, like those of the 
closing of day, 

Will linger and lengthen as Life’s sun 
goes down, 


ONE DEAR SMILE. 

Couldst thou look as dear as when 
First 1 sighed for thee; 

Couldst thou make me feel again 
Every wish I breathed thee then, 

Oh! how blissful life would be! 
Hopes, that now beguiling leave me, 
Joys, that lie iu slumber cold—- 
All would wake, couldst thou hut give 
■ me-. 

One dear smfle like those of old. 
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Oh! there’s nothing loft us now, 

But to mourn tho past; 

Vain was every ardent vow— 

Never yet did Heaven allow 
Love so warm, so wild, to last, 

Not even hopo could now deceive me— 
Life itself looks dark and cold: 

Oh! thou never more eaust give me 
One dear smile like those of old. 


THE .DAY OF LOVE. 

♦ 

The beam of morning trembling 
Stole o’er tho mountain brook, 

With timid ray resembling 
, 1 Affection’s early look. 

Thus love begins—sweet morn of love! 

The noontide ray ascended, 
t * And o'er the valley stream 
Diffused a glow as splendid 
As passion’s riper dream, 

1,’bus love expands—warm noon of love! 

But evening came, o’ersluiding | 
The glories of the sky, 

Like faith and fondness fading 
From Passion’s altered eye, 

Thus love declines—cold eve of lovo! 


THE SONG OF WAR. 

The song of war shall echo through our 
mountains, 

Till not one hateful link remains 
Of slavery’s lingering chains— 

Till not one tyrant tread our plains, 
Nor traitor lip pollute our fountains, 
No! never till that glorious day 
Shall Lusitania's sons ho gay, 

Or hear, oh Peace! thy woleomo lay 
Resounding through her sunny moun¬ 
tains, 


Oh! nevor till that glorious day 
, Shall Lusitania’s sons be gay, 

Or hear, oh Peace! thy welcome lay 
Resoundiug through her sunny moun- 
tains, 


THE YOUNG ROSE, 

The young rose which I give thee, so 
dewy and bright, 

Was the floweret most dear to the sweet 
bird of night, 

Who oft by the moon o’er her blushes 
hath hung, 

An£ thrilled every leaf with the wild 
lay ho sung. 

Oh! take thou this young rose, and let 
her life bo 

Prolonged by tho breath sho will borrow 
from thee! * 

For while o’er her bosom thy soft notes 
shall thrill, 

She’ll think the sweet night-bird is 

j courting her still 1 


WHEN ’MIDST THE GAY I MEET, 

When 'midst tho gay I meet 
That blessed smile of thine, 

Though still on me it turns most sweet 
I scarce can call it mine ; 

But when to me alone 
Your secret tears you show, 

Oh! then I feel those teats my own, 
And claim thorn as they flow, 

Then still with bright looks bless 
The gay, the,cold, the free; 

Give smiles to those who love you less. 
But keep your tears for me. 


The song of war shall echo through our 
mountains, 

Till Victory’s self shall, smiling, say, 
1 Your cloud of foes hath passed away, 
And Freedom comes with new-born 
ray, 

To gild your vines and light your foun¬ 
tains.’ 


The snow on Jura’s steep 
Can smile with many abeam, 

Yet still in chains of coldness sleep, 
How bright soe’or it seem. 

But when some doep-felt ray, 

Whose touch is fire, appears, 

Oil! then the smile is warmed away, 
And, melting, turns to tears. 
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“s bl « Now, had this needle turned its eye 
Ihe gay, the cold, the free! To some say Ridicule's construeHnn 

6 ™.™ l es t0 tlu ? se wbo love you lets, It ne’er had strayed from duty’s tie ’ 


But keep your tears for me, 


WHEN TWILIGHT DEWS. 

When twilight dews are falling soft 
Upon the rosy sea, love 1 
I watch the star whose beam so oft 
Has lighted me to thee, love! 

And thou too, on that orb so clear, 

, [dost thou gaze at even, 

■ th “k, though lost for ever here, 
Ihou It yet be mine in heaven ? ** 

There’s not a gardeit walk I tread, 
there s not a flower I see, love! 

But brings to mind some hopethat’sfled, 
Some joy I’ve lost with thee, love! 
And still I wish that hour was near 
When, friends and foes forgiven, 
l™ 3 , the ills, we’ve wept through 

May turn to smiles in heaven! 


YOUNG JESSICA. 

Young Jessica sat all the day, 

_In love-dreams languishingly pining, 
Her needle bright neglected Jay, 

Like truant genius idly shining, 
Jessy,’tis in idle hearts 
That love, and mischief are most 
nimble; 

The safest shield against the darts 
Of Cupid, is Minerva’s thimble. 

t * 

K child who with a magnet played, 

And know its winning ways so wily, 
The magnet near the needle laid, i 
And laughing said, ‘ We’ll steal it 
slyly,’ „ 

The needle, having nought to do, 

Was pleased to let the magnet 
wheedle, 

Till closer still the tempter drew, 

And off at length eloped the needle, 

X 


vr j 7,- ““V 0 

A or felt a magnet’s sly seduction. 
Girls, would you keep tranquil hearts, 
Your snowy fingers must be nimble; 
The safest shield, against the darts 
Of Cupid, is Minerva’s thimble. 


OH! SEE THOSE CHERRIES. 

Oh! fiee those clienies,—though once 
so glowing, 

They've lain too long on the sun- 
bright wall; 

And mark! already their bloom is 
going; • 

Too soon they’ll wither, too soon 
they’ll fall. 

Once caught by their blushes, the light* 
bird flew round, 

Oft or^ their ruby lips leaving Love's 
wound; 

But now ho passes them, all too 
knowing 

To taste withered cherries, when fresh 
may be found. 

Old Time thus fleetly his course is 
running; 

If bards wore not moral, how maids 
would go wrong! 

And thus thy beauties, now sunned 
and sunning, 

Would wither if loft on the rose-tree 
too long. 

. Then Love, while thou’rt lovely, e’en I 
1 should be glad 
So sweetly to save thee from ruin so 
sad; 

But oh, delay not—we bards are too 
cunning 

To sigh for old beauties, when young 
may he had. 


TO-DAY, DEAREST! IS OURS. 

To-day, dearest, is ours; 

Why should Love carelessly lose it f 
This life shines or lours 
. Just as wa, weak mortals, use it 

41 
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'Tib time enough, when its flowers 
decay, 

To think of the thorns of Sorrow; 
And Joy, if left on the stem to-day, 
May wither before to-morrow. 

Then why, dearest! so long 
Let the swiet moments lly over ? 
Though now, blooming and young, 
Thou hast me devoutly thy lover. 

Yet time from both, in his silent lapse, 
Some treasure may steal or borrow; 
Thy charms may be less in bloom, 

. ' perhaps, 

Or I less in love to-morrow. 


WHEN ON THE LIP THE SIGH 
DELAYS. 

When on the lip tlio sigh delays, 

As if ’twould linger there for fiver; 
When eyes would give the world to gaze, 
Yet still look down, and venture 
never; 

When, though with fairest nymphs we 
rove, 

There’s one we dream of more than 
any— 

If all this is not real love, 

’Tis something wondrous like it, 
Fanny! 

To think and ponder, when apart, 

On all we’ve got to say at meeting; 
And yet when near, with heart to heart, 
Sit mute, and listen to their beating: 
To see but one bright objeet move, 

L The only moon, where stars are many— 
If all this is not downright love, 

I prithee say what«, my FannyI 

When Hope foretells the brightest,best, 
Though Henson on the darkest 
reckons 

When Passion drives us to the west, 
Though prudence to the eastward 
beckons; 

When all turns round, below, above, 
And our own beads the most of any— 
If this is not Stark, staring love, 

Then yon and I are sages, Fanny, 


HERE, TAKE MY HEART. 

Here, take my heart, ’twill be safe in 
thy keeping, 

While I go wandering o’er land and 
o’er sea; 

Smiling or sorrowing, waking or sleep¬ 
ing, 

What need I care, so my heart is 
with thee ? 

If, in the race we are destined to run, 
love, 

They who have light hearts tho 
happiest bo— 

Happier still must be they who have 
niione, love, 

And that will be my case when mine 
is with thee? 

9 

No matterwhere I may now be a rover 

No matter how many bright eyes I 
see; 

Should Venus’ self come and ask mo to 
love her, 

I'd tell her I could not—my heart is 
with thee 1 

There let it lie, growing fonder and 
fonder— 

And should Dame Fortune turn truant 
to me, 

Why,—let her go—I’ve a treasure be¬ 
yond her, 

As long as my heart’s out at interest 
with thee! 


OH! CALL IT BY SOME BETTER 
NAME. ' 

On! call it by some better name, 

For Friendship is too coll, 

And love is now a worldly flame, 

Whose shrine must be of gold; 

And passion, like tho sun at noon, 

That burns o’er all lie sees, 

Awhile as warm, will set as soon,— 

Oil f call it none of these. 

Imagine something purer far. 

More free from stain of clay, | 

Than Friendship, Love, or Passion arc, 

Yet human still as they: 
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And if thy lip for love like this 
No mortal word can frame, 
Co, ask of angels what it is, 
And call it by that name I 


POOR WOUNDED HEART I 

Poor wounded heart I 
Poor wounded heart, farewell I 
Thy hour is come, 

Thy hour of rest is come; 

Thou soon wilt reach thy home, 
Poor wounded heart, farevvelj I 
The pain tliou’lt feel in breaking 
Less bitter far will be, 

Than that long* deadly course of 


This life"lias been to thee— 

Poor breaking heart, poor breaking 
heart, farewell I 

There—broken heart, 

Poor broken heart, farewell I 
The pang is o’er— 

Tho parting pang is o’er, 

Thou now wilt bleed no more, 

Poor broken heart, farewell I 
No rest for thoo but dying, 

Liko waves whose strife is past, 

On death’s cold shore thus early lying, 
Thou sluep’st in peace at last— 
Poor broken heart, poor broken heart, 
farewell! 


Oh! come and court her hither, 
Ye breezes mild and warm— 
One winter’s gale would wither 
So soft, so pure a form. 

The fields where she was straying 
Are blest with endless light, 
With zephyrs always playing 
Through gardens alwayrhriglit 
Thou, now, oh May 1 bo sweeter 
Than e’er tliou’st been before 
Let sighs from roses meet her 
When she comes near our shore. 


PALE BROKEN FLOWER! , 

Pare broken flower I what art can now 
recover thee ? 

Tom from the atom that fed thy rosy 
breath— 

t In vain the sunbeams seek 
To warm that faded cheek I 
The dews of heaven, that once like balm 
fell over thee, 

Now are but tears, to weep thy early 
death 

So droops tho maid whose lover hat., 
forsaken her; 

Thrown from his arms, as lone and 
lost as thou; 

In vain tho smiles of all 
Liko sunbeams round her fall— 
The only smile that could from death 
awaken her, 

That smile, alas I is gone to others 
now. 


THE EAST INDIAN. 

Come May, with all thy (lowers 
Thy sweetly-sceniJH thorn, 

Thy cooling evening showers, 

Thy fragrant breath at mom: 
When May-llies haunt the willow, 
When-May-buds tempt the hoe, 
Then o’er the shining billow 
My love will come to me. 

From Eastern Isles she’s winging 
Through watery wilds her way, 
And on her cheek is bringing 
The bright sun’s orient ray; 


THE PRETTY ROSE-TREE. ■ 

Being weary of love, Iflowto the grove, 
And chose mo a tree of the fairest; 
Saying, ‘Pretty Rose-tree, thou my 
mistress sluvlt ho, 

I’ll worship each lrad that thou 
bearest. 

For the hearts of this world are 
hollow, 

And fickle the smiles we follow; 
And ’tis sweet, when all their witcheries 
Pall, 

.To have a pure love to fly to: 
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So, my pretty Rose-tree, thou my mis¬ 
tress shalt be, 

And the only one now I shall sigh to,’ 

When the beautiful hue of thy cheek 
through the dew 

Of morning is bashfully peeping, 
‘Sweet tears?’ I shall say (as I brush 
them away), 

* At least there’s no art in this weep¬ 
ing.’ 

Although thou shouldst die to¬ 
morrow, n 

’Twill not be from paiuorsorrow, 
And the thorns of thy stem are not like 
them 

„With which hearts wound each other: 
So, my pretty Hose-tree, thou my mis¬ 
tress shalt be. 

And I’ll ne’er again sigh to another. 


■ SHINE OUT, STARS! * 

Shine out, Stars 1 let heaven assemble 
Round us every festal ray, 

Lights that move not, lights that trem¬ 
ble, 

All to grace this eve of May. 

Let the flower-beds all lie waking, 

And the odours shut up there, 

From their downy prisons breaking, 
Fly abroad through sea and air. 

And would Love, too, bring his sweet¬ 
ness, 

With our other joys to weave, 

Oh, what glory, what completeness, 
Then would crown this bright'May 
eve! 

Shine out, Stars! let night assemble 
Round us every festal ray, 

Lights that move not, lights that trem¬ 
ble, 

To adorn this eve of May. 

THE YOUNG- MULETEERS OF 
GRENADA. 

Oh I the joys of our evening posadR, 
When, resting at close of the day, 
We, young Muleteers of Grenada, 

Sit and sing t*he last sunshine away I 


So blithe that even the slumbers 
eWhich hung around 11 s seem gone, 
Till the lute’s soft drowsy numbers 
Again beguile them on. 

Then, as each to his favourite sultana 
In sleep is still breathing the sigh, 
The name of some black-eyed Tirana 
Half breaks from our lips as we lie, 
Then, with morning’s rosy twinkle, 
Again we’re up and gone— 

While the mule-bell’s drowsy tinkle 
Beguiles the rough way on. 


TjiLL HER, OH TELL HER. 

Tell her, oh tell her, the lute she left 
lying 

Beneath the green arbour, is still 
lying there! 

Breezes, like lovers, around it are sigh¬ 
ing. 

But not a soft whisper replies to tlieii 
prayer. 

Tell her, oh tell her, the tree that, in 
going, 

Beside the green arbour she playfully 
set, 

Lovely as ever is blushing and blowing 

And not a bright leaflet has fallen 
from it yet. 

So while away from that arbour for¬ 
saken. 

The maiden is wandering, oh! lei 
her be 

True as the lute that no’ sighing can 
waken, 

And blooming for ever uuchanged as 
the tree, a 


NIGHTS OF MUSIC. 

Nights of music, nights of loving, 
LosJ too soon, remembered long, 
When we went by moonlight rovin 
Hearts all love and lips all song. 
[When this faithful lute recorded 
All my spirit felt to thee, 

Aud that smile the song rewarded, 
Worth whole years of fame to me I 
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Nights of song and nights of splendour, 
Filled with joys too sweet to last— 
Joys that, like your star-light tender? 

While they shone no shadow cast; 
Though all other happy hours 
From my fading memory fly, 

Of that star-light, of those bowers, 

Not a beam, a loaf, shall die! 


OUR FIRST YOUNG LOYE. 

Our first young love resembles 
That short but brilliant ray, 

Which smiles, and weeps, and trembles, 
Through April's earliest day, 

No, no—all life before us; '* 

Howe’er its lights may play, 

Can shed no lustre«o'er us 
Like that first April ray. 

Our summer sun mijy squander 
A blaze serenor, grander, 

Our autumn beam may, like a dream 
Of heaven, die calm away: 

But 110 —let life before us 
Bring all the light it may, 

'Twill Bhed no lustre o'er us 
Like that first trembling ray, 


FOR THEE ALONE. 

For thoe alone I brave the boundless 
deep, 

Those eyes my light through ev’ry 
distant sea; 

My waking thoughts, the dream that 
gilds my sleep, 

The noon-tide rev’rie, all are given to 
thee, 

Tojdrno alone,*to thee alone, 

Though future scenes present to Fancy’s 
eye 

Fair forms of light that crowd the 
distant air, 

When nearer viewed, the fairy phantoms 

fly, 

The crowds dissolve, and thou alone 
art there, 

Thou, thou alone, 


To win thy smile, I speed from sfioro to 
shore, 

While Hope's sweet voice is heard in 
every blast, 

Still whisp’riug on, that, when soma 
years are o’er, 

One bright reward shall crown my % 
toil at last, « 

Thy smile alone, thy smile alone, 

• 

Oh! place beside the transport of that 

. hour 

AJ1 earth can boast of fair, of rich, 
and bright,, 

Wealth’s radiant mines, the lofty thrones 
of power,— 

Then ask where first thy lover's choice 
would light? * 

On thee alone, on thoe alone. 


LOVE'S VICTORY. 

Sing to Love—for, oh, ’twas ho 
Who won the glorious day; 

Strew the wreaths of victory 
Along the conq’ror’s way, 

Yoke the Muses to his car, 

Let them sing each trophy won ; 

While his mother’s joyous star 
Shall light the triumph on, 

Hail to Love, to mighty Love, 

Let spirits sing around; 

While the hill, the dale, and grove, 
With “mighty Love” resound; 

Or, should a sigh of sorrow steal 
Amid the sounds thus echoed o’er, 

'Twill but teach the god to feel 
His victories the more. 

See his wings, like amethyst 
Of sunny Ind their hue; 

Bright as when, by Psyche Irish, 

They trembled through and through, 

Flowers spring beneath his feet; 

Angel forms beside him run; 

While unnumbered lips repeat 
“Love's victory is won!’’ 

Hail to Love, to mighty Love, &c. 
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SONG OF HERCULES TO IIIS 
DAUGHTER . 1 

“ J 'via boon, oh, sweet daughter, 

To fountain and soft, 

• To seek in their water 
* Some bright gem for thee. 

Where diamonds were sleeping, 
Their sparlflo I sought, 

Where crystal was weeping, 

Its tears I have caught, * 

“ The sea-nymph I’ve courted 
In rich coral halls; 

With Naiads have sported 4 

By bright waterfalls, 
lint sportive or tender, 

Still sought I around, 

'Unit gem, with whose splendour 
Thou yet shult be crowned. 


“ And Bee, while Fin speaking, 
Yon soft light afar 
The pearl I’ve been seeking 
There floats like a star! * 

In the deep Indian Ocean 
I see the gem shine, 

And quick as light's motion 
Its wealth shall be thine," 

Then eastward, like lightning, 
The hero-god flew, 

His sunny looks bright'ning 
The air lie went through 
And sweet was the duty, 

And hallowed the hour, 
Which saw tliUB young Beauty 
Embellished by Power. 


A Founded on tint futile reported by Arrian (in Indicia) of HnrciiloH laving suarelieil tin 
Indian Ocoim to find the poaii with which lie adorned his daughter random. 


i 



In tints connecting together a scries of Song* by a thread of poetical narrative 
tim object has been to combine Recitation with Music, so as to enable a greater 
unmoor of persons to join in the performance, by enlisting, as readers, those 
who may not feel themselves competent to take a part as singers. 

f.ho Island of Zia, whero the jsleno is laid, was called by the ancients Ceos, 
and was the birthplace of Simonides, Bacchylides, and other eminent persons, 
An account of its present state may be found in the Travels of Dr. Clarke, who 
says, that 1 it appeared to him to l>e the best cultivated of any of the Grecian 
Isles, - — Voi. vi. p.174. T.TM, 


4jirst (Simitng. 

''‘Till! sky is bright—the breeze is fair, 
And the mainsail flowing, full and 
free— 

Our farewell word is woman’s pray’r, 
And the hope before us—Liberty.' 

‘Farewell, farewell. 

To Greece we give our, shining 
blades, , 

And our hearts to you, young Zian 
Maids! 

"The moon is in the heavens above, 
And the wind is oil the foaming sea— 
Thus shines the star of woman’s love 
On the glorious strife of Liberty! 
Farewell, farewell. 

To Greece we give our shining 
blades, [Maids!’ 

And our hearts to you, young Zian 

* * 

Thus sung they from the bark, that 
now 

Turn’d to the sea its gallant prow, 
Bearing within it hearts as brave, 

As o’er sought Freedom o’er tlio»wavo; 
And leaving on that islet’s shore, 

Where still the farewell beacons burn, 
Friends, that shall many a day look 
o’er 

The long, dim sea for their return- 1 


Virgin of Heaven ! speed their way— 
Oh, speed their way,—the chosen 
flow’r 

Of Zia’s youth, the hope and stay 
Of parents in their wintry hour, 

The love of maidens, and the pride 

Of the young, happy, blushing bride, 

Whose nuptial wreath 1ms not yet 
died— 

Aii, all are in omit precious bark, 
Which now alas, no more is seen— 

Though every eye still turns to mark 
The moonlight spot where it hath 
been. 

Vainly you look, ye maidens, sires, 
And mothers, your belov’d are 
gone!— 

Now may you quench those signal fires, 
Whose light they long look’d back 
upon 

From their dark deck—watching the 
(lame 

As fast it faded from their view, 

Witli thoughts, that, but for manly 
shame, 

Had made them droop and weep like 
you. 

Home to your chambers! homo, and 
pray 

For the bright coming of that day, 
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i,When, blesB'd by heaven, the Cross 
shall sweep 

The Crescent from the /Egean deep, 
And your bravo warriors hastening 
back, 

Will bring such glories in their track, 
As shall, for many an age to come, 
Shed light sfround their name and 
home. 

There is a Fount on Zia’s isle, r 
Round which in soft luxuriance, smile 
All the sweet flowers, of every kind, 

On which the sun of Greece f iooks 
down, 

Pleas’d as a lover on the crown _ 

His mistress for her brow hath twin’d, 
When ho beholds each floweret there, 
Himself had wish’d her most to wear; 
Here bloom’d the laurel-rose, 1 whose 
, wreath 

Hangs radiant round the Cypriot 
shrines, 

And here those bramble-flower^ that 
breathe 

Thoir odours into Zante’s wines : !i — 
The splendid woodbine, that, at eve, 

To grace their floral diadems, 

The lovely maids of Patinos weave : 3 — 
And that fair plant, whose tangled 
stems 

Shine like a Nereid’s hair, 4 when 
spread, 

Dishevell’d o'er her azure bed;— 

All these bright children of the clime, 
(Each at its own most genial time, 

The summer, or the year's sweet 
prime,) 

Like beautiful earth-stars, adorn 
The Valley, whore that Fount is horn: 
While round, to grace its cradle green, 
Groups of Vclani oaks are seen, 
Towering on every verdant height— 
Tall, shadowy, in the evening light, 
Like Genii, set to watch the birth 
Of some enchanted child of earth— 

1 Norium Oleander. ‘ In Cyprus it retains its 
ancient name, lthododaplrao, and the Cypriots 
adorn their churches with the flowers on i'enst- 
daya .’—Journal of Dr. Sibtkrpe, Walpole'* 
Turkey, 

»Jd. 

9 Lonloera Caprifoilum, used by the girls of 
Patmos for garlands, 


Fair oaks, that over Zia’s vales, 

Stand with their leafy pride unfurl’d; 
While Commerce, from her thousand 
sails, 

Scatters thoir acorns through the 
world ! 5 

'Twits here-as soon as prayer and 
sleep 

(Those truest friends to all who weep) 
Had lighten’d every heart, and made 
Ev’n sorrow wear a softer shade— 
’Twas here, in this secluded spot, 

Amid whose breathings calm and 
sweet 

Grief might be sooth’d, if not forgot, 
Tte Zian nymphs resolv’d to incut 
Each evening now, by the same light 
That saw their farewell tears thai 
night; 

And try, if sound of Into and song, 

If wandering 'mid the moonlight 
flowers 

In various talk, could charm along 
With lighter step, the lingering hours, 
Till tidings of that Bark should come, 
Or Victory waft their warriors homo I 

When first they mot—tho wonted smilo 
Of greeting having beam’d awhile— 
’Twould touch ev'n Moslem heart to see 
The sadness that came suddenly 
O’er their young brows, when they 
look’d round 

Upon that bright, enchanted ground; 
And thought, how many a time, with 
those 

Who now were gone to the rude 
wars, 

They there had met, at evening’s close, 
And danced till morn outshone tho 
stars! 

But seldom lornf doth hangrtlT eclipse 
Of sorrow o’er such youthful breasts-- 
Tho breath from her own blushing lips, 
That on tho maiden’s mirror rests, 


1 Cusenta ouropaia. ‘ Prom the t\vintiii|f and 
twininpf of the stems, it is compared by the 
Greeks to the dishevelled lwir of the Nereids. 
Walple's Turkey. 

5 ‘ Tho produce of tho island in those acorns 
alone amounts annually to fifteen thousand quin- 
tale.— Olwh's Trams. 
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Not swifter, lighter from the glass, 
Than sadness from her brow doth pass. 
Soon did it now, as round the Well * 
They sat, beneath the rising moon— 
And some, with voice of awe, would 
tell 

Of midnight fays, and nymphs who 
dwell 

In holy fountains-some would tune 
Thoir idle lutes, that now had lain, 

For days, without a single strain 
While some, from all the rest apart, 
With laugh that told the lighten’d 
heart, 

flat, whisp’riug in each other’s oar 
Secrets, that all in turn would hear 
Soon did they find this thoughtleS»play 
So swiftly steal their griefs away, 

That many a nyjnph, though pleas’d 
the while 

Reproach’d her own forgetful smile, 
And sigh’d to thinlj she could he gay, 

Among those maidens there was one, 
Who to Leuoadia 1 late had been— 
Hail stood, beneath the evening sun, 
f ^ On its white towering cliffs, and seen 
The very spot where Sappho sung 
Her swan-like music, ere she sprung 
(Still holding, in that fearful leap, 

By her lov’d lyre,) into the deep, 

And dying quench’d the fatal fire, 

At once, of both her heart and lyre, 

Mutely they listen’d all—and well 
Did tho young travcll'd maiden tell 
Of tho dread height to which that steep 
Beetles above the eddying deop 2 — 

Of the lone sea-birds, wheeling round 
Tho dizzy edge with mournful sound— 
And of those scented lilies 3 (some 
Of whose white flowers, the Zian said 
Herself hud gatheredlud brought home 
In memory of the Minstrel Maid), 
Still blooming on that fearful place, 

As if call’d up by Love, to graco 

1 Now Santa Maura—tlio island from whose 
dill's Sapplui leaped Into the sea. * ' -y 
’"The precipice, which is fearfully dizzy, is 
about mm hundred and fourteen feet from the 
water, which is of a profound depth, us appears 
from tho dark-bhm colour of the eddy that plays 
round the pointed and projecting rocks,’ — 
Qwiititmi Ionian Isles, 


TIT immortal spot, o’er which the last 
Bright footsteps of his martyr pass’d 1 

While fresh to every listener’s thought 
These legends of Leuoadia brought 
All that of Sappho’s hapless flame 
Still hovers round the wrecks of Fame- * 
The maiden, tuning her soft lute, 

While all the rest stood round her, 
mute, 

Thife sketched the languislnnent of soul, 
That o’er the tender Lesbian stole; 

And, in a voice, whose thrilling tone 
FanSy might deem the Lesbian's own, 
One of those fervid fragments gave, 
Which still-like sparkles of Greek 
Fire, 

Undying, ev’n beneath the wave-« 
Bum on thro’ Time, and ne’er expire, 


As oier her loom the Lesbian Maid 
Iii love-sick languor hung her head, 
Unknowing where her fingers stray’d, 
She weeping turn’d away, and said, 

‘ Oh, my sweet mother—’tis in vain™ 
I cannot weave, as once I wove— 

So wilder’d is my heart and brain 
With thinking of that youth I 
love!’ 4 

Again the web she tried to trace, 

But tears fell o’er each tangled thread; 
While, looking in her mother’s face, 
Who o'er her watchful leau’d, she 
said, 

‘ Oh, toy sweet mother—’tis in vain— 

I cannot weave, as once I wove™ 

So wilder’d is my heart and brain 
With thinking of that youth I love!’ 


A silence follow’d this sweet air, 

As each in tender musing stood, 

3 See Mr, Goodlsson's very interesting descrip¬ 
tion of all tliene circumstances, 

1 1 lmve attempted, in these four lines, to give 
some idea of that beautiful fragment of Sappho, 
beginning TAvicna /xnTep, which represents so 
truly (as Warton remarks) ‘tho languor and 
listlcBBness of a person deeply in love.' 
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Thinking, with lips that mov’d in 

pray’ 1 ) 

(.If Sappho and that fearful flood: 
While some, who ne’er till now had 
known 

* , How much their hearts resembled 

* hers, 

Pelt as they ugide her griefs their own, 
That they, too, were Love’s worship- 
pers. 

At length a murmur, all but mute, 

So faint it was, came from the lut% 

Of a young melancholy maid, 

Whose lingers, all uncertain play’d 
From chord to chord, as if in clmse 
Of some lost melody, some strain 
Of other times, whose faded trace 
She sought among these chords 
agaiu. 

.Slowly the half-forgotten theme 
(Though bora in feelings ne’er forgot) 
Came to her memory—as a beam * 

Palls broken o’er someshadcdspotj— 
And while her lute's sad symphony 
Fill’d up each sighing pause between; 
And Love himself might weep to see 
(As fays behold the wither’d green 
Where late they danced) what misery 
, May follow' where his steps have 
been-—- 

Thus simply to the list’ning throng 
She. breath’d her melancholy song. 


SONG. 

Weeping for thee, my love, through 
' the long day, 

Lonely and wearily life wears away, 
Weeping for thee, my love, through 
the long night— 

No rest in darkness, no joy in light! 
Nought left but Memory, whose dreary 
tread 

Sounds through this ruin’d heart, where 
all lies dead— 

Wakening the echoes of joy long fled ! 

'This word is defrauded hew, I suspect, of a 
syllablo; Dr. Clarke, if I recollect right, makes 
it‘Balalaika.’ 

3 ‘I saw above thirty parties engaged in dane- 


Of many a stanza, this alone 
Had scaped oblivion—like the one 
Stitiy fragment of a wreck, that thrown, 
With the lost vessel’s name, ashore, 
Tells who they were that live no more. 

When thus the heart is iu a vein 
Of tender thought, the simplest strain 
Can touch it with peculiar power— 

As when the air is warm, the scent 
Of the most wild and rustic flower 
Can fill the whole rich element— 
And, in such moods, the homeliest 
tone 

That's link’d with feelings, once our 
own— 

Witlf’friends or joys gone by—will be 
Worth choirs of loftiest harmony! 

t 

But some there were, among the group 
Of damsels there, too liglit of heart* 
To let their fancies'longer droop, 

Ev’n under music’s melting art: 

And one upspringiug, with a bound, 
Prom a low bank of flowers, look’d 
round 

With eyes that, though they laugh’d 
with light, 

Had still a lingering tear within; 
And while her hand in dazzling flight, 
Flew o’er a fairy mandolin, 

Tims sung the song her lover late 
Had sung to her—the eve before 
That joyous night, when, as of yore, 
All Zia met, to celebrate 
The Feast of May, on the sea-shore. 

SONG. ' ’ 

When the Balaika 1 
Is heanWer the sep, 

I’ll dance the Ilomaika 
By moonlight with thee. 

If waves, then, advancing, 

Should steal on our play, 

Thy white feet, in dancing, 

'Shall chase them away. 3 


iug the liomaika upon the sunil; in some of 
those groups, the girl who red them chased 
the retreating wave . 1 —dovglaa on the Modern 
Qmka. 
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When the Balaika 
Is heard o’er the sea, 

Tliou’lt dance the Ilomaika, 

My own love, with me. 

Then, at the closing 
Of each merry lay, 

We’ll lie reposing, 

Beneath tlio night ray! 

Or if, declining, 

The moon leave the skies, 
We’ll talk by the shining 
Of each other’s'eyes. 

Oil then, how featly 
Tho dance we’ll renew, 
Wandering fleetly « ( 

Its liglit mazes through l 1 
Till stars shining o’er us 
From heaven 1 !; high bowks, 
Would givo their bright chorus 
For one dance of ours! 

When the BalaikU 
Is heard o’er the sea, 

Tliou’lt daiiec the Ilomaika, 

My own love, with me. 


How cliangingly for ever veers 
The heart of youth, ’twixt smiles and 
tears! 

Ev’n as in April, the light vano 
Now points to sunshine, now to rain, 
Instant this lively lay dispell’d 
The shadow from each blooming brow, 
And Dancing, joyous Dancing, held 
Full empire o’er each fancy now. 

But say—wlmt shall the measure he? 

1 Shall we the old Ilomaika tread’ 
(Some eager ask’d) • as anciently 
’Twas by the maids of Delos led, 
When, slow, attest, then circling fast, 
As the gay spirits rose.at last, 


1 ‘ In daiielng tliu Ilomaika (says Mr. Douglas) 
they begin in slow and solemn step till they have 
giiined the time, but by ilegreoB tho air boeomos 
morn sprightly ; tho conductress of tho dunce 
sometime!) setting to lior partner, sometimes 
darting before the rest, and leading them through 
the most rapid revolutions; sometimes crossing 
under tho bands which aro held up to Jot her 
pass, nml giving as much liveliness and intricacy 
ns slio can to the figures, into which slio conducts 
her companions, while thoir business is to follow 


With hand in hand, likoliuks, culoclc’d, 
Through tho light air they bccui’iI to 
flit 

I 11 labyrinthine maze, that mock’d 
Each dazzled eye that follow'd it ?’ 
Some call’daloud ‘the Fountain Dance!’ 

While one young, dark- eyed Amazon, 
Whoso step was air-like,# and whose 
glance 

Flagh’d, like a sabre in the sun, 
Sportively said, ‘ Shame on these soft 
And languid strains we hear so oft. 
Daughters of Freedom ! have not wo 
Learn’d from our lovers and our sires 
The Dance of Greece, while Greece was 
free— 

That Dance, where neither flutes nor 
lyres, 

But sword and shield dash 011 the ear, 
A. music tyrants quake to hear P 
Heroines of Zia, arm with me, 

And dance tho dance of Victory!) 

Thus (flying, she, with playful grace, 
Loos’d the wide hat, that o’er her face 
(From Anatolia 3 came the maid) 

Hung, shadowing each sunny charm; 
And, with a fair young armourer’s aid, 
Fixing it on her rounded arm, 

A mimic shield with pride display'd; 
Then, springing tow’rds a grove that 
spread 

Its canopy of foliage near, 

Pluck’d off a lance-like twig, and said, 

■ To arms, to arms!’ while o’er her head 
Shewav’dtho liglit branch,as a spear, 

Promptly tho laughing maidens all 
Obey’d their Chief’s heroic call 
Round the shield-arm of each was tied 
Hat, turban, shawl, as chance might 
lie; 

The grove, their verdant armoury, 1 
Falchion and lance 4 alike supplied; 

her in nil lior movement#, without breaking the 
uliitiu, nr insing the measure. 1 

for 11 description of tho Pyrrhic Dunce, soo 
Du (ilive, tie.—It appears IVom Apuleius (lib. x.) 
that thin vvar-iliuioo was, among tho ancients, 
sometimes performed by females, 

11 Sou tlie mtuma of the Urcok women of Nn- 
tolls ill CiMhnaMantra des Ottiomm. 

* The aworil was tlio weapon chleliy used in 
this dance. 
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And as 'then' glossy locks, let free, 
Fell down their shoulders carelessly, 
You might have droam’d you saw a 
throng 

Of youthful Thyads, by the beam 
Of a May Moon, bounding along 
Pencils’ silver-eddied 1 stream! 

* 

And now they stepp’d with measured 
tread, „ 

Martially, o’er the shining field: 
Now, to the mimic combat led 
A heroine at each squadron's heijfl 
Struck lance to lance and sword to 
shield: 

While still, through every varying feat. 
Their voices—heard in contrast sweet 
With some, of deep but soften'd sound, 
From lips of aged sires who round, 
Stood smiling at their children’s play— 
«Thus sung the ancient Pyrrhic lay :— 

SONG, 

1 Raise the buckler—poise the lance— 
Now here—now there—retreat—ad¬ 
vance 1’ 

Such were the sounds, to which the 
warrior boy 

Danc’d in those happy days, when 
Greece was free; 

When Sparta’s youth, ev’n in the hour 

°f j°y. 

Thus train’d their steps to war and 
victory; 

1 Raise the buckler—poise the lance— 
Now here—now there—retreat—ad¬ 
vance !’ 

Such was the Spartan warriors’ dance. 

‘Grasp the falchion — gird the 
shield— 

‘ Attack—defend—do all, but yield.’ 

Thus did thy sons, oh Greece, one 
glorious night, 

Dauce by a moon like this, till o’er 
the sea 


That morning dawn’d by whose im¬ 
mortal light 

*They grandly died for thee aud 
liberty ! 2 

1 Raise the buckler—poise the lance— 

1 Now here—uow there—retreat—ad¬ 
vance !’ 

Such was the Spartan heroes’ dance. 


Scarce had they dos’d this martial lay 
When, flinging their light spears away, 
The combatants, in broken ranks, 

All breathless from the war-field fly; 
And down, upon the velvet hanks 
Md flowery slopes, exhausted lie, 
Like rosy huntresses of Thrace, 

Resting at sunset from the chase, 

‘ Fond girls 1’ an aged Zian said— 

One who himself, Jnul fought and Med, 
And now, with feelings, half delight, 
Half sadness, watch’d their iniiuk 
fight— 

‘Fond maids! who thus with Wai 
can jest—- 

Like Love, in Mars’s helmet drest, 
When, in his childish innocence, 
Pleas’d with the shade that helmet 
flings, 

He thinks not of the blood, that thence 
Is dropping o’er his snowy wings. 
Ay—true it is, young patriot maids, 
Did Honour’s arm still win the fray, 
Did luck but shine on righteous blades, 
War were a game for gods to play! 
But, no, alas!—hear one, who well 
Hath track'd the fortunes *of the 
brave- 

Hear me, in mournful ditty, tell 
What glory ^ waits the patriot’s 
grave.’ * 

SONG. 

As by the shore, at break of day, 

A vanquish’d Chief expiring lay, 

Upon fhe sands, with broken sword, 
He trac’d his farewell to the Free; 


1 Homer, II. ii. 783. 

* It is said that Leonidas and hie companions employed themselves, on the evo of the battle, 
in muaio and the gymnastic exercises of their country, 
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And, there, the last unfinish’d word 
Ho dying wrote was * Liberty!’ 

At night a Sea-bird shriek’d the knell 
Of him who thus for Freedom fell; 

The words ho wrote, ere evening came, 
Were cover’d by the sounding sea ;— 
So pass away the cause and name 
Of him who dies for Liberty! 

That tribute of subdued applause 
A charm’d, hut tiipid, audience pays, 
That murmur, which a minstrel draws 
From hearts, that feel, but fear to 
praise, 

Follow’d this song, and loft a pause 
Of silence after it, that hung '• 

Like a fix’d spell on every tongue. 

At length, a low and tremulous sound 
Was heard from midst a group, that 
round 

A bashful maiden stood, to hide 
Her blushes, while the lute she tried— 
Like roses, gath’riiig round to veil 
The song of some young nightingale, 
Whoso trembling notes steal out be¬ 
tween 

The clustered loaves, herself unseen. 
And, as that voice, in tones that more 
Through feeling than through weak¬ 
ness err'd, 

•Janie, with a stronger swoetnoss, o’er 
Th' attentive oar, this strain was 
heard, 

SONG. 

I haw, from yonder silent cave , 1 
Two Fountains running, side by side, 
The ono was Mcm’ry’s limpid wave, 
The other cold Oblivion’s tide. 

‘ Oh Love 1’ said I, in thoughtless mood, 
As o’er iny lips tlxfLcfclio pass’d, 

‘ Here in this dark and chilly stream 
Bo all my pains forgot at last.’ 

But who could bear that gloomy blank, 
Where joy was lost as well us pain ? 
Quickly of Mom’ry’s fount I dtank, 
And brought the past all back again: 


And said, ‘Oh Love! whate’er my lot, 
Still let this soul to thee be true— 
Rather than have one bliss forgot, . 
Be all my pains remember’d too !’ 

The group that stood around, to shade 
The blushes of that bashful maid, 

Had, by degrees, as swell'd the lay 
More strongly forth, retif'd away, 

Like a fair shell, whose valves divide, 
To show the fairer pearl inside: 

For such she was—a creature, bright 
And delicate as those day-flowers, 
Whiih, whiletheylast, makeup, inliglit 
And sweetness, what they want in 
hours. 

So rich upon the ear had grown 
Her voice’s melody—its tone * 
Gath’ring new courage, as it found 
An coho in each bosom round— 

That, ere the nymph (with downcast eys 
Still on the chords) her lute laid by, 

‘ Another Song,’ all lips exclaim’d, 
Andeach some matchlessfav'rite nam'd; 
While blushing, as her fingers ran 
O’er the sweet chords, she thus began, 

SONG. 

Oh, Memory, how oddly 
Thou paiutest joy gone by; 

Like rainbows, thy pictures 
But mournfully shine and die. 

Or, if some tints thou keepest, 

That former days recall, 

As o’er each line thou weepest, 

Thy tears efface them all. 

But, Memory, too truly 
Thou paint’st the grief that’s past; 
Joy’s colours arc fleeting, 

But those of Sorrow last. 

And while thou bring'st before us 
Dark pictures of past ill, 

Life’s evening, dosing o’er us. 

But makes them darker still. 


So went the moonlight hours along, 

In this sweet glade; and so, with'song 


1 ' This morning we paid our visi.' 1 ‘o the Cave of Trophonlus, and the Fountains of Memory and 
Oblivion, junt upon the water ot Ilorcyna, which flows through stupendous rocks,’ ’—Willknu'i 
Tmvelt in Greece , 
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Ligiiten lior heart s eclipse awhile, I Hut, no—the nymphs kne 
And win back sorrow to a smile, tune— 

A . £ J.1 . ' . * 


N ot far flunk this secluded place, j 
On the sea-shore a ruin store! j — | 

A relic of th’ extinguish’d race, 

Who once look’d o’er that foainv 
flood, 

When fair louli.y by the light 
Of golden sunset, on the sight;* 

Of mariners who sail’d that sea, 

-i Hk® * city of chrysolite, 

Call’d from the wave by witchery. 

Bus ruin-now by burlVrous hands 
Celias'd into a motley shed, 

W uere.the once splendid column stands' 
t , Inverted on its leafy liead- 
' Was, as they tell, in times of old, 

,. t J he dwelling of that hard, whose lay 


i hells had si umber'll long 

I Were murm’ring into life again. 

j But, no—the nymphs knew well the 
tune— 

A maiden of their train, who lov’d, 
j Like the night-bird, to sing alone, 

| Bad deep into those ruins roved, 

! And there, all other thoughts forgot, 
j Was warbling o’er in lone delight, 

A lay that, on that very spot, 

Her lover sting one moonlight 
night:— 


SONG. 

Ah*! where are they’, who heard, in 
former hours, 

The voice of Song,in these neglected 

bow’ra! 

They are gone—they all are gone t 


v* as, as uey tell, m times ot old, , m 
Ike dwelling of that bard, whoso lay 10 l’ out “. who told his pain in such 
Could melt to tears the stern and cold, sweet tor “ri 
And sadden, 'mid their mirth, the biia * . w ^ lu heard him, wished hi? 
gay— pain their own— 

Simonides, 3 whose fame, through years He is gone—he is gone! 

»«««*,» 

listening by 


’Twas hither now-te catch a view 
Ut the white waters, as they play’d 
Silently in the light—a few 
Of the more restless damsels stray’d • 
And some would linger 'mid the •went 
Of hanging foliage, that perfum’d 
Hie ruin'd walls; while others went, 
Culling whatever floweret bloom’d 
fn the lone leafy space between, 
Where gilded chambers once had been; 
Or, turning sadly to the m, 

Sent o'er the wave a sigh mildest 

To some brave champion of the Free— 
a i ,, v, .: 


He is gone—he is gone! 

And she, who, while ho sung, snn 
listening by 

J And thought, to strains like these 'twere 
sweet to die— 

She is gone—she too is gone! 

I is thus, in future hours, some hard 
I will say 

I Of her, who hears, and him, who sings 
^ tin's lay- ° 

They siregone—theyhothare gone! 


. ..wiMWHMtio uuuu iuiu uyya j -— 

0 StS!!r«mwv'?Jl5 S » a ’ n *■ Tk mnon was 1UW < from Heaven’s 
oLiic o ei the wax e a sigh mildest steep 

o some brave champion of the Free- Bending to dip her silver?- urn 

IHl in ’ h r C i ld m ’ kt h,! ’ 0f lig,lt int0 th <fsilent dee/- 
At that still hour, Ins place of rest I And the young nymphs, on their re- 

Meanwhile there came a sound of song FronXse romantic ruins f, tmd 
TrmntheMcnims-afaintstoiii, Theirother ^S^SffLd 

exists also, as Pietro della Valle watered bv^iesf slwtc ’. (lnite 3 ™H«J 

tlie Persians. D S™ b J ‘ re streams of a fountain, whence 

were” f‘murhle!“ 5 fi W £s°l00$ 
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The sacred Spring, prepar’d to tune 
Their parting hymn, 1 ere sunk the moon 
To that fair Fountain, by whose strsam 
Their hearts had form’d so many a 
dream. 

Who has not read the tales, that tell 
Of old Eleusis’ worshipped Well, 

Or heard what legend-songs recount 
Of Syra, and its sacred Fount, 2 
Gushing, at once, from the hard rock 
Into the laps of living flowers— 
Whore village maidens lov'd to flock, 
On summer-nights, and, like the 
Hours, 

Link’d in harmonious dance and song, 
Charm’d the unconscious night aVmg; 
While holy pilgrims, on their way 
To Delos’ isle, stood looking on, 
Enchanted with a scone so gay, 

Nor sought their boats, till morning 
shone» 

Such was tho scene this lovely glade 
And its fair inmates now display'd, 

As round the Fount, in linked ring, 
They went, in cadence slow and 
light, 

And thus to that enchanted Spring 
Warbled their Farewell for the 
night, 

SONG. 

Herb, while the moonlight dim 
Falls on that mossy brim, 

Sing we our Fountain Hymn, 

Maidens of Zia! 

1 Tire® ‘Songs of tlio Well,' as they wore 
called aiming the undents, still exist in Greece, 
Be (him nils ns that lit has aeon 1 tho young 
women In Prince’s Island, assembled in tho 
evening at a public well, suddenly strike up a 
dance, while others suit)? in concert to thorn, 1 
3 "J'lie inhabitants of Syra, loth ancient and 
modern, may bo amnidorcd as the worshippers of 
water.. Tire old fountain, at which the nymphs 
of tire island assembled in the curliest sees, exists 
111 its original state, tire same rendelwius ns it/ 


Nothing but Music’s strain, 

When Lovers part in pain, 

Soothes, till they meet again, 

Oh, Maids of Zia! 

Bright Fount, so clear and cold, 
.Hound which the nymphs of old, 
Stood, with their locks of gold, 
Bright Fount of Zia*! 

Not even Castaly, 
ftim’d though its streamlet be, 
Murmurs or shines like thee, 

Oil, Fount of Zia! 

• 

Thou, while our hynm we Bing, 
Thy silver voice skalt bring, 
Answering, answering, 

Sweet Fount of Zia ! 

Oh! of all rills that run, 

Sparkling by moon or sun, 

Thou art the fairest one, 

Bright Fount of Zia ! 

Now, by those stars that glance 
Over hoaveu’s still expanse, 

Weave we our mirthful dance, 
Daughters of Zia! 

Such as, in former days, 

Danc'd were by Dian's rays, 

Where the Eurotas strays, 3 
Oh, Maids of Zia! 

But when to merry feet 
Hearts with no echo beat, 

Say, can the dance he sweet ? 

Maidens of Zia! 

No, nought but Music’s strain, 
When lovers part in pain, 

Soothes, till they meet again, 

Oh, Maids of Zia ! 

was formerly, whether of love and gallantry, or 
el gossiping and tale-tolling. It is near to tire 
town, and the moat limpid water gushes continu¬ 
ally from the solid rock. It is regarded by tho 
inhabitants with a degree of religions veneration; 
and they preserve a tradition, that tho pilgrims 
of old time, in their way to Doles, resortedliithur 
tor purification.’.— Clwh, 

31 Qualls in liurotm vipis, aut per jugn Cynthi 
Jbixoroat Diana ehoros.’— 
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SONG. 

"When evening shades are falling 
O'er Ocean’s sunny sleep, 

To pilgrims' hearts recalling 
Their home beyond the deep; 
When, rest o’er all descending, 

The shores with gladness stnil£, 
And lutes, their echoes blending, 

Are heard from isle to isle, 

Then, Mary, Star of the Sea, 1 ( 

We pray, we pray, to thee! 

The noon-day tempest over, 

B Now Ocean toils no more, 

And wings of halcyons hover, 

Where all was strife before. 

Oh thus nmy life, in closing 
■ * Its short tempestuous day, 

Beneath heaven’s smile reposing, 
Shine all its storms away: r 
Thus, Mary, Star of the Sea, 

We pray, we pray, to thee! 

On Helle's sea the light grew dim. 

As the last sounds of that sweet hymn 
Floated along its azure tide— 

Floated in light, as if the lay 
Had mix’d with sunset's fading ray, 

And light and song together died. 

So soft through evening’s air had breath’d 
That choir of youthful voices, wreath’d 
In many-linked harmony, 

That boats, then hurrying o'er the sea, 
Paus'd, when they reach'd this fairy shore, 
And linger’d till the strain was o'er. 

Of those young maids who've met to fleet 
In song and dance this evening’s hours, 
Par happier-now the bosoms beat, 

Than when they last adorn’d these 
bowors; 

For tidings of glad sound had come, 

At break of day, from the fair isles— 
Tidings like breath of life to some— 

That Zea s sons would soon wing home, 
Crown'd with the light of Vict’ry's 
Bmiles, 


| To meet that brightest of all meeds 
That wait on high, heroic deeds, 

WJhen gentle eyes that scarce, for tears, 
Could trace the warrior’s parting track. 
Shall, like a misty morn that clears, 
When tho long-absent sun appears, 

Shine out, all bliss, to hail him back, 

How fickle still the youthful breast 
More fond of change than a young moon, 
No joy so new was e'er possess'd 
But Youth would leave for newer soon. 
These Zean nymphs, though bright the 
spot, 

Wherefirst they held their evening play, 
As ever fell to fairy's lot 
To wanton o'er by midnight’s ray, 

Had flow exchang'd that shelter'd scene 
For a wide glade beside the sea— 

A lawn, whose soft expanse of green 
Turn’d to the west sun smilingly, 

As thongh, in conscious beauty bright, 

It joy'd to give him light for light." 

And ne’er did evening more serene 
Look down from heav’n on lovelier scene. 
Calm lay the flood around, while fleet, 
O’er the blue shining element, 

Light barks, as if with fairy feet 
Thatstirr’d not the hush’d waters, went 
Some that, ere rosy eve fell o'er 
The blushing wave, with mainsail free, 
Had put forth from the Attic shore, 

Or the near Isle of Ebony ;— 

Some, Hydriot barks, that deep in oaves 
Beneath Colonna's pillar’d cliffs, 

Had all day lurk’d, and o'er the waves 
Now shot their long and dart-like skiffs 
Woe to the craft, however fleet, 

These sea-hawks in their course shall meet 
Laden with juice of Lesbian vines, • 

Or rich from Naxos’ emery mines; 

For not more sure, when owlets flee 
O’er the dark crags of Pendoiee, 

Doth the night-fidcon mark hiS prey, 

Or pounce on it more fleet than they. 

And what a moon now lights the glade 
.Where these young island nymphs arc 
met! 

Full-orbM, yet pure, as if no shade 
Had touch’d its virgin lustre yet; 

And freshly bright, as if just made 


1 One of the title* of the Virgin Maria illuminator, sive Stella Marii.’-lirniw 
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By Lore’s own hands, of new-born light 
Btol’n from his mother's star to-night. 

On a bold rock, that o’er the flood 
J utted from that soft glade, there stood 
A Chapel, fronting tow’rds the sea,— 
Built in some by-gone century,— 

Where, nightly, as the seaman’s mark, 
When waves rose high or clouds were 
dark, 

A lamp, bequeath’d by soma kind Saint, 
Shed o’er tha wave its glimmer faint, 

Waking in way-worn-men a sigh 
And pray’r to heav’n, as they went by. 
'Twas there, around that rock-built shrine, 
A group of maidens and their sires 
Hud stood to watch the day’B decline. 

And as the light fell o'er their lyres, 
Sung to the Queen-Star of the Sea 
That soft and holy melody. 

But lighter thoughts and lighter song 
Now woo tho coming, hours along: 

For, mark, where smooth the herbage lies, 
Yon gay pavilion, curtain’d deep 
With silken folds, through which bright 
eyes, 

From time to time, arc Boen to peep; 
While twinkling lights that, to and fro, 
Beneath those veils, like meteors, go, 

^ Toll of some spells at work, and keep 
Youngfancies chain’d in muto suspense, 
Watching what next may shine from 
thonce. 

Nor long the pause, ore hands unseen 
That mystic curtain backward drew, 
And all, that late hut shone between, 

In half-oaught gleams, now burst to 
view. 

A picture ’twas of the early days 
Ol glorious Greece, ere yet those rays 
Of rich, immortal Mind were hers 
That made mankind her worshippers; 
While, vet Unsung, hor'landscapes shone 
With glory lent by Heaven alone; 

Nor temples crown’d her nameless hills, 
Nor Muso immobilis'd her rills; 

Nor aught hut the mute poesy 
Of sun, and stars, and shining sou, 

Illum’d that land of bards to be. 


While, prescient of t’ne gifted race 
That yet would realm so blest adorn, 
Nature took pains to deck the place 
Where glorious Art was to be born, 

Such was the scene that mimic stage 
Of Athens and her hills portray’d; 
Athens, in her first, youthfpl age, 

Ere yet the simple violet braid, 1 
Which then adorn’d her, had shone down 
Tim glorys of earth's loftiest crown, 
While, yet undream’d, hor seeds of Art 
Lav sleeping in tho marble mine— 
Sleeping till Genius bade them start 
To all but life, in shapes divine; 

Till deified the quarry shone 
And all Olympus stood in stone I 

* 

There, in the foreground of that scone, 

On a soft hank of living green, 

Sat a young nymph, with her lap full 
Of newly-gathcr’d flowers, o’er whioh 
She graceful loan’d, intent to oull 
AlWhat was there of hue most rich, 

To form a wreath, such as the eye 
Of her young lover, who stood by, - 
With pallet mingled fresh, might choooc 
To fix by Painting's rainbow hues. 

The wreatli.was form’d; tho maiden rais’d 
Her speaking eyes to his, while he— 
Oh not upon the flowers now gaz’d, 

But on that bright look's witchery. 
While, quick as if but then the thought, 
Like light, had reach'd his soul, ho caught 
His pencil up, and, warm and true 
As life itself, that love-look drew : 

And, as his raptur’d task wont on, 

And forth each kindling feature shono, 
Sweet voices, through the moonlight air, 
From lips as moonlight teh and pure, 
Thus hail'd the bright dream passing 
there, 

And sung tho Birth of Portraiture. 1 

SONG. 

As once a Grecian maiden wove 
Iler garland mid the summer bow’rs, 


a 


* ‘ Violet-crown'd Athens. ‘—Pindar, 

1 Tho whole of this scone wns *u®nitod by PUny’c inwnmt of tha milut Pamias and his 
mifitma Glycoin, lib. xxxv «. M - 
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Thfire stood a youth with eyes of love, 

To watch her while sho wreath'd the 
flow'rs. 

The youth was skill’d in Painting’s art, 
lint ne’er had studied woman's brow, 
Nor knew what magic hues the heart 
Gan shed o'er Nature's charms, till now. 

1 CHURCH, 

Blest be Love, to whom we owe 
All that's fair and bright below- 

His hand had pictur'd many a rose, 

And sketch'd the rays that light the 
brook; 

But what were these, or what were those, 
To woman's blush, to woman's look ? 

1 Oh, if such magic pow’r there be, 

This, this,' he cried, ‘ is all my prayer, 
To paint that living light I see, 

And nx the soul that sparkles there,' 

His prayer, as soon ns breath'd, was heard; 

His pallet, touch’d by love, grew warm, 
And Painting saw her hues transfmVd 
From lifeless flow'rs to woman's form. 
Still as from tint to tint ho stole, 

The fair design shone out the more. 

And there was now a life, a soul, 

Where only colours glow'd before. 

Then first carnations learn’d to speak, 

And lilies into life wore brought; 

While, mantling on the maiden's check, 
Young roses kindled into thought, 

Then hyacinths their darkest dyes 
Upon tlio locks of Beauty threw; 

And violets transform’d to eyes, 

Inshrm’d a soul within their blue, 

CHonus, 

Blest he Love, to whom we owe 
All that's fair and bright below, 

Bong was cold and Painting dim 
Till gong and Painting leam'd from him. 

Soon as the scene had clos'd, a cheer 
Of gentle voices, old and young, 

1 The traveller Shaw mentions a bountiful 
HU in Jlarbary, which it received into a largo 
ImiKM called Shrub ure hub, 'Drink and away,' 

■ there being (rreat danger of meeting with 
thieves and Miwdn* in such places, 

• Tim Arabian uli ] b ud haa a peculiar core* 


Rose from the groups that stood to hew 
This tale of yore so aptly sung; 

Afld while some nymphs, in haste to felt 
The workers of that fairy spoil 
How crown’d with praise their task had 
been, 

Stole in behind the curtain'd scene, 

The rest in happy converse stray'd— 
Talking that ancient lovo-talo o'er— 
Some, to tlio groves that skirt the glade, 
Some, to the chapel by the shore, 

To look what lights were on the sea, 

And think of th’ absent silently, 

But soon that summons known so well 
Through bow’r and hall in Eastern 
dfinds, 

Whose sound more sure than gong or bell, 
Lovers and slaves alike commands,— 
The clapping of young female hands, 
Calls back the groups from rock and Held 
To see some new-fovpi’d scene reveal'd, 
And fleet and eager down the slopes 
Of the green glade, like antelopes, 

When, in their thirst, they hoar the sound 
Of distant rills, the light nymphs hound. 

Far different, now the scene—a waste 
Of Libyan sands, by moonlight's ray; 
An ancient well, whemm were trac’d 
The warning words, for such as stray 
Unarmed there, 1 Drink and away!’ 1 
While, near it, from the night-ray screen'd, 
And like his bells, in hush'd repose, 

A camel slept—young as if wean'd 
When last the star, Canopus, rose, 1 

Such was the back-grouud'ssilent enene 
While nearer lay, fast slumb'ring too, 

In a rude tent, with brow serene, 

A youth whose checks of way-worn hut 
And pilgrim bonnet, told the tale 
That he had boen*to Mecca’s Valo: 
Happly in pleasant dreams, «v'ji now 
1 Linking the loug-wish’a hour is oom< 
When o’er the well-known porch at 
home, * 

imiuy in weaning tlio young <r,inel: when the 
proper time arrives, he turns the cimiol to. 
wards the rising star, Canopus, ami says, ‘Du 
you see Canopus f from this moment run taste 
not another drop of tailk,'-Kuhardtim. 
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His hand sh&ll hang the aloe bough- 
U of his accomplish’d'vow, 1 

> !l| t bnefhisdream-fornowthe call* 

, p V f ; ho oamp-chiefs from rear to van. 

Bind on your burdens,'‘wakes up all 

h widely slumb’ring caravan ; 

And thus meanwhile, to greet the-ear 
Of the young pilgrim as he wakes, 

The song of ono who, ling’ring near, 

^breaks^ 1>(1 tliS uml)er ' cll!!eri f 

SONG. 

Up and march! the timbrel’s sound 

pi , 8lurab ' rin ff camp around; 
Fleet thy hour of rest hath gone,, 

Armed sleeper, up, and on! * 
Long and weary is our way 
( er the burning sands to-day 
But to pilgrim’s homeward feet 
L en the desert's path is sweet. 

When we lie at dead of night, 

Looking up to heaven's.light, 

Hearing but the watchman’s tone 
faintly chuunting' God is one,’ 3 
Oh what thoughts then o’er us come 
' * our distant village home, 

Y here that chaunt, when ev'ning sots, 
Bounds from all the minarets. 

Cheer thee 1-soon shall signal lights, 
kindling o’er the Red Sea heights, 
kindling quick from man to man, 

Hail our coming caravan: 4 
Tliink what bliss that hour will be 1 
Looks of home again to see, 

And our names again to hear 

Murmur’d out by voices dear, 

So pass’d the desert dream away, 

Fleeting as jjis who head this fay, 

1 ' Whoovor returns from a pilgrimage to 
Mecca hangs tills plant (tho mitre-shapod 
Aioe) over his atregt-door, as a token of his 
having performed this holy journey,'-//««/- 

* This form of notice to the mafans to 
prepare for marching wan applied by Hail* to 
the necessity of relinquishing the pleasures of 
tills world, and preparing fur deathFor 
me what room is there for pleasure In the 
bower of Beauty, when every moment the bell 
u.olrea, yrxktuiutlou, “limd on your bur- 


MB 

I tbl! P 111186 between, nor mov'd 

I The spell-bound andienoe from that 

spot; 

Whuo still, as usual, Fanoy rov’d 
On to the joy that yet was not;— 
Fancy, who nath no present home, 

But builds her bower in scenes to come, 

™ alking for ever in a light* 

That flows from regions out of sight. 

But lee, by gradual dawn descried, 

A mountain realm—rugged as e'er 
Uprais’d to heaven its summits bare, 

Or tord to earth, with frown of pride, ’ 

I hat Freedom's falcon nest was there, 
loo high for hand of lord or king 
To hood her brow, or chain her wing. 

Tis Maina's land—her ancient hills, 
l’he abode of nymphs ‘-her countless rills 
I And torrents, in their downward dash, 
Binning, like silver, through the shade ' 
Of the sea-pine and ilow'ring ash— 

All with a truth so fresh portray’d 
As wants but touch of life to be 
A world of warm reality, 

And now, light hounding forth, a band 
Of mountaineers, all smiles, advance- 
Nymphs with their lovers, hand in band. 
Link'd in the Ariadne dance; 8 
And while, apart from that gay thrhtm, 

A minstrel youth, in varied song, 

Tells of tho’loves, the joys, the ills 

Of these wild children of the hills, 

i he rest by turns, or fierce, or gay, 

As war or sport inspires the lay, 

! ollow each change that wakes the strings 
And act what thus the lyrist sings — ' 

SONG. 

No life is like the mountaineer's, 

His homo is near the sky, 

dOMf” 

', n tlW Mn, P "f thC Ofi.111. 

0° r Cr7i,W 0n '’ a,ter 
other, God Is one, Ac, &q 

J fll! W,W T" ,om “ r y.' »»ya Irwin, ' to light 
up fires on the mountain, within view of 
bosseir, to vivo notice of the approach of t|„ 
caravans that came from the Nlfo ’ 

--virginibns bacchata Laconia 

Taygeta.—Firg, 

Trl. fl X " r “ W0U “ t ° ,thISd,URM ‘ Da0u ^ 
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Where, thron'd above this world, he hears I Seem’d to the fancy, like a dirge 

flf nnmfi InnA Rnint ( fh/i Staa 


Its strife at distance die, 

Or, should the sound of hostile drum 
Proclaim below, ‘ We come—we come,’ 
Each crag that tow'rs in air 
Gives answer, ‘ Come who dare! ’ 

While, like bees, from dell and dingle, 
Swift the swajuning warriors mingle, 

And their cry 1 Hurra!’ will be, 

Hurra, to victory! ’ 

Then, when battle’s hour is over, 

See tlie happy mountain lover, 

With the nymph, who’ll soon be bride, 
Seated blushing by his side,— 

Every shadow of his lot 
In her sunny smile forgot. 

OJi, no life is like the mountaineer's, 

His home is near the sky, 

Where, thron’d ahove this world, he hears 
_ Its strife at distance die. 

»'Nor only thus through summer suns 
iiis blithe existence cheerly ruus— 

Ev’n winter, bleak and dim, * 
Brings joyous hours to him; 

When, his rifle behind him flinging, 

He watches the roe-buck springing, 

And away, o'er the hills away 
Re-echoes his glad 1 hurra.’ 


1 hen how blest, when night is closing, 
By the kindled hearth reposing, 

To his rebeck’s drowsy song, 

He beguiles the hour along; 

Or, provok’d by merry glances, 

To a brisker movement dances, 

Till, weary at last, in slumber’s chain, 
He dreams o’er chase and dance again, 
Breams, dreams them o’er again. 

As slow that minstrel, at the close, 

Sunk, while ho sung to feign'd repose, 
Aptly did they, whose mimic art 
Follow’d the changes of his lay, 
Portray the lull, the nod, the start, 
ihrough which, as faintly died away 
H* s kte ami voice, the minstrel pass'll, 
"ill voice and lute lay hush'd at last. 

But now far other song came o'er 
Their startled ears—song that, at first, 
An solemnly the iight*win§ bore 4 
Aoroiia the wave its mournful burst, 


Of some lone Spirit of the Sea, 

Sifiging o'er Helle's ancient Rurge 
The requiem of her Brave and Fieu 

Sudden, amid their pastime, pause 
The wond'ring nymphs; and, as the 
sound 

Of that strange music nearer draws, 

With mute enquiring eye look round, 
Asking each other what can be 
The source of this sad minstrelsy f 
Nor longer can they doubt, the song 
Comes from same island bark, which 
now 

Courses the bright waves swift along, 

Afnl soon, perhaps, beneath the brow 
Of the Saint's Rock will shoot its 

prow. , 

Instantly all, with hearts that sigh'd 
'Twiit fear’s and-fancy’s influence, 
Flew to the Rock, and saw from thence 
A red-sail’d pinnace tow’rds them glide, 
Whoso shadow, as it swept the spray, 
Scatter'd the moonlight's smiles away. 
Soon as the mariners saw that throim 
From the cliff gazing, young and old, 
Sudaen they slack’d their sail and song, 
And while their pinnace idly roll'd 
On the light surge, these tidings told: - 


'Twas from an isle of mournful name, 
From Missolonghi, last they came— 

Sad Missolonghi, sorrowing yet 
O’er him the noblest Star of Fame 
That e’er in life’s young glory set !— 
An £ nm ! WBrfi on mournful way, 

| Wafting the news through 'llolle’s 
isles;— 

Hews that would cloud ev’n Freedom's 
ray, * 

,, ^nd sadden Vict’ry ’mid her smiles. 
Their tale thus told, and heard, with 
pain, 

Out spread the galliotWings again ; 
And, as she sped her swift career, 

Again that Hymn rose on the ear— 

1 Thou art not dead—thou art not dead! 

As oft 'twas sung, in ages flown, 

Of him, the Athenian, who, to shed 
A tyrant's blood, pour’d out his own. 


EVENINGS IN GREECE, 


647 


I To pass with the brief strain away, 

' Tji.sn nvt nn» i a ,i i Or turn at once to theme more glad; 

1 S 1 lJ,L O f n d ~i! 10U art notllei,(F| And in untun’d to meet 


t No, dearest Harmodius, no, 

Thy soul, to realms above us fled, 

1 hough, liko a star, it dwells o’er-hcad, 
Still lights this world below. 

Thou art not dead—thou art not dead!' 
No, dearest Harmodius, no. 


The light laugh of the happier train, 
Wander'd to seek some moonlight seat 
’A bore they might rest in converse sweet 
Till vanish'd smiles should come again * 


—inuu ttU UUl UCHU . 

A o, dearest Harmodius, no. And seldom e’er hath noon*of night 

rn. , , •, , , To sadness lent more soothing light. 

Through isles of light, where ncroes tuad On Sne side, in the dnrlc blue sky, 


^ And llow'rs ethereal blow, 

Thy god-liko spirit now is led, 

T hy lip, with life ambrosial fed, 

Forgets all taste of woe. 

Thou art not dead—thou art not dead! 
No, dearest Harmodius, no. « # 

The myrtle, round |hat falchion spread 
Which struck the immortal blow, 
Throughout all time, with leaves unshed- 
Thc patriot's hope, the tyrant's dread— 
Round Freedom 's'shriiio shall grow. 
Thou art not dead—thou art not dead! 
No, dearest Harmodius, no. 

Where hearts like thine have broke or 
bled, 

Though quench’d the vital glow, 

Their mom’ry lights a flame, instead, 
Which, ov’n from out the narrow bed 
^ Of death, its beams shall throw, 

Thou art not dead—thou art not dead 1 
No, dearest Harmodius, no. 

Thy name, by myriads sung and said, 
From ago to age shall go, 

Long as the oak and ivy wed, 

As bees shall haunt Hymettus’ head. 

Or Hello's Waters flow, 

Thou art not dead—thou art not dean! 
No, dearest Harmodius, no, 


'Mong those who linger’d list’ning there,— 
List’ning, with ear and eye, as long 
is breath of (light could tow’rds them 
bear 

A murmur of that mournful song,— 

A few there were, in whom the lay 
Had call'd up feelings far too sad 


Lonely and radiant was the eye 
Of Juve himself, while, on the other, 
,J *ong tiny stars that round her gleam’d. 
Thu young moon, like the Roman mothei 
Among her living ‘jewels,’ beam’d. 

Touch’d by the lovely scenes around, 

A pensive maid—one who, though 

Had known what 'twas to see unwound 
The ties by which her heart had clung-*., 
Waken’d her soft tamboura’s sound, 

A«d to its faint accords thus sung 


Calm as, beneath its mother’s eyes, 

In sleep the smiling infant lies, 

So, watch’d by all the stars of night, 

Yon landscape Bleeps in light. 

And' while the night-breeze dies away. 
Like relics of some faded strain, 

Lov'd voices, lost for many a day, 

Seem whisp’ring round again. 

Oh youth! oh Love! ye dreams, that shad 
Such glory once—where are ye fled f 

Pure ray of light that, down the sky, 

Art pointing, like an angel’s wand, 

As if to guide the realms that lie 
In that bright sea beyond; 

Who knows but, in sonic brighter deep 
Than ev'n that tranquil, moon-lit mini, 
Some land may lie, where those who weep 
Shall wake to smile again! 

With cheeks that had regain'd their 
power 

And play of smiles,—and ouch bright 


I krtif (unr® 


648 EVENINGS IN GREECE, 

Like Tiolots after morning’s shower, As, weak or wise—it doosri t matter— 
The brighter for the tears gone by, Woman, at heart, is woman still. 
Hack to the scene such smiles should grace c 


mesa wana ring nynipns tneir pare re¬ 
trace, 

And, reach the spot, with rapture new, 
r [ ust as the veils asunder flew, 

And a fresh vision burst to view. 

There, by her own bright Attic flood, 

The blue-ey’d Queen of Wisdom stood 
Not as she haunts the sage’s dreams, 

With brow unveil'd, divine, severe; 

Hut soften’d, ns on bards she beams, n 
When fresh from Poesy’s high sphere, 

A music, not her own, she brings, 

And, through the veil which Fancy flings 
O'er her stern features, gently sings, 

But who is he—that urchin nigh, 

With quiver on the rose-trees hung, 
Who seems.just dropp’d from yonder sky, 
'And stands to watch that maid’, with eye 
So full of thought, for one so young p— 
That child—hut, silence! lend thine ear, 
And thus in song the tale thon’lt hear :~ 

SONG. 

As love, one summer eve, was straying, 
Who should he see, at that soft hour, 
But young liinerva, gravely playing 
Her flute within an olive bow’r. 

I need not say, ’tis Love’s opinion 
That, grave or merry, good or ill, 

The sex all bow to his dominion, 

As woman will be woman still. 

Though seldom yet the boy hath giv’n 
To learned dames his smiles or sighs, 

So handsome Pallas look'd, that ev’n, • 

Love quite forgot the maid was wise, 
Besides, a youth of his discerning 
Knew well that, by a shady nil, 

At sunset hour, whate'er her learning, 

A woman will be woman still. 

Her flute he prais'd in terms extatic,—- 
W ishing it dumb, nor car’d how soon 
For Wisdom's notes, howe’er chromatic, 

To Love seem always out of tune. 

But tong as he found 'face to flatter, 

The nvmph found breath to shake and 
thrill: 


Love chang'd his plan, with warmth ex¬ 
claiming, 

* How rosy waB her lip's soft dye! 1 
And much that flute, the flatt’rer, blaming, 
For twisting lips so sweet awry. 

The nymph look’d down, beheld'her fea¬ 
tures 

Reflected in the passing rill, 

And started, shock’d—for, ah, ye crea¬ 
tures ! 

Ev’n when divine, you're women still. 

Quic^from the lips it made so odious. 
That graceless.flute the Goddess took, 
And, while yet fill’d with breath melo¬ 
dious, " 

Flung it into the glassy brook; 

Where, as its vocal life was fleeting 
Adorn the current? faint and shrill, 
'Twas heard in plaintive tone repeating, 

‘ Woman, alas, vain woman still! ’ 


An interval of dark repose— 

Such as the summer lightning knows 
'Twiit flash and flash, as still more bright 
The quick revealment comes and goes, 

1 Op’mng each time the veils of night, 
j To show, within, a world of light— 

I Such pause, so brief, now pass'd between 
This last gay vision and the scone, 

Which now its depth of light disclos’d, 
A bow’r it seem’d, an Indian bow'r, 
Within whose shade a nymph repos'd, 
Sleeping away noon’s sunny hour— >• 
Lovely as she, the sprite who weaves 

Her mansion of swewt Durva leaves, 

And there, as Indian legends say, 

Dreams the long summer hours away. 

And mark, how charm'd this steeper 
seems w 

With some hid fancy—she, too, dreams! 
Oh for a wizard's art to tell 
The wonders that now bless her sight! 
'Tis done—a truer, holier spell 
Than e’er from wizard’s lip yet fell 

brings her vpdua all to light 1 — 
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BONG. 

Who comes so gracefully 
Gliding along, « 

While the blue rivulet 
Sleeps to her song; 

Song, richly vying 
With the faint sighing 
Which swans, in dying. 

Sweetly prolong?’ 

So sung the shepherd-boy 
By the stream's side, 

Watching that fairy bout 
Down the Hood glide, ■ . 

Like a bird winging, 

Through the waves bringing 
That Syren, singing ‘ , 

To the hush'd tide, ' 

Stay,’ said tie shepherd-boy, 

1 Fairy-boat, stay, 

Linger, sweet minstrelsy, 

Linger, a day, 1 
But vain his pleading, 

Past him, unheeding, 

Song and boat speeding, 

Glided away. 

So to our youthful eyes 
Joy and hope shone ; 

So, while wo gaz’d on them, 

Fast they flew on ;— 

Like flow ’rs, declining 
Ev'n in the twining, 

One moment shining, 

And, the next, gone! 

Soon as the imagin’d dream went by, 
Uprose the nymph, with anxious oy’e 
Turn'll to the clouds, as though some boon 
She waited from that suii-hnght dome, 
And marvell'd that it came not soon 
As her young thoughts would have it 
come. 

But joy is in her glance!—the wing 
Of ft white bid is seen above; 

And oh, if round his neck he bring 
The long-wish'd tiding# frontier love, 
Rot half so preeioua in her eyes 
Ev'n that higli-omcn'd bird 1 would be, 


Who dooms the brow o’er which ho .flies 

To wear a crown of Loyally. 

She had, herself, last evening, seta 

A winged messenger, whose flight 
Through the dear, roseate element, 

She watch’d till, lesa’ning out of sight 
Far to the golden West it went, 

Wafting to him, her distary; love, 

A-missive in that language wrought 
Which iWrs can speak, when aptly wove, 

Each hue a word, each leaf a thought. 

And now—oil speed of pinion, known 
To Love's light messengers alone 1— 

Ero yet another ov'ning takes 
Its farewell of the golden lakes, 

She sees another .envoy tly, 

With the wish'd answer, through the sky. 

SONG. 

Wei, comic, sweet bird, through the sunny * 
air winging, 

Swift hast thou eomo o’er the far* 
shining sea, 

Like {John's dove, on thy snowy neck 
bringing 

Love’s written vows from my lover to 
me. 

Oh, in thy absence, what hours did I 
number !— 

Saying oft, • Idle bird, how could he 
rostP’ 

But thou art como at last, take now thy 
slumber, 

And lull thee in dreams of all thou 
lov'st best, 

Yet dost thou droop—even now while I 
utter 

Love’s happy welcome, thy pulse dies 
away; 

Cheer thee, my bird—wore it life’s ebbing 
flutter, 

This fondling bosom-should woo it to 
stay. 

Hut no—thou art dying—thy last task k 
over— 

Farewell, sweet martyr to Love and (a 
me! 


to Hume. 



650 


EVENINGS IN GREECE. • 


* 


9> 


The smiles thou hast waken'd by news | 
from my lover, 

Will now all be turn’d into weeping 
for thee. 

„ While thus the scene of song (their last 
For the sweet summer season) pass’d, 

A few presiding nymphs, whose care 
Watch’d over all, invisibly, 

As do those guardian sprites of air, „ 
Whose watcli we feel, but cannot see, 
Had from the circle—scarcely miss'd, 

Ere they were sparkling there agqjn— 
Glided, like fairies, to assist 
Their handmaids on the moonlight 
plain, 

Where, hid by intercepting shade 
'From the stray glance of curious eyes, 

A feast of fruits and wines was laid— 

Soon to shine out, a glad surprise! 

* And now the moon, her ark of light 
Steering through Heav’n, as though 
she bore 

In .safety through that deep of night, 
Spirits of earth, the good, the bright, 

To some remote immortal shore, 

Had half-way sped her glorious way, 

When, ropd reclin'd on hillocks green, 
In groups, beneath that tranquil ray, 

The Zeans at their feast were seen. 

G ay was the picture—ev’ry maid 
Whom late the lighted scene display'd, 

Still in her fancy garb array’d 
The Arabian pilgrim, smiling here 
Beside the nymph of India’s sky; 

While there the Mainiote mountaineer 
Whisper'd in young Minerva’s ear, 

And urchin love stood laughing by. 

Meantime the elders round the board, 

Ily mirth and wit themselves made 
J m S< 

High cups of juice Zaoynthian pour’d, 

And, while the flask went round, thus 
sung 

SONG. 

Dp with the sparkling brimmer, 

Up to the crystal run; 


Let not a moon-beam glimmer 
’Twist the flood and brim, 
r When hath the world set eyes on 
Aught to match this light, 

Which, o'er our cup’s horizon, 
Dawns in bumpers bright ? 

Truth in a deep well lieth— 

So the wise aver: 

But Truth the fact denieth— 

"Water suits not her, 

No, her abode’s in brimmers, 

Like this mighty cup— 

Waiting till we, good swimmers, 
Dive to bring her up. 

Thuf circled round the song of glee, 

And all was tuneful mirth the while, 
Save on the cheeks of some whose smile, 
As fix’d they gaze upon the sea, 

Turns into paleness suddenly! 

What Bee they there*? a bright blue light 
That, like a meteor, gliding o’er 
The distant wave, grows on the sight 
As though ’twere wing’d to Zea’s shore 

To some, ’mong those who came to gaze, 
It seem'd the night-light, far away, 

Of some lone fisher, by the blaze 
Of pine torch, luring on his prey; 
While others, as, ’twixt awe and mirth, 
They breath’d the Mess'd Panaya'V 
name, 

Vow'd that such light was not of earth, 
But of that drear, ill-omen’d flame, 
Which mariners seo on sail or mast, 

When Death is coming in the blast, 
While marv'Uing thus they stood, a maid, 
Who sat apart, with downcast eye, 

Nor yet had, liko the rest, survey’d 
That coming light which now was nigh, 
Soon as it met her sigiit, with cry 
Of pain-like joy? Tis he 1 ’trs he! ’ 
Loud she exclaim’d, and hurrying by 
The assembled throng, rush’d tow'rdi 
the sea. 

t 

At hurst so. wild, alarm’d, amaz'd, 

All stood, like statues, mute, and gaz’d 
Into each other’s eyes, to seek 
What meant such mood, in maid so meeki 


1 Tire name whlnfc the Greek/. rive to the Virgin Mary. 
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T5!I now, the tale was known to few, 

But now from lip to lip it flaw •— 

A youth, the flower of all the band, , 
Who late had left this sunny shore, 
When last he kiss'd that maiden’s hand, 
Ling’ring, to kiss it o’er and o’er, 

By his sad brow too plainly told 
Th’ ill-omen’d thought which cross'd 
him then, 

That once those hands should lose their 
hold, 

They ne’er would meet on earth again! 
In vain his mistress, sad as he, 

But with a heart from self as free 
As.gon'rous woman’s only is, 

Veil’d her own fours to banish his 
With frank rebuke, but still more vain, 
Did a rough warrior, who stood b*y, 

Call to his mind this martial strain, 

His favourite one*, ere Beauty's eye 
Had taught his soldier-heart to sigh 

SONG. 

March! nor lined those arms that hold 
thee, 

Though so fondly close they come; 
Closer still will they enfold thee. 

When thou bring'st fresh laurels homo. 
Dost thou doto on woman’s brow ? 

Dost thou live but in her breath f 
March 1—one hour of victory now 
Wins time woman’s smile till death. 

Oh what bliss, when war is over, 

Beauty's long-miss'd smile to moot, 

And, when wreaths our temples cover, 

Lay them shining at her feet I 
Who would not, that hour to reach, 
Breathe out life’s expiring sigh,— 
Proud! as waves that on the beach 
Lay their wav-orests down, and die ? 

There 1 I see thy soul is burning— 

She herself, who oliSp thee so, 

Paints, ev’n now, thy glad returning, 

And, while clasping, bids thee go, 

Ono deep sigh, to passion given, 

One last gloving tear and then— 
March!—nor rest thy sword, till Heaven 
Brings thee to thoso arms again, 

Even then, e’er loth thoir hands could part, 
A promise the youth gave, which borp 


Some halm unto the maiden’s heart, 

That, soon as the fierce fight was o’er, 

To home he’d speed, if safe and free— 

Nay, ev’n if aying, still would come, 

So the blest word of ‘ Victory! ’ 

Might bo the last he’d breathe at home. 
‘By day,’ he cried, ‘thou’lt know my « 
bark; 

But, should I come through midnigh 
dark, 

A bine light on the prow shall tell 
That Greece hath won, and all is well!' 

Fondly the maiden, every night, 

Had stolen to seek that promis’d light; 

Nor long her eyes had now been turn'd 
From watching when the signal burn'd. 
Signal of joy—for her, for all— 

Fleetly, the boat now nears the land? 
While voices, from the shore-edge, call 
For tidings of the long-wish’d band. 

Oh the blest hour, when those whow 
been 

Through peril’s paths by land or sea, 
Look’d in our arms again are scon. 

Smiling in glad security; 

When heart to heart we fondly strain, 
Questioning quickly o'er and o'er— 

Then hold them off, to gaze again, 

And ask, though answer’d oft before, 

If they, indeed, are ours once more } 

Such is the scene, so full of joy, 

Which welcomes now this warrior-boy, 

As fathers, sisters, friends all run 
Bounding to meet him-all but, one, 

Who, slowest on his neck to full, 

Is yot the happiest of them all. 

And now behold him, circled round 
With beaming faces, at that hoard, 

While cups, with laurel foliage crown'd, 
Aroito tlio coming warriors pour’d,— 
Coining, as he, their herald, told, 

With blades from vict'ry scarce yet cold, 
With hearts uiitoueh’d by Moslem steel, 

And wounds that home’s sweet breath will 
heal. 

‘ Ere morn,’ said he,-and, while he spoke, 
Turn'd to the east, where, dear, and 
pale, 

The star of dawn already broke- [sail! 1 
‘We’ll greet, on yonder wave, their 
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Then, wherefore part ? all, all agree 

To wait them here, beneath this bower; 

And thus, while ev'n amidst their glee, 

Each eye is turn’d to watch the sea, 

With song they cheer the anxious hour. 

# , SONG. 

* "i'ls the Vine! tie the Vine! ’ said the 
cup-loving boy, 

As he saw it spring bright from the 
earth, p 

And call’d the young Genii of W't, Love, 
and Joy, 

To witness and hallow its birth. « 

The fruit was full grown, like a ruby it 
darn’d 

Till the sun-beam that kiss’d it look’d 
palo; 

‘Vfis the Vine! ’tis the Vine!’ ev’ry 
Spirit exclaim’d, 

* Hail, hail to the Wine-tree, all hail! ’ 

* 

First, fleet as a bird, to the summons Wit 
flew, 

While a light on the vine-leaves there 
broke, 

In flashes so quick and so brilliant, all 
knew 

’Twas the light from his lips as he 
spoke, 

’Bright tree! let thy nectar but cheer 
ma’ he oried, 


‘ And the fount of Wit never can mil ; 1 

1 ’Tis the Vine! ’tis the Vine!’ hills and 

t valleys reply, 

1 Hail, hail to the Wine-tree, all hail! ’ 

Next, Love, as ho lean’d o’er the plant to 
admire 

Each tendril and cluster it wore, 

From his rosy mouth sent such a breath 
of desire, 

As made the tree tremble all o’er. 

Oh, never did flow’r of the earth, sea, or 
sky, 

Such a soul-giving odour inhale: 

; ’Tis the Vine! ’tis the Vine ! ’ all re¬ 
echo the cry, 

‘ Hgil, hail to the "Wine-tree, all-hail ! 1 

Last, Joy, without whom even Love and 
Wit die, f 

Came to crown the bright hour with his 
ray; 

And scarce had that mirth-waking tree 
met his eye, 

When a laugh spoke what Joy could 
not say ;— 

A laugh of the heart, which was echoed 
around 

Till, like music, it swell’d on the gale; 

1 ’Tis the Vine 1 ’tis the Vine 1 ’ laughing 
myriads resound, 

‘ Hail, hail to the Wine-tree, all hail! 


> 
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THE MISS FEILDINGS, 
this volum ra nwguiMD, 

Bn t THEIR FAITH JTDL FRIEND AND SERVANT, 


THOMAS MOORH, 


THE VOICE, 

It came o’er her sleep, like a voice of 
those days, 

When love, only love, was the light of her 
ways j _ 

And, soft as in moments of bliss long ago, 

It whisper’d her name from the garden 
below. 

' Alas,’ sigh’d the maiden , 1 how fancy can 
cheat I 

The world once had lips that could whis¬ 
per thus Bweet; 

But cold now they slumber in yon fatal 
deep, 

Where, oh that beside them this heart 
too could sleep! ’ 

She fm’nk oil her pillow—-but no, ’twaB in 
vain 

To chase the illusion, that Voice came 
again I , 

Bhe flew to*the casement—but, hush’d aa 
the grave, 

In moonlight lay slumbering woodland 
and wave. ,, 

’Oh sleep, come and shield m<v’ in an- 
finish she said, 

' f row that, call of the buried, that cry of 
the Head 1 ’ 

And sleep came around lw—but, bL ai ting, 
she wok#, 


For still from the garden that spirit Voice 


‘I come,’ she exclaim’d, ‘be thy home 
where it may, 

On earth or in heaven, that call I obey 

Then forth through the moonlight, with 
heart beating fast 

And loud as a death-watch, the pals 
maiden past. 

Still round her the Beene all in lonelinesi 
Bhone; 

And still, in the distance, that Voice led 
her on 5 

But whither she wander'd, by wave or by 
shore, 

None ever could tell, for she came back 
no more. 

No, ne’er eame she back,—bnt the watch 
man who stood, 

That night in the tow'r which o’ershadows 
the flood, 

Saw dimly, 'tis said, o'er the moon-ligh ted 
spray, 

A youth on a steed bear the maiden away, 


CUPID AND PSYCHE. 

Tmsr told her that he, to whose vows she 
had listen’d 

Through night’s fleeting hours, waa a 
Spirit un blest!— 
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t tjnhol 7 , tfce «es that beside her had glis- Then, slow from the clasp of her snowy 
. 4 _ , arms breaking, 

nf ^P 8 darkness had *Tkus said, in a voice tnor© of sorrow 

prest, than ire; 

* 1 When nest in thy chamber the bride- 1 Farewell—what a dream thy suspicion 
Groom reelineth. hath broken! 


v - 

firing neaj him thy lamp, when in Tims ever Affection's fond vision is 
slumber be lies; ---* 


And there, as the light o'er his dark fea- Dissolv’d are her spells when a doubt 
tures shineth, —>— 


hut spoken, 


Thou It see what a demon hath won And love, once distrusted, for aver it 

ftH +!■»« nielli. 1 1 1 _ A « > • ■ 


all thy sighs!’ # lost 

Too fond to believe them, yet doubting, 

yet fearing, ‘ R 

"When calm lay the sleeper she stole •* 

* with her light; < The nil 

And saw—such a vision!—no image, ap- ful j 

. , , There gi 

, lo bards in their day-dreams, was ever .tJ? 

* so bright. 7* 


t . mo AND LEANDER, 

' The night-wind is moaning with mourn¬ 
ful sigh, « 

There gleameth no moon in the misty 


No star over Hello’s sea; 


W “ hi,n StiU lin S er ' ditsillt10 ' To°leadmc, sweet Hero, to theo!’ 

Though gleams, from beneath his shut Thus n i„ n „-,i 

eyelids gave warning thus paying, he p.ungd m the foamy 

° %h ‘" i,SS “ “ “5“ »«• « tot distant tarn 


No eye but a lover’s could sea; 


vjv VUL u iyret 0 LUUJU StJtJ , 

wtaapsss 

ffl*, E te, .. gold fan a falry-lanil s™Ufe„, n, rat nitt tkoo I • 

“dZL**"***.- M to wiU «, 

s ”i“ . f r l “ b ”” ° fk ti “»' % 

teSittotoMtoontotmtato 

-m!’. ., , ricane’sbreath * 


raising— 

A sparkle dew from it and dropp’d on 
his brow. 


1 Sweet Hero, I die fog thee! 


, ' JI ' S wa 6 kin" mth * ^ ^ r ° 35,8lWp ™ LEAP AND THE FOUNTAIN 

"he Spirit flash’d o'er her hi, gkMes ‘Tell me, kind Seer T «... 
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So may each airy 
Moon-elf and fairy 

Nightly their homage pay theo I • 
Say, by what spell, above, below, 

In stars that wink or flow'rs that blow, 

I may discover, 

Ere night is over, 

Whether my love loves mo or no, 
Whether my love loves me.’ 

' Maiden, the dark tree nigh thee 
Hath charms no gold could buy thee; 

Its stem onchanted, 

By moon-e’ra planted, 

Will all thou seek'st supply thee. 

Climb to yon houghs that highest grow, 
firing thence their fairest leaf below; 

And thou'lt discover, • 

Ero night is over, 

Whether thy love loves thee or no, 
Whether thy love loves thee.’ 

1 See, up the dark tree going, 

With blossoms rourfll mo blowing, 

From thenco, oil Father, 

This leaf I gather, 

Fairest that there is growing. 

Say, by what sign I now shall know 
If In this leaf lie bliss or woe; 

And thus discover, 

Eve night is over, 

Whether my love loves me or no. 

Whether my love loves me , 1 

1 Fly to yon hunt that's welling, 

Where moonbeam ne’er hud dwelling, 

Dip in its water 
That leaf, oil Daughter, 

And mark the tale ’tis telling ; 1 
Watch thou if pale or bright it grow, 
LisMhou,.the while, that fouutiun's flow, 
And thou’lt discover 
Whether thy lover, 

Lov'd as he is, loves thee or no, 

Lov’d as fie is, loves theo , 1 

Forth flew the nymph, delighted, 

To seek that fount benighted; 

But, Bcaras a minute 
The leaf lay in it, 

- * - 

* The ancients had a mode of ivimtiou 
somewhat situilur to this; and we Cud the 
Emperor Adrian, wheu ho went to consult the 
Fountain of Castalla, plucking a hay-loaf and 
lipping It Into the sacred water. 
j TUn air. to which I have odacUd the-o 


When, lo, its bloom was blighted! 

And as she ask’d, with voice of woe— 
List'ning, the while, that fountain's How- 
1 Shall I recover 
My truant lover ? 

The fountain seem’d to answer, ' No;' 

Tho fountain answer'd, ‘No,’ « • 


'CEPHALUS AND I’EOCRIS, 

A hunter once in that grove reclin’d, 
l 1 * shun the nonu’j bright eye, 

And oft he woo’d the wandering wind, 

To cool his brow with its sigh. 

While mute lay ev'a the wild hoe’s hum, 
Nor broath could stir the aspen's hair, 
His song was still ‘ Sweet air, oh come 1 ' 
While Echo answer'd, ‘Come, sweet 
air!’ 

But, hark, what sounds from the thickhk 
rise! 

What menneth that rustling spray ? 

I 'Tis the wliito-horn'd doe,’ the Ilunlo, 

cries, 

‘I have sought since break of day,' 
Quick o’er tho sunny glade ho springs, 
The arrow flies from his sounding bow 
‘ Hilliho—hilliho 1 ' lie gaily sings, 

While Echo sighs forth 1 Hilliho!' 

Alas, 'twas not the white-horn’d doo 
He saw in tho rustling grove, 

But tho bridal veil, as pure as snow, 

Of his own young wedded love. 

And, ah, too sure that arrow sped, 

For pale at his feet ho secs her lie 

I I die, I die,’ was all she said. 

While Echo murmur’d , 1 1 die, I die 1 


YOUTH AND AGE,* 

‘Tell mo, what’s Love?' said Youth, 
one day, 

To drooping Age*, who erost his way,— 

words, was composed by Mrs, Arkwright to 
some old verses, ‘Tell me what's love, kind 
shepherd, pray?’ and it baa been my object 
to retain as much of the structure and phr»»e- 
ology of the original words »a nowdbhv 
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It is a sunny hour of piny, I 

For which repentance dear doth pay, | 

Repentanee! Repentance! ' i 

And this is Lore, as wise men say, j 

‘ Tell me, what’s Love?’ said Youth once! 

* ' more, 

Fearful, yet fonjl, of Age’s lore.— | 

1 Soft as a passing summer’s wind: j 

Would’st know the blight it leaves be- j 
hind? • ! 

Repentance! Repentance! 

And this is Love—when love is o’er.’ 

‘Tell me, what’s Love?’ said Youth 
again, 

Trusting the bliss, but not the pain. 

* Sweet as a May tree's scented air— 

Mark ye what bitter fruit 'twill bear. 

Repentance! Repentance 1 
This, this is Love—sweet Youth, beware,' 

Just then, young Love himself came bv, 

And cast on Youth a smiling eye; *' 

WTio could resist that glance’s'ray ? 

In vain did Age bis warning say. 

Repentance! Repentance! 

Youth laughing went with Love away, 


THE DYING WARRIOR, 

A WOU.VDM) Chieftain, lying 
Ry the Danube's leafy side, 
Thus faintly said, in dying, 

‘ Oji! bear, thou foaming tide, 
this gift to my lady-bride.’ 

Twas then, in life’s last quiver, 
He flung the scarf ho wore 
Into the foaming river, 

Which, ah too quickly, bore 
That pledge of one no more! 

With fond impatience burnm" 
Thft Chieftain’s lady stood) 1 
I o watch her love returning 
In triumph down the flood 
From that day's Add of blood, 

Rut, Seld, alas, ill-fntedl 
The Lady saw, instead 


Of the bark whose speed she wailou, 
Her hero's scarf, all red 
' With the drops his heart had shed 

One shriek—and all was over— 

Her life-pulse ceas’d to heat; 

The gloomy waves now cover 
That bridal-flower so sweet, 

And the scarf is her winding sheet! 


THE MAGIC MIRROR. 

1 Gome, if thy magic Glass have pow'r 
i To jail up forms we sigh to see; 

Show mo my love, in that rosy bow'r, 
Where last she pledg'd her truth to me. 

The Wizard show’d him his Lady bright 
Where lone and pale in her bow'r oha 
lay; 

‘ True-hearted maid,’ said the happi 
Knight, 

‘She's thinking of one, who is fat 
away.’ 

But, lo! a page, with 'looks of joy, 

,, Brings^ tidings to the Lady’s ear; 

1 'Tis^ said the Knight, 1 the same bright 

"Who used to guide me to my dear,' 

The Lady now, from her fav'rite tree, 
Hath, smiling, pluck’d a rosy flow'r; 
‘Such,’ he exclaim’d, 'was the gift that 
she 

Each morning sent me from thht trotf’r! 1 

She gives her page the blooming rose, 
With looks that *ay, 1 Like Jightninp 

‘ Thus,’ thought the Knight, ‘ she soothes 
her woes, 

By fancying, still. *>er trie-love nigh.’ 

'But the {%e returns, and—oh, what a 
sight,. 

For trusting lover’s eyes to see I— 
wads to that bow’r another Knight 
As young and, alas, as lov’d as hr’! 
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But*,’ quoth the Youth, ‘is Woman’s 
love I 

Then, darting forth, with furious hound, 
Dash d at the Mirror his iron glove 
And fitrcw'd it all in fragments round. 
MOIUL, 

bucli ills would never have come to pass, 
Had ho ne’er sought that fatal view; 

I ho Wizard would still have kept his 
Glass, 

And the Knight still thought his Lady 
true. 


THE PILGRIM. 

Stiix thus, wnen twilight gleam’!!, 
Far off his Oastlo seem’d, 

Trac'd on the sky; 

And still, as fancy tore him 
To those dim tow'rs before him, 

Ho gaz’d, with Wailful eye, 

And thought his home was nigh. 

‘Hall of my Sires!’ ho said, 

Hmv long, with weary tread, 

Must I toil on P 
Each ovo, ns thus I wander, 

Thy tow’rs seem rising yonder, 

Hut, snarco hath daylight shone, 
When, like a dream, thou’rt gone! 
So went the Pilgrim still, 

Down dale and over hill, 

Day after day; 

That glimpse of homo, so cheering, 

At twilight still appearing, 

. still, with morning's ray, 
Melting, like mist, away I 

Whore rests the Pilgrim now? 

Here, by this cypress bough, 

( Clos'd his career; 

That di'Qpi, of Fancy's weaving, 

No mom his stop? deceiving, 

Alike past hope and fear, 

The Pilgrim's home is hnro. 


Though brightest of maidens, the proud¬ 
est was she; 

Brave chieftains they sougnt, and young 
minstrels they sued her, 

But worthy were none of the high-born 
Ladyo. 

Whomsoever I wed,’ said, this maid, so 
excelling, 

‘IJhat Knight must the conqu'ror of 
conquerors be; 

Ho must p,ace me in halR fit for monarchs 
Jo dwell in 

Nono else shall be Lord of the high¬ 
born Ladye! ’ h 

Thus spoke the proud damBel, with score 
looking round her 

On Knights and on Nobles of highem 
degree; 

Who humbly and hopelessly left as tho* 
found her, ' 

Ami worshiped at distance the high¬ 
born Ladye. 

At length came a Knight from a far land 
to woo her, 

With plumes on his helm like the foam 
of the sea; 

His vizor was down-hut, with voice that 
thrill’d through her, 

He whisper’d his vows to the high-born 
Ladye. 

1 Proud maiden! I come with high spous- 
als to grace time, 

In mo the great conqu'ror of conquerors 
see; 

Enthron'd in a hall fit for monarchs I']] 
place thee. 

And mine thou rt for ever, thou high¬ 
born Ladye 

The maiden she smil'd, and in jewelc 
array'd her, 

, Of thrones and tiaras already dreamt 


THE HIGH-BORN LADYE. 

Is vain all the Knights of the (Jmlerwald j 
woo'd her. 1 


--'-J 

she; 

And proud was the step, as her bride¬ 
groom convey’d her 

In pomp to his home, of that high-born 
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'Bet whither,’ aha, starting, exclaims, 
1 hare you led me f 

Here’s nought hut a tomb and a dark 
cypress tree; 

Is thii the bright palace in which thou 
wouldst wed me >' 

t * With scorn in her glance, said the high¬ 
born Ladje. 

"Tis the home,’ he replied, ‘of earth's 
loftiest creatures 

Then lifted his helm for the fair o*ue to 
see; 

But she sunk on the ground—'twae a 
skeleton's features, 

And Death was the Lord of the high¬ 
born Ladye! 


And many a day 
To night gave way, 

A«d many a morn succeeded: 

While still his Sight, 

Through day and night, 

That restless mariner speeded. 

Who knows—who knows whst seat 
He is now careering o’or i 
Behind, the eternal breeze, 

And that mocking bark, before! 
For, oh, till sky 
And earth shall die, 

And their death leave none to rue it, 
That boat must flee 
O’er the boundless sea, 

And that ship in vain pursue it, 


THE INDIAN BOAT. 

, ‘Twaa midnight dark, 

* The seaman's bark, 

Swift o'er the waters bore him, 
When f through the night, * 
Ho spied a light 
Shoot o'er the wave before him. 

1 A sail! a sail!' he cries; 

1 She comes from the Indian shore, 
And to-night shall be our prize, 

With her freight of golden ore: 
Sail on! sail on! ’ 

When morning shone 
He saw the gold still clearer; 

But, though so fast 
The waves he pass’d, 

That boat seem'd never the nearer, 


Bright daylight came, 

And still the same 
Rich bark before him floated. 

While on the prize 
His wishful eyes 
Like any young lover's doated: 

1 More sail! more sail!' he cries, 

While the waves o'ertop the maot; 

And his bounding galley flies, 

Like an arrow before the blast. 

Tims on, and on, 

Till day was gone, 

And the moon through heav'n did hie her, 
He swept the main, 

But all in vain, 

boat seem'd never the pighar. 


THE STRANGER. 

Come list, while I tell of the hoart-wound 
ed Stranger' « 

Who sleeps her last slumber in thic 
haunted ground; 

Where often, at midnight, the lonely 
wood-ranger 

Hears soft fairy music re-echo around. 

None e'er knew the name of that heart- 
stricken lady, 

Her language, though sweot, none 
could e'er understand ; 

But her features so sunn'd, and her eye¬ 
lash so shady, 

Bespoke her a child of some far Eastern 
land, 

'Twas one summer night, when the village 
lay sleeping, 

A soft strain of melody came o'»r our 
ears; 

So sweet, but so mournful, half song and 
half weeping, 

Like music that^orrow had> steep'd in 
her tears. 

We thought 'twaa an anthem some angel 
had sung us ( 

But, soon as the day-beams had gush'd 
from on high, 

With wonder we saw this bright itraagci 
among us. 

All lovely and Iona, as if stray'd from 
tew sky. 
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Nor long did her life for this sphere seem But she pass’d like a day-dream, no skill 
intended, could restore her-^ 

For pale was her cheek, with tjmt Whate’er was her sorrow, its ruin came 
spirit-like hue, fast; 

Which comes when the day of this world She died with the same spell of mystery 
is nigh ended, o’er her, 

And light from another already shines That song of past days on her lips t? 
through. the last. 

v 

Then her eyes, when she sung—oh, but Nor ev’n in the grave is her sad heart 
once to have seen them— ireposing— 

Left thoughts in the soul that can Still hovers the spirit of grief round 
_ never depart; ’ her tomb; 

While her looks and her voice made a Forioft, when the shadows of midnight 
language between them, are closing, 

That spryke more than holiest words The same strain of music is heard 
to the heart. , } through the gloom. 

(I 

POEMS FROM THE EPICUREAN. 

1827. 

, J 

. | 

THE VALLEY OF THE NILE. 

Far as the sight can reach,' beneath as clear 
* And bine a heaven as ever blessed this sphere, 

Gardens, and pillared streets, and porphyry domes 
And high-built temples, fit to be the homes 
Of mighty gods, and pyramids, whose hour 
Outlasts all time, above the waters tower! 

Then, too, the scenes of pomp and joy that make 
, Ono theatre of this vast peopled lake, 

Where all that Love, Religion, Commerce gives 
, t Of life and motion, ever moves and lives. 

Here, up the steps of temples, from the wave 
Ascending, in procession slow and grave, 

Priests in white garments go, with sacred wands 
., And silver cymbals gleaming in their hands: 

While there, rich barks—fresh from those sunny tracts 
Far off, beyond the sounding cataracts— 

Glide 1 with their precious lading to the sea, 
flumes of bright birds, rhinoceros’ ivory, 

Gems from the isle of Meroe, and those grains 
Of gold, washed’down by Abyssinian rains. 

Here, where the waters wind into a bay 
, Shadowy and cool, some pilgrims on their way 
’ V 43 
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To Sais or Buhnstns, among beds 
Of lotus flowers that close above their heads, 
Push their light barks, and hid, in a bower, 
Sing, talk, or sleep away the sultry hour, 
While haplv, not far off, beneath a bank 
Of blossoming acacias, many a prank 
Is played in the cool current by a train 
0| laughing nymphs, lovely as she whose chain 
Around two conquerors of the world was cast; 
But, for a third too feeble, broke at last, 


* 

SONG OF THE TWO CUPBEARERS, 


FIRST CUPBEARER. 

Drink of this cup—Osiris sips 

The same in his halls below; 

And the same lie gives, to cool the lips 
Uf the dead, who downward go. 

Drink of this cup—the water within 
Is fresh from Lethe’s stream; • 

’Twill make the past with all its sin, 
And all its pain and sorrows seem 
Like a long forgotten dream! . 

The pleasure whose charms 
Are steeped in woe; 

The knowledge that harms 
The soul to know; 

The hope, that bright 
As the lake of the waste, 

Allures the sight 
And mocks the taste; 

The love, that binds 
Its innocent wreath, 

Where the serpent winds 
In venom beneath !— 

All that of evil or false, by thee 
Hath ever been known or seen, 

Shalt melt away in this cup, and be ■ 
Forgot as it never had been! 

SECOND CUPBEARER, 

Drink of this cup— when Isis led 
Her boy of old to the beaming sky 

She mingled a draughfcdivine and said,— 
‘Drink of this cup, thou’lt never die!'! 


i Thus (hi I say and sing to thee, 

| Heir of that boundless heaven on high, 
1 Though frail, and fall’n, and lost thou be, 
1 Drink of this cup, thou’lt never die!’ 
* 1 § * * 

And memory, too, witji her dreams shall 
come, 

Dreams of a former, happier day, 
When heaven was still the spirit’s home 
And her wings had not yet fallen away. 

Glimpses of glory ne'er forgot, 

That tell, like gleams on a sunset sea, 
What once hath been, what now is not, 
But oh ! what again shall brightly 
be!' 



SONG OF THE NUBIAN GIRL, 

0 Abyssinian tree, 

We pray, we pray to thee; 

By the glow of thy golden fruit 
And the violet hue of thy flower, * 
And the greeting mute 
Of thy boughs’ salute 
To the stranger \^ho seeks thy bower, 

0 Abyssinian tree ! 

How the traveller blesses thee 
When the light no moon allows, 

And the sunset hour is^iear, 

And thou bond's! thy boughs 
To'kiss his brows, 

Saying, ‘ Come, rest thee here,’ 

0 Abyssinian tree! 

Thus bow thy head to me | # 
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TO THE HONOURABLE MRS. NORTON. 

p oh the groundwork of the. following Poem I am indebted to a memorable 
Siven soma years since, at Boyle Farm, the seat of the late Lord Henry 
Bitzgerald, In commemoration of that evtyiing-of which the lady to whom 
these pages are inscribed was, I well recollect, one of the most distinguished 
ornaments—1 was induced at the time to write some verses, which were after* 
wards, however, thrown aside unfinished, on my discovering that the same task 
had been undertaken by a noble’ poet 1 , whose playful and happy jea-d'esprit on 
the subject has since been published, It was hut lately, that, ou finding* the 
fragments of my own sketch among my papers, 1 thought of founding on them 
such a description of an imaginary Fete as might furnish me with situations for 
the introduction of music, . . , 

Such is the origin and object of the following .Poem, and to Mrs, Noutoj it 
is, with every feeling of admiration and regard, inscribed by her father’s warmly 
attached friend, J 

, „ , THOMAS MOORE,. 

iloperlon Cottage, November 1831. 


THE SUMMER F&TE, 

* Where are ye now, ye summer days, 
That once inspired the poet's lays F 
Blest time i ere England’s nymphs and 
swains, 

For lack of sunbeams, took to coals— 
Gammers of light, undimatud by rains, 
Whose only mooking trace remains 
In,watefing-pots and parasols.' 

Thus spoke a young Patrician maid, 

As, on the morning of that Fete 
Which bards unborn shall celebrate, 
She backward drew her curtain shade, 
And, closing ono half-dazzled eye, 

Peeped with tbs other at the sky— 

Th’ important Bky, whose light or gloom 
Was to decide, this day, the doom 
Of some few hundred beauties, wits, 
Blues, Dandies, Swains, and Exquisites. 

llmiTCS 


iFaint wore her Dopes; for June had now 
Set in with all his usual rigour 1 
Young Zephyr yet scarce knowing how 
To nurse a bud or fan a bough, 

But Kurils iu perpetual vigour; 

And, such the biting summer air, 

That she, the 1 nymph now nestling 
there— 

Snug as her own bright gems recline, 

At night, within their cotton shrine— 
Had, more than once, been caught oi 
late 

Kneeling before her blazing grate, 

Dike a young worshipper of lire, 

With hands uplifted to the flame 
Whose glow as if to woo mem Higher, 
Through the white fingers flushing 
came. 

« 

lint oh 1 the light, the unhoped-for light, 
That now illumed this morning’s 
heaven I 

niii tCgerfe®, 
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Up sprung Iiintlic at the sight, From the young spinster just come out, 

f liungh—hark!—the clocks but strike To the old Premier, too long in— 
eleven, Frofti legs of far descended, gout, 

And rarely did the nvmph surprise 

Minikin(1 so early with her eyes, To t ] ie ]ast new mustachioed chin— 

All were convoked liv Fashion’s spells 
^10 now will say that England’s sun To the small circle where she dwells, 
(Like England's self, these spendthrift Collecting nightly, to allure us, 
days) Lire atoms, which together hurled, 

His siock of wealth hath near outrun^ She, like another Epicurus, 

And must retrench his golden rays— Sets dancing thus, and calls ‘the 
Pay for the pride of sunbeams past, World . 1 

And to mere moonshine come at las^l 

Behold how busy in those bowers 

1 1 ’alummoiis thought I ’ Iiintlic cries, (hike May-flies, in and out of flowers,) 
While coming mirth lit up each The countless menials swarmjng run, 
glance, To fuftiish forth, ere set of sun, 

Ami* prescient of the hall, her eyes The banquet,-table richly laid 
Already had begun to dance: Beneath yon awning’#lengthened shade, 

For brighter sim tiian that which now Where fruits shall tempt, and wines 
.sparkled o’er Loudon’s spires and entice, 

towers, And Luxury’s self,-at Gunter's call, 

Had never bent from heaven ids brogr Breathe from her summer-throne of ice 
To kiss Firenze’s City of Flowers, A spirit of coolness over all. 

What must it he—if thus so fair 

Mid the smoked groves of Grosvenor And now th’ important hour drew nigh, 
.Square— When, 'neatli the flush of evening’s sky, 

What must it he where Thames is seen The west end ‘world’ for mirth let 
Gliding between his hanks of green, loose, 

While rival villas, on each side, Ard moved, as lie of Syracuse 1 

Peep from their bowers to woo his tide, FeVr dreamt of moving worlds, by force 
And, like a Turk between two rows Of four-horse power, had all combined 
Of Harem beauties, on he goes- Through Grosvenor Gate to speed their 
A lover, loved for ev’n the grace course, 

With which he slides from their em- Leaving that portion of mankind, 
brace. Whom they call ‘ Nobody, ’ behind 

No star for London's feasts to-day, 

In °ne of those enchanted domes, No inoon of beauty, new this May, 

One, t he most flowery, cool, and bright To lend the night her crescent ray; 

(H all by which that river roams, Nothing, in short, for ear or eye, 

„ 1 he j'ii'.e is to lay held to-night— But veteran belles, and wits gone by, 

Unit hete already linked to fame, The relies of a pasUiean-monde, 

W liii.w cards, in many a fair one’s A world, like Cuvier’s, long dethroned 1 

Ev’n Parliament this evening nods 

{When looked for long, at last they Beneath th’ harangues of minor gods, 

_ came,} _ _ On half its usual opiate’s share; 

.Scented circled with a fairy light;— The great dispensers of repose, 

That Fete to which the cull, the flower The first-fate furnishers of prose 
Of England s beauty, rank, and power, Being all called to—prose elsewhere, 

1 Archimedes. 
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Soon as through Grosvenor’a lordly Tones of a harp, too, gently play'd, ; 
S( l U!U ’ e '~ 1 Game with this youthful voice con 

Hint last impregnable redoubt, « miming, 

Where, guarded with Patrician care, Tones true, for once, without the aid j 
1 rimeval Error still holds out— Of that inflictive process, tuning— 

Wlieru never gleam of gas must dare A process which must oft have given 
Gainst ancient Darkness to revolt, Poor Milton’s ears a deadly wound; • 

IS or smooth Macadam hope to spare So pleased, among the joys of hetiveif, ■ 

Thu dowagers one single jolt;- Ho specifies ‘harps Air timod.’s 

Where, fur too stately and sublime She who now sung ibis gentle strain I 

10 profit by the lights of time, #Wus our young nymph's still youngi 

Let Intellect march how it will, sister— 

They stick to oil aftd watchmen stillScarce ready yet for Fashion’s train 
Soon as through that illustrious square «i u their light legends to enlist her, 
Iho first epistolary bell, But counted on, ns sure to bring 

Sounding by fits upon tlio air, Her force into the field next spring. 

Of parting pennies rung the kpell; = ! 

Warned by that telltale of the hours, The song she thus, like JubaTs shell, 
And by the daylight s westering beam, Gave forth 'so sweotly and so well,’ ! 
Iho young lautho, who, with flowers Wsib one in Morning Post much famed, 
Half-crowned, had sat in idle dream From a divine collection, named, 
More her glass, scarce knowing where < gongs of the Toilet’-every Lay'*: 
Her lingers roved. through that bright Taking for subject of its Muse, ; 

, , . , itome branch of feminine array, j 

yinlti all capriciously, she now . Some item, with full scope, to choose,": 
Dislodged some curl from her white From diamonds down to dancing shoes 
, , 0ff ' . From the lust hat that Herbault'a hand 

And now again replaced it there; Bequeath’d to an admiring’ world, 

As though her task was meant to he Down to the latest flounce that stands i 

One endless change of ministry- Like Jacob's Ladder—or expands 

A routing-up of Loves and Graces, Far forth, tempestuously unfurled, , 
But to plant others in their places. 

Meanwhile—what strain is that which Speaking of one of those new Lays, i 
ilottlM The Morning Post thus sweetly says 

Through the small boudoir near—like ‘ Not all that breathes from Bishop' 
notes lyre, 

Of some young bird, its task repeating That Burnett dreams, or Cooke eon 
For the next linnet inusio-moeting 1 ceives, 

A video it was, whose gentle sounds Can match for sweetness, strength, 6 
Still kept a modest octave’s bounds, fire, 

Nor yet had ventured to exalt This fine Cantata upon Sleeves, 

Its rash ambition t^lt alt, The very notes themselves reveal j 

Tlmt pofnt towards which when ladies ■ The cut of .each new sleeve so well; I 
rise, i , Kfiti betrays the Imbkillcs , !l 

The wise man lakes his hat and—flies, Light fugues the flying lappets tell •! 

1 1 am not cSrtaln whether the Dowagers of this Square have yet yielded to the limnvii 

Ilona of Clus and Mien, but, at the time when the above lines were written, they stil 
oliatiniUolv jHWviOTd in tliolr«nl(l regime; and would' not suifor themselves to bo oliiui 
well giMiilcil or well lighted, i 

s- 1 their gulden harjis they took— j 

llarjw over tuu'd. l'arttilise Lmt , bunk iii. ' 

11 The uumo given to those largo alcoves that hang loosely, ' '■ 
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While rich cathedral chords amke 
Our homage for the Munches d’Mque.' 
Twas the first opening song—the Lay 
Of all least deep in toilet-lore, 

That the young nymph, to while away 
The tiring-hour, thus warbled o’er 

A * —- 

,som 

Aiihay thee, love, array thee, love, 
Lull thy best array thee; * 
The sun’s below—the moon's above— 
And Night and Bliss obey thee. 

Put on thee all that’s bright and-rare, 
The zone, the wreathe, the gem, 

Not so much gracing charms so fair, 

As borrowing grace from them. 

Array thee, love, array thee, love, 

In all that's bright array thee; 

The sun’s below—the moon’s above— 
And Night and Bliss obey thee. 

put on the plumes thy lover gave, 

The plumes, that, proudly dancing, 
Proclaim to all, where’er they wave,* 
Victorious eyes advancing. 

Bring forth the robe, whose hue of 
heaven 

From thee derives such light, 

Tlmt Iris would give all her seven 
To boast hut one so bright. 

Array tlieo, love, array thee, love, 

&e. &c. fee. 

Now hie thee, love, now hie thee, love, 
Through Pleasure’s circles hie thee, 
And hearts, where’er thy footsteps 
move, 

Will heat, when they eome nigh thee. 
Thy every word shall lie a spell, 

Thy every look a ray, 

And tracks of wondering eyes shall tell 
The glory of thy way! 

Now hie thee, love, now hie thee, love, 
Through Pleasure’s circles hie thee, 
And hearts where’er thy footsteps move, 
Shall beat when they eome nigh thee. 

Now in his Palace of the West, 

Sinking to slumber, the bright Day, 
Like a tired monarch fanned to rest, 

’Mid the cool airs of Evening lay; 


While round his couch’s golden rim 
The gaudy clouds, like courtiers, 
crept— 

Struggling each other’s light to dim, 
And catch his last smile e’er Be slept. 
How gay, as o'er the gliding Thames 
The golden eve its lustre poured, 
Shone out the high-born knights and 
dames 

Now grouped around that festal 
board j 

A living mass of plumes and flowers, 

As though they’d robbed both birds and 
bowers— 

A peopled rainbow, swarming through 
With habitants of every hue; 

Whilo^as the sparkling juice of France 
High m the crystal brimmers flowed, 
Each sunset ray that mixed by chance 
With the wine’s sparkles, showed 
How sunbeams may be taught to 
dance. 


If not in written form exprest, 

’Twas known, at least, to every guest, 
That, though not bidden to parade 
Their scenic powers in masquerade 
(A pastime little found to thrive 
In the bleak fog of England’s skies. 
Where wit’s the thing we best contrive, 
As masqueraders, to disguise), 

It yet was hoped—and well that hope 
Was answered by the young mid gay— 
That, in the toilet’s task to-day, 
Fancy should take her wildest scope 
That the rapt milliner should be 
Let loose through fields of poesy, 

The tailor, in inventive trance, 

Up to the heights of Epic clamber, 
And all the regions of Romance 
Be ransack’d by the femme tie cham- 
be. * 

Accordingly, with gay Sultanas, 

Rebeccas, Sapphos, Roxalanas— 
Circassian slaves whom Love would pay 
Half his maternal rCalms to ran¬ 
som 

Young mins, whose chief religion lay 
In looking most .profanely hand¬ 
some • 


THE SUMMEli FETE. 


Muses in Muslin—pasloral maids 
With hats from the Arauk-ian shades, 
And fortune-tellers, rich, ’twas plain, 

As fortuno4««fa's formed their Lra%, 

With these, and more such female 
groups, 

Were mixed no less fantastic troops 
Of male exhibitors—all willing 
To look, even more than usual, kil- 
ing;- 

Beau tyrants, smock-faced braggadocios, 
And brigands, charmingly ferocious;— 
M.IYs turned Turks, good Moslems 
then, 

Who, last night, voted for the Creeks; 
And Friars, staunch No-Popery men, 

In close confab with Whig Cirques. 

But where is she—the nymph, whom 
late * 

We left before her glass delaying, 

Like Eve, when by the lake she sate, 

1 n the clear ware her charms survey, 
ing, 

And saw in that first glassy mirror 
The first fair face tlmt lured to error. 
‘Where is she,’ ask’st thouf—wateli 
all looks A 

As centering to one point they hear, 
Like Bun-flowei's by the sides of brooks, 
Turned to the sun—and she is there, 
Even in disguise, oh never doubt 
By her own light you’d track her out; 

As when the moon, close shawled in fog, 
Steals as she thinks, through heaven 
incog, 

Though hid herself, some sidelong, ray, 
At every step, detects her way, 

But’not ill dark disguise to-night 
Hath our young heroine veiled her 
light;— ; 

For Bee, she walks the earth, Love's 
own* 

lbs. wedded bride, by holiest vow. 
Pledged in Olympus, and made known 
To mortnlsiiy the type which now 
Hangs glittering on her snowy brow, 
That butterfly, mysterious tritikct, 

Which means the Soul (though few would 

think it), ' ’ 1 


And sparkling thus on brow so white, 
Tells us we’ve Psycho Imre to-night! 

But bark! some song hath eaugiit her 
ears— 

Ami, lo, how pleased, as though she’d 
ne’er 

Heard the Grand Opera of the Sphcrjs* 
Her goddess-ship npjjj'ovus the air; 
And lo a mere terrestrial strain, 

Inspired by nought but pink cliam. 
pagne, 

Her butterfly as gaily nods 
As though slm sat with all her train 
At some groat Concert of the Gods, 
With Phoebus, leader—Jove director, 
And half the audience drank with 
nectar. 

• 

From a male group the carol came— 

A few gay youths, whom round the 
board 

The last-tried flask's superior fame ** 
Had Hired to taste the tide it poured; 
Aiftl one, who, from his youth and lyre, 
Seemed grandson to the Teiati sire, ‘ 
Thus gaily sung, while, to his song, 
Replied in "chorus the gay throng 


Somis mortals there may lie, so wise, 
or so fine, 

As in evenings like this no enjoy¬ 
ment to see; 

But as Tin not particular-—wit, 1 love, 
and wine, 

Arc, for one night’s amusement sufli« 
cient for me, 

Nay—humble and strange as my tastes 
may appeal'—, 

If driven to the worst, I could manage, 1 
thank Heaven, 

To put up ..with eyes such as" beam 
round me here. 

And sueli wine as wc’ro sipping, six 
days out of seven. 

So pledge me a bumper—your" sages 
profound ■ 

May bo blest, if they will, ob their 
own patent plan: 
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-‘Jut, as we are not sages, why—semi the 
cup round— 

’ tYe must only he happy the best way 
we can, 

^reward by some king was once offered, 

* we’re told, 

To whoe'er muld invent a new bliss 
for mankind; 

But talk of new pleasures!—give,me 
but the old, 

And I'll leave your inventors all new 
ones they find. * 

Or should I, in quest of fresh realms of 
bliss, 

Set sail In the pinnace of Fancy some 

Let the rich rosy sea I embark on be 
this, 

Ami such eyes as we've here be the 
stars of my way! 

In the meantime a bumper—your An¬ 
gels, on high, f 

May have pleasures unknown to life’s 
limited span; 

But, as we are not Angels, why—let the 
flask fly 

We must only be happy all ways that 
we can, 


Now nearly fled was sunset’s light, 
Leaving but so much of its beam 
As gave to objects, late so bright, 

The colouring of a shadowy dream; 
And there was still where day had set 
A flush that spoke him loth to die— 
A last link of his glory yet, 
t Binding together earth and sky. 

Say, why is it that twilight best 
Becomes even brows the loveliest? 

That dimness, with its softening touch, 
Can bring out grace, unfelt before, 
And charms we ne’er can see too much, 
When seen but half enchant the 
more ? 

Alas, it is that every joy 
In fulness finds its worst alloy, 


And half a bliss, but hoped or guessed, 
Is sweeter than the whole possessed 
That Beauty, when least shone upon, 

A creature most ideal grows j 
And there’s no light from moon or sun 
Like that Imagination throws 
It is, alas, that Fancy shrinks 
Even from a bright reality, 

And turning inly, feels and thinks 
Far hcavenlier things than o’er will 
he. 

Such was til’ effect of twilight’s Lour 
On the fair groups that, round and 
round, 

From glade to grot, from bank to bower, 
Now wandered through this fairy 
gj;eund; 

And thus did Fancy—and champagne— 
Work on the sight their dazzling 
spells, • b 

Till nymphs that looked, at noon-day, 
plain, 

Now brightened,' in the gloom, to 
j belles; 

And the brief interval of time, 

’Twist after dinner and before. 

To dowagers brought back their prime, 
And shed a halo round two-score, 


Meanwhile, new pastimes for the eye, 
The ear, the fancy, quick succeed ; 
And now along the waters fly 
Light gondoles, of Venetian breed, 
With knights and dames, who calm 
reclined, 

Lisp out love-sonnets as they glide— 
Astonishing Old Thames to find 
Such doings on his moral ti.de, V 


So bright was still that tranquil river, 
With the last aCaft from-Daylight’s 
quiver, 

That, many a group, in turn, were seen 
Embarking on its wave serene; 

And 'mong the rest, in chorus guv, 

A baigj of mariners, from th’ isles 
Of sunny Greece, all song and smiles, 
As smooth they floated to the play 
Of their oar’s cadence, sung this lay 
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TRIO, 

Otm home is on the sea, boy, 

Our borne is on the sea; * 

When Nature gave 
The ocean-wave, 

She marked it for the Free, 

Whatever storms befall, I my, 

Whatever storms befall, 

The island bark 
Is Freedom’s ark, 

And floats her safe through all, 

Behold yon sea of isles, boy, 

Behold yon sea of isles, 

Where every shore 
Is sparkling o’er 

With Beauty’s richest smiles, *• 

For us hath Freedom claimed, hoy, 

For us hath Freedom claimed 
Those ocean-nests 
Where Valour rests ; 

His eagle wing untamed. 

And shall the Moslem dare, boy, 

And shall the Moslem dare, 

While Grecian hand 
Can wield a brand, 

To plant his Crescent there? 

No—by our fathers, no, boy, 

No, by the Cross we show— 

From Mainn’s rills 
To Thraoia’s hills 
All Greece re-echoes ‘‘NoT" 

Like pleasant thoughts that o’er the 
mind 

A minute come, and go again, 

Even po, by snatches, in the wind, i 
Was caught and lost that choral 
strain, 

Now full, now faint upon the ear, 

As the bar]; floated far or near. 

At length when, lost, the closing note 
Had down the waters died along, 

Forth from another fairy boat, 

Freighted with music, came this 
■ r, : song:- . 1 


SONG, 

Smoothly flowing through i verdant 
vales, 

Gentle river, thy current rims, 
Sheltered safe from winter gules, 

Shaded cool from summer suns, 

Thus our Youth’s sweet moments glidj, * 
Fenced with flowery shelter round; 

No rude tempest wakes the tide, 

-VI its path is fairy ground, 

But, fair river, the day will come, 

When, wooed by whispering groves in 
•vain, 

Thou’lt leave those banks, thy shaded 
home, 

To mingle with the stormy main. 

And thou, sweet Youth, too soon wilt 
pass * 

Into the world’s unsheltered sea, 

Where, once thy wave immixed, alas, 

All hope of peace is lost for thee. < t 

Next turn we to the guy saloon, 
Resplendent as a summer noon, 

Where Tiouth a pendent wreath of 
lights, 

A Zodiac of flowers and tapers— 

(Buch as in Russian ball-rooms Blinds 
Its glory o’er young dancers’ heads)— 
Quadrille performs her mazy rites, 

And reigns supreme o’er slides and 
capers 

Working to dentil each opera strain, 

As, with a foot that ne’er reposes, 

She jigs through sacred and profane, 

From ‘Maid and Magpie’ up to 
‘ Moses; ’ l ~ 

Wearing out tunes as fast as shoes, 

Till fagged Rossini scarce respires ; 

Till Meyerbeer for mercy sues, 

And Weber at her feet expires, 

And now the set hath ceased—the hows 
Of fiddlers taste a brief repose, 

While light along the painted floor, 

( Arm within arm, the couples stray, 
Talking their stock of nothings o’er, 

Till—nothing’s left, at. last, to say, 


Bio partition of this otiom of Rossini was transferred to the story of Peter 
tlio Hermit; by which means the indecorum of giving such names as ‘Mu’ise' 1 Phuraon 1 
to, to tlio dances selected from it (as was done in Paris), 1ms been avoided, ' ■ ’ 


« 
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When, lo !—most opportunely sent— As these two creatures—from their pout 
Two Exquisites, it he and she, And frown, ’twits plain—had just fallen 
Just brought from Dandyland, and out; 

meant And all their little thoughts, of course, 

For Fashion’s grand Menagerie, Were stirring in full fret and force 
Entered the room—and scarce were Like mites, through microscope espied, 

K „ there A world of nothings magnified. 

When all flocked round them, glad to But mild the vent such beings seek, 
stare * The tempest of their souls to speak: 

At any monsters, any whore, As Opera swains to fiddles sigh, 

e. , To fiddles fight, to fiddles die, 

Some thought them perfect, to ohe,r Even 80 this tender couple set 

W1 , Their well-bred woes to a Duet. 

Wlnle others hinted that the waisls _ 

(That in particular of the he tiling)' w . T m nfTIl , r| , , 

Left far too ample room for breathing: VV A L vt uL t. 

Whereas, to meet these critics' wishes, he. 


iniicuo, w jhi:cu iiubqc unwua ivuhjcs, 

The isthmus there should he so small, Lonq,hs I waltzed with only thee, 

..-i. 111... *. ♦. . l , in 


Tlnrt Exquisites, at last, like fishes, 

Must manage not to breathe at all. 
The female (these same critics said), 

, Though orthodox from toe to clan, 
Wet lacked that spacious wit of head 
To hat of toadstool much akin— 

That build of bonnet, whose extent* 
Should, like a doctrine of dissent, 

Puzzle church-doors to let it in, 

However sad—as 'twas, no doubt, 

That nymph so smart should go about, 
With head unconscious of the place 
It ought lo fill in Infinite Space— 

Yet all allowed tlmt, of her kind 
A prettier show ’twas hard to find; 
While of that doubtful genus, “dressy 
men,” 

The male was thought a first-rate speeb 
men, 

Such Samns, too, as wished to trace 
The manners, habits, of this race— 

To know what rank (if rank at all) 

’Along reasoning things to them should 
fall— 

What sort of notions heaven imparts 
To high built-heads and tight-laced 
hearts, 

And how far Soul, which, Plato says, 
Abhors restraint, can act in stays—• 
Might now, if gifted with discerning, j 
Find opportunities of learning: ! 


Each blissful Wednesday that went 
by, 

Nor stylish Stul tz, nor neat Nugee, 
Adorned a youth so blest as I. 

Oli! ah! ah ! oh 1 

Those happy days are gone—heigho! 
SHE, 

Long as with thee I Bkimmed the ground, 
Nor yet was scorned for Lady Jane, 
No blither nymph tetotumed round 
To Collinet’s immortal strain. 

Oil! ah! Ac. 

Those happy days are gorie—hcigho! 
IIE. 

With Lady Jane now whirled about, 

I know no hounds of time or breath ; 
And, should tho charmer’s head hold 
out, 

Ary heart and heels are hers till death, 
Oli! ah ! &c. 

Still round and round through life 
we’ll go. 

SHE, 

To Lord Fitznoodle’s eldest son, 

A youth remfwned for* waistcoats 
smart, 

I now have given (excuse the pun) 

A vested interest in my heart. 

Oh I ah! &c, * 

Stilly round and round with him Pll 
g°'. 


i. * yV areessary to remind tao reader that this Duet in a parody of the often- 
tiaiiflluitd and p»rndh,J ode of Horace, ‘Donee gratua eram tibi,' 4c. 
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he, 

What if, by fond remembrance led 
Again to wear our mutual chain, • 
For me thuu cutest Fitznoodle dead, 
Ami 1 levant from Lady Jane, 

Oh! ah ! ice, 

Ktill round and round again we’ll 
go. 

SHE, 

Though he the Ntiodle honours give, 
And thine, dear youth, are not so high, 
With thee in endless waltz I’d live, 

With thee to Weber's Stop-Waltz, 
die! 

Oh! all !&e, * t 

Thus round and round through life 
we’ll go, 

[Exeunt waltzing, 


While thus, like motes that dance away 
Existence in a summer ray, 

These gay things horn hut to quadrille, 
The circle of their doom fulfil— 

(That dancing doom, whose law decrees 
That they should live, on tho alert 
toe, 

A life of ups-iind-downfl, like keys 
Of Broadwoiui's in a long concer¬ 
to ) 

While thus tho fiddle's spell, within, 
(Jails up its realm of restless sprites, 
Without, us if some Mandarin 
We^fc holding there his Feast of Lights, 
Lamps of all hues, from walks am! 
bowers, 

Broke on tho eye, like kindling flowers, 
Till, budding into light, ouch tree 
Bore its full fruit of brilliancy. 

Here shone a ggrdon—lamps all o'er, 

As though tho Spirits of the Air 
Had taken it in their heads tojtour 
A shower of summer meteors there 


While hero a lighted shrubbery led 
To a small lake that sleeping lay, 
Cradled in foliage, hut, o’erhend, 

Open to heaven’s sweet breath and 

»jr; 

While round its rim there burning stood 
Lamps, with young flowers beside 
them bedded, ' * 

That shrunk from Biieh,warm neigh¬ 
bourhood ; 

And. looking bashful in the flood, 

Blushed to behold themselves so 
wedded. 

Hither to this embowered retreat, 

Fit hut for nights so still and sweet,; 
Nights, such as Eden’s calm recall 
In its first lonely hour, when all , 

' Bo silent is, below, on high, 

That if a star falls down the sky, 

You almost think you. hear it fall— 
Hither, to this recess, a few, \ 

To shun tho dancers’ wildcring noise, 
Aml*give an hour, e’er night-time flew, 

To musie’s more ethereal joys, 

Came with their voices—roiuiy all 
As eelto waiting for a call- ' 

In hymn or ballad, dirge or glee, 

To wave their mingling minstrelsy. 

And, first, a dark-eyed nymph arrayed— 
Like her, whom Art hath deathless 
made, 

Bright Mona Lisa ’—with that braid 
Of hair across the brow, and one 
Small gem that in the centre shone— 
With face, too, in its form resembling 
Da Vinci’s Beauties—the dark eyes, 

Now lucid, its through crystal trem¬ 
bling, 

Now soft, as if suffused with sighs— 

Her lute, that hung beside her, took, 

And, bending o’er it with shy look, 

More beautiful, in shadow thus, 

Thau when with life most luminous, 
Passed her light finger o'er the chords, 
And sung to them theao mournful 
words :— 


i The oololmitod portrait by Leonardo da Vinci, which ho is said to have occupied four 
yearn in painting.—Kawi, vol vit. 
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Bitisfl hither, bring thy lute, while day 
is dying— 

Here will I lay rae and list to thy song; 

•Should tones of other days mix with its 
m Sighing, 

* "ones of u light heart, now banished 
so long, M 

Chase them away—they bring but pain— 
And let thy theme he woe agaiu^ 

Sing on, thou mournful lute—day is fast 

going, _ # 

Soon will its light from thy chords die 
away; 

One little gleam in the west is still glow- 
tng— 

“IV hen that hath vanished, farewell to 
thy lay. 

Mark, how it fades!—see, it is fled I 

, Now, sweet lute, he thou, too, dead. 


The group that late, in garb of Greeks, 
Sung their light chorus o’er the tide— 
Forms such as up the wooded creeks 
Of Belle’s shore at noonday glide, 

Or, nightly, on her glistening sea, 

Woo the bright waves with melody- | 
Now linked their triple league again 
Of voices sweet, and sum? a strain 
Such as, had Sappho's tuneful ear 
But caught it, on the fatal steep, 

She would have paused, entranced, to 
hear, 

And, for that day, deferred her leap, 


SONG AND TRIO. 

Oh one of those sweet nights that oft 
Their lustre o'er th’ ASgean fling, 
Beneath my casement, low and soft, 
i heard a Lesbian lover sing; 

4nd, listening both with ear and thought, 
these sounds upon the night-breeze 
caught— 

‘Ob, happy as the gods is he, 

"W he juzes at, tuis hour on thee) ’ 


The song was one by Sappho sung, 

In the first love-dreams of her lyre, 
YJhen words of passion from her tonguo 
Pell like a shower of living fire. 

Ami still, at close uf every strain, 

1 heard these burning words again— 
‘Oh, happy as the gods is he, 

Who listens at this hour to thee! ’ 


Once more to Mona Lisa turned, 

Each asking eye—nor turned in vain ; 
Though the quick, transient blush that 
burned 

Bright o'er her cheek, and died again, 
Shojped with what inly shame and fear 
Was uttered what all loved to hear, 

Yet not to sorrow's languid lay 
Did she her lute-s*ong now devote; 
But thus, with voice that, like a ray 
Of southern sunshine, seemed to float- 
So rich with climate was each note— 
Called up in every heart a dream 
Of Italy, with this soft theme 


Oh, where art thou dreaming— 
On land or on sea? 

In my lattice is gleaming 
The watch-light for thee; 

And this fond heart is glowing 
To welcome thee home, 

And the night is fast going, 

But thou art not come: 

No, thou comest got 1 

'Tis the time when night-flowers 
Should wake from their rest j 

‘TiB the hour^f all hours 
When the lute singetlf best. 

But the flowers are half sleeping 
Til! thy glance they see! 

And the hushed lutve is keeping 
Its music for thee. 

• Yet thou comest not) 
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Scarce had the last word loft her lip 
When a light boyish form, with trip 
Fantastic, tip the green walk came, , 
Pranked in gay vest, to which the flame 
Of every lamp lie passed, or blue, 

Or green, or crimson, lent its line; 

As though a live caruelcon’s skin 
Ho had despoiled to robe him in, 

A zone lie wore of clattering shells, 

And from his lofty cap, where shone 
A peacock's plume, there dangled hells 
That rung us 1m came dancing on. 
Close after him, a palge—in dress 
And shape his miniature express— 

An ample basket, filled with store 
Of toys and trinkets, laughing Imre; 
Till, having reached his verdant m^t, 
He laid it at his master's feet, 

Who, half in speech and half in song, 
Chanted this invoidb to the throng 


Here, wealthy misers to inter, 

We’ve shrouds of neat post-obit paper; 
While for their heirs we’ve pm&silver, 
That, fast, as they can wish, will caper, 
For aldermen we’ve dials true 
That tell no hour but that of dinner; 
For courtly parsons sermons new • , 
That suit alike both saint and sinnerf 
Who’ll liny, fa, fa. 

No time we’ve now to name our terms, 
Uftt whatsoe’er the whims that seize 


This oldest of all mortal firms, 


Folly & Co., will try to please you. 

Or should you wish a darker hue 
Of goods than m can recommend you, 
Why then (ns we with lawyers do) 

To Knavery’s shop, next door, wo’ll 
send you. 


Who’ll buy, fa. fa. 


Wno’r.T, buy?—Tie Folly’s shop, who’ll 
buy?— 

We’ve toys to suit all ranks and ages; 
Besides our usual fools’ supply, i 
Wu’vo lots of play things, too, for sages, 
For reasnners, here’s a juggler’s cup, 
That fullest seems when nothing’s in 


And nine-pins, sot, like systems, up, ( 

To ho knocked down the following 
minute. 

Wlio’Jl buy—’tie Folly’s shop, who'll 
buy? 


Gay caps wc here of foolscap make, 

For barfls to wear in dog-day weather; 
Or hards the hells alone may take, 

And leave to wits the cap and feather. 
Teetotums we’mi for patriots got, 

Who court the mob with antics 
lmmblo; • 

Like tlioirs the patriot’s dizzy lot, 

A glorious spin, and then—a tumble. 

Who'll buy, fa. &c. 


While thus the blissful moments rolled' 
Moments of rare ami fleeting light, 
Thift show themselves like grains of gold 
In the mine’s refuse, few and bright; 
Behold where, opening far away, 

The long conservatory’s range, 
Stripped of the flowers it wore all day, 
But gaining lovelier in exchange, 
Presents, on Dresden’s costliest ware, 

A supper such us gods might share, 

Ah, much-loved Supper!—blithe repast 
Of other times, now dwindling fast, 
Sineo Dinner far into the night 
Advanced the march of appetite; 
Deployed his never-ending forces 
Of various vintage and throe courses, 
And, like those Goths who played the 
dickens 

With Homo and all her snared chickens, 
Put Supper and her fowls so white, _ 
Legs, wings, and drumsticks, all to flight, 

Now waked once more by wine.whoso 

tide 

Is the true Hippocrene, where glide 
The Muse’s swans with happiest wing, 
Dipping their bills, before they sing— 
The minstrels of the table greet 
The listening ear with descant sweet:— 
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SONG AND TRIO. 

THE LEVl'iE AND COUCHAe. 

Gall the Loves around, 

Let the whispering sound 
Of their wings be heard alone, 

Till soft to rest 
*' ‘ r My Lady blest 

At this bright hour hath goiie, 

Let Fancy’s beams 
Play o’er her dreams, 

Till, touched with light all through, 
Her spirit be 

Like a summer sea. f 

Shining and slumbering too. 

And, while thus huslied she lies,. 
Let the whispered chorus rise— 

' Good evening, good evening, to our 
* Lady’s bright eyes.’ 

But the day-beam breaks, 

See, our Lady wakes! 
o'" Call tiie Loves around once more, 
Like stars that wait 
At Morning’s gate, * 

Her first steps to adore, 

Let the veil of night 
From her dawning sight 
Absently pass away, 

Bike mists that flee 
From a summer sea, 

Leaving it full of day. 

And, while her last dremn flies, 

Let the whispered chorus rise— 
'Good morning, good morning, to our 
Lady’s bright eyes.’ 

SONG. 

If to see thee be to love thee, 

If to love thee be to prize 
Nought of earth or heaven above thee, 
Nor to live hut for those eyes: 

If such love to mortal given,' 

Be wrong to earth, be wrong to heaven, 
’Tis not for thee the fault to blame, 

F°r from those eyes the madness came. 
Forgive but thou the crime of loving, 

In this heart more pride ’twill raise 
To he thus wrong, with theo approving, 
Than right, with all the world to 
praise! 


But say, while light these songs resound, 
What means that buz of whispering 
fround, 

From lip to lip—as if the Power 
Of Mystery, in this gay hour, 

Iiad thrown some secret (as we fling 
Nuts among children) to that ring 
Of rosy, restless lips, to he 
Thus scrambled for so wantonly ? 

And, mark ye, still as each reveals 
The mystic news, her hearer steals 
A look towards yon enchanted chair, 
Where, like the Lady of the Masque, 
A nymph, as exquisitely fair 
As Love himself for bride could ask, 
Sits blushing deep, as if aware 
Of thfcVinged secret circling there, 

Who is tills nymph ? and what, 0 Muse, 
What, in the name # of all odd things 
That woman’s restless brain pursues, 
What mean these mystic whisperings i 
• 

Thus runs the taleyon blushing maid, 
Who sits in beauty’s light arrayed, 

While o’er her leans a tall young Dervise, 
(Who from her eyes, as all observe, is 
Learning by heart the Marriage Service), 
Is the bright heroine of our song,— 

The Love-wed Psyche, whom so long 
We’ve missed among this mortal train, 
We thought her winged to heaven again, 

But no—earth still demands her smile ; 
Her friends, the gods, must wait awhile. 
And if, for maid of heavenly birth, 

A young Duke’s proffered heart and 
hand 

Be things worth waiting for on earth, 
Both are, this hour, at her commlmd. 
To-night, in yonder half-lit shade, 

For love concerns expressly meant, 
The fond proposal jjrst was made, 

And love and silenoe blusheTl consent. 
Parents and friends (all here, as Jews, 
Enchanters, housemaids, Turks, Hindoos) 
Have heard, approved, angl blest the tie ; 
And now, hadst thou a poet’s eye, 

Thou migiit’st behold, in th’ air above 
That brilliant brow, triumphant Love, 
Holding, as if to drop it down 
Gently upon her curls, a crown 
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Of ducal shape—but, oh, such gems! 
Pilfered from Peri diadems, 

And set in gold like that which shine* 
To dock the fairy of the mines; 
in short, a crown all glorious—such as 
Love orders when he makes a duchoss, 

Bat see, ’tis morn in heaven; the Sun 
Up tho bright orient, hath begun 
To canter his immortal team; 

And, though not, yet arrived in sight, 
His leader’s nostrils send a steam 
Of radiance forth, *0 rosy bright 
Ah makes their onward path all light, 
Wlmt's to be done? if Sol will bo 
So deneed early, so must wo; 

Ami when the day thus shines outfight, 
liv’n dearest friends must bid good¬ 
night, 


So, farewell, scene of mirth and masking, 
Now almost a by-gone tale; 

Beauties, late in lamplight basking, 

Now, by daylight, dim and pale; 
Harpers, yawning o'er your harps, 

Scarcely knowing flats from sharps.; 
Mothers who, while bored you keep •» 
Time by nodding, nod to sleep; * 

Heads of hair, that stood fltst night 
Crepe, crispy, and upright, , 

ButSiave now, alas, one sees, a 
Leaning like tho tower of Pisa; 
Faro-ye-well—thus sinks away 
An that's mighty, all that’s bright; 
Tyre and Sidon had their day, 

And even a ball—lias but its night 1 


Till! END. 





